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Mrs. ALLEN
O F

P R I O R-P ARK
NEAR BATH^

Madam,
ADDRESSES of this Nature have

been long the cuftomary Tribute

of Letters to fuperior Merit : And
tho' Flattery may have thrown them in-

to Difrepute, yet this concludes no more
againfl the Coi^.tinuance of honeft Praifc,

than Hypocrify does againft the Pra6lice of

Religion. But Adulation no fooner began

to belye its Subjedl, than it perverted the

very Purpofe of its" Application ; while,

amongft its many artful Traverfes, it would
now beg Prote6lion for the Book ; and,

now again, conftitute the Patron the fovc-

reign Judge of its Merit.

In this Light, Madam, you might reafon-

ably wonder to fee a Collection of Plays de-

dicated to one who reads few Books befides

thofe of Piety and Moral ; and will think,

the Addrcfs might have been made with
fomewhat lefs Impropriety even to aBifliop.

This is true : but, as I faid, this literary

Connexion is not, of right, between the

Patron and the Work \ but between him
and the Author ; who, to carry on his

Commerce wit h a good Confcience, muft
therefore fearch narrowly for a Subjedl

Vol. I, A % which



DEDICATION.
which will not difhonour Letters, v/hile he
is giving that to Merit, v/hich only Letters

can beftow. But I need not be aiham'd to

fay, that the Knowledge of you, has, at the

fame time, abridged my Labour, and re-

warded the Integrity of my Purpofe. For if

Friend fhip, Gencrofity, and the Benevolence

of Charity, added to every female Virtue

that mofb adorns your Sex, demand this Ac-
knowledgmient, it would be hard to find

where it fhould be earlier paid, or to whom,
in fuller Meafure, returned.

If any now fhould afFed: to afl<, What
Stranger this is, of whom fo much is faid ?

Let him know, that this his Ignorance is

your fupreme Praife ; v/hofe Matron-m.od^-

lly of Virtue dechnes all Notice, but where

the Influence of your domeflic Charader
extends. If, haply, you have any further

Ambition, it is only this, the being known
toconftiLutethe domefticHappinefsof aMan
who does Honour to human Nature. The
mention of whofe Relation to you reminds

me c^my own Happinefs ; who enjoy fo e-

tjual and fo perfect a Share in both your

Friendihips. This too is my Fame and Repu-
tation, as well as Happinefs , for Ambition

would lofe its Aim, were I to wifh that any

thing of me, or mine, fhould lafh longer than

the Mem.ory of that Friendfhip. I am,

MADAM,
Teur moji obliged,

and mojlfaithful Ser^vant,

V/. WARBURTON,



[v]

PREFACE.
IT hath been no unufual thing for Writers, when

difTatisfied with the Patronage or Judgment of

their own Times, to appeal to Pofterity for a

fair Hearing. Some have even thought fit to apply

to it in the firft Inftance ; and to decline Acquain-

tance with the Public till Envy and Prejudice had

quite fubfided. But, of all the Truflers to Futuri-

ty, commend me to the Author of the following

Poems, who not only left it to Time to do him

Juftice as it would, but to find him out as it could.

For, what between too great Attention to his Pro-

fit as a Player, and too jittle to his Reputation as

a Poet, his Works, left to the Care of Door-

keepers and Prompters, hardly efcaped the common
Fate of thofe W^ritings, how good foever, which

are abandoned to their own Fortune, and unpro-

tected by Party or Cabal. At length, indeed, they

ftruggled into Light ; but fo difguifed and travelled,

that no claiHc Author, after having run ten fecular

Stages thro' the blind Cloiilers of Monks and Ca-

nons, ever came out in half fo maimed and man-
gled a Condition. But for a full Account of his Dis-

orders, I refer the Reader to the excellent Dif-

courfe which follows, and turn myfelf to confider

the Remedies that have been applied to them.

Shake/pear's Works, when they efcaped the

Players, did not fall into much better Hands
when they came amongfl: Printers and Bookfel-

lers: who, to fay the Truth, had, at firft, butfmall

Encouragement for putting him into a better Con-
dition. The ilubborn Nonfenfe, with which he

was incrufted, occadoned his lying long negle6led

amongfl
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amongft the common Lumber of the Stage. And

when that refiftlefs Splendor, which now ftioots all

around him, had, by degrees, broke thro' the

Shell of thofe Impurities, his dazzled Admirers be-

came as fuddcnly infenfible to the extraneous Scurf

that ftill ftuck upon him, as they had been before

to the native Beauties that lay under it. So that,

as then, he was thought not to deferve a Cure, he

was now fuppofed not to need any.

His growing Eminence, however, required that

he fhouid be ufed v/ith Ceremony : And he focn

had his Appointment of an Editor in form. But

the Bookfcller, whofe dealing was with Wits, hav-

ing learnt of them, I know not what filly Maxim,

that none but a Poet Jhould prefume to meddle with

a Poet^ engaged the ingenious Mr. Rowe to un-

dertake this Employment. A Wit indeed he was

;

but fo utterly unacquainted with the whole Bufi-

nefs of Criticifm, that he did not even collate or

confult the firft Editions of the Work he under-

took to publifh ; but contented himfelf with giving

us a meagre Account of the Author's Life, inter-

larded with fome common-place Scraps from his

Writings. The Truth is, Shake/pears Condition

was yet but ill underftood. The Nonfenfe, now,

by confent, received for his own, was held in a

kind of Reverence for its Age and Author : and

thus it continued, till another great Poet broke the

Charm ; by fhewing us, that the higher we went,

the lefs of it was ftill to be found.

For the Proprietors, not difcouraged by their

firft unfuccefsful Effort, in due time, made a fe-

cond ', and, tho' they ftill ftuck to their Poets, with

infinitely more Succefs in their Choice of Mr. Pope.

Who, by the mere force of an uncommon Genius,

without any particular Study or Profeftion of this

Art, difcharged the great Parts of it fo well as to

make his Edition the beft Foundation for all further

Ijnprovements.
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Improvements. He feparated the genuine from the

fpurious Plays : And, with equal Judgment, tho'

not always with the fame Succefs, attempted to

clear the genuine Plays from the interpolated

Scenes : He then confulted the old Editions ; and,

by a careful Collation of them, reftified the faulty,

and fupplied the imperfedt Reading, in a great

number of Places : And laftly, in an admirable

Preface, hath drawn a general, but very lively.

Sketch of Shake/pearls poetic Charadler ; and, in

the correc^ted Text, marked out thofe peculiar

Strokes of Genius which were moft proper to fup-

port and illuftrate that Character. Thus far Mr,
Pope. And altho' much more was to be done

before Shake/pear could be reftored to himfelf,

(fuch as amending the corrupted Text where the

printed Books afford no Afliftance -, explaining his

licentious Phrafeology and obfcure AJlufions ; and

illuftrating the Beauties of his Poetry ; ) yet, with

great Modefty and Prudence, our illuftrious Editor

left this to the Critic by Profeffion.

But nothing will give the common Reader a

better Idea of the Value of Mr. Pope^s Edition,

than the two Attempts which have been fmce

made, by Mr. Theobald and Sir Thomas Hanmery
in Opposition to it. Who, altho' they concerned

themfelves only in the firjt of thefe three Parts of

Criticifm, the rejioring the Text^ (without any
Conception of the fecondy or venturing even to

touch upon the third) yet fucceeded fo very ill in

it, that they left their Author in ten times a worfe
Condition than they found him. But as it was
my ill Fortune to have fome accidental Con-
nexions with thefe two Gentlemeny it will be in-

cumbent on me to be a little more particular con-

i;erning them.

The
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The One was recommended to me as a poor

Man ', the Other as a poor Critic : and to each of

them, at different times, I communicated a great

number of Obfervations, which they managed, as

they faw fit, to the Relief of their fcveral Diftrefles.

As to Mr. Theobald^ who wanted Money, I allow-

ed him to print v/hat I gave him for his own Ad-
vantage : and he allowed himfelf in the Liberty of

taking one Part for his own, and fequeftering ano-

ther for the Benefit, as I fuppofed, of fome future

Edition. But, as to the 'Oxford Editor^ who want-

ed nothing, but what he might very well be with-

out, the Reputation of a Critic, I could not fo eafi-

\y forgive him for trafficking with my Papers with-

out my Knowledge ; and, when that Proje6l fail'd,

for employing a number of my Conjectures in his

Edition againft my exprefs Defire not to have that

Honour done unto me.
Mr. Theobald was naturally turned to Induftry

and Labour. What he read he could tranfcribe: but,

as what he thought, if ever he did think, he could

but ill exprefs, fo he read on ; and, by that means

got a Character of Learning, vnthout rifquing, to

every Obferver, the Imputation of wanting a better

Talent. By a punctilious Collation of the old Books,

he correci:ed what was manifeftly wrong in the lat-

ter Editions, by what was manifeltly right in the

earlier. And this is his real Merit ; and the whole
of it. For v/here the Phrafe v/as very obfolete or

licentious in the co7n?non Books, or only flightly cor-

rupted in the other^ he wanted fufficient Know-
ledge of the Progrefs and various Stages of the

Englijh Tongue, as well as Acquaintance with the

Peculiarit}^ of Shakefpear'' ^ Language to underftand

what was right ; nor had he either common Judg-
ment to fee, or critical Sagacity to 'amend, what

was manifeftly faulty. Hence he generally exerts

hi$
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his conjectural Talent in the wrong Place : He
tampers with what is found In the cormnon Books ;

and, in the old ones, omits all Notice of Variations

the Senfe of which he did not underftand.

How the Oxford Editor came to think himfelf

qualified for this Office, from which his whole
Courfe of Life had been fo remote, is ftill more dif-

ficult to conceive. For whatever Parts he might
have either of Genius or Erudition, he was abfo-

lutely ignorant of the Art of Criticifm, as well as

of the Poetry of that Time, and the Language of his

Author. And fo far from a Thought of examin-
ing the jirji Editions, that he even negleCled to

compare Mr. Pope's^ from which he printed his

own, with Mr. Theobald's ; whereby he loft the

Advantage o^ many fine lines which the other had
recovered from the old Qiiartos. Where he trufts

to his own Sagacity, in what afFecSts the Senfe, his

Conjedlures are generally abfurd and extravagant,

and violating every Rule of Criticifm. Tho', in this

Rage of Corre(5^ing, he was not abfolutely ddlitute

of all Art. For, having a Number of my Conjec-
tures before him, he took as many of them as he
faw fit, to work upon ; and by changing them
to fomething, he thought fynonymous or fimi-

lar, he made them his own ; and fo became a
Critic at a cheap Expence. But how well he hath
fucceeded in this, as likewife in his Conje6^ures

which are properly his own, will be feen in the
courfe of my Remarks : Tho', as he hath declined

to give the Reafons for his Interpolations, he hath
not afforded me fo fair a hold of him as Mr. Theo-
bald hath done, who was lefs cautious. But his

principal Object was to reform his Author's Num-
bers ; and this, which he hath done, on everv Oc-
cafion, by the Infertion or OmifTion of a let of
harmlefs unconterning Expletives, makes up the
VoL.L [b] grofs
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grofs Body of his innocent Corrections. And fo,

in fpite of that extreme Negligence in Numbers,
which diil:ingui{hes the firft Dramatic Writers, he
hath tricked up the old Bard, from Head to Foot,

in all the finical Exactnefs of a modern.Meafurer of

Syllables.

For the reft, all the Corre£lions which thefe

two Editors have made on any reafonahle Founda-
tion, are here admitted into the Text ; and care-

fully afligned to their refpeclive Authors. A piece

of Juflice which the Oxford. Editor never did ; and
which the Other was not always fcrupulous in ob-

ferving towards me. To conclude with them in a

word. They feparately poflefled thofe two Qualities

w^hich, more than any other, have contributed to

bring the Art of Criticifm into difrepute, Dulnefs

of Apprehenfon^ and Extravagance of Conjecture.

I am now to give fome Account of the prefent

Undertaking. For as to all' thofe Things, which
have been publiihed under the titles of Ejjays^ Re-
?narks, Obfervations^ &c. on Shakefpear^ (if you
/€xcept fome critical Notes on Macbeth^ given as a

Specimen of a projected Edition, and written, as

appears, by a Man of Parts and Genius) the reft

are abfolutely below a ferious Notice,

The whole a Critic can do for an Author
who deferves his Service, is to corre6t the faulty

Text ; to rem.ark the Peculiarities of Language j

to illuftrate the obfcure AUufidns i and to ex-

plain the Beauties and Defeats of Sentiment or

Compofition. And furely, if e\'er Author had a

Claim to this Service, it was our Shakefpear : Who,
widely excelling in the Knowledge of Human
Nature, hath given to his infinitely varied Pidtures

of it, fuch Truth of Defign, fuch Force of Draw-
ing, fuch Beauty of Colouring, as v/as hardly ever

equalled by any Writer, whether his Aim was the

Ufe,
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Ufe, or only the Entertainment of Mankind. The
Notes in this Edition, therefore, take in the whole
Compafs of Criticifm.

I. The Hrft fort is employed in reftoring the

Poet's genuine Text ; but in thofe Places only

where it labours with inextricable Ncnfenfe. In

which, how much foever I may have given Scope

to critical Conjecture, where the old Copies failed

me, I have indulged nothing to Fancy or Imagi-

nation ; but ha\'e religioufly obferved the fevere

Canons of literal Criticifm ; as may be feen from
the Reafons accompanying every Alteration of the

common Text. Nor would a different Condut^:

have become a Critic, whofe greateft Attention,

in this part, was to vindicate the eflablifhed Read-
ing from Interpolations occafioned by the fanciful

Extravagancies of others. I once intended to have
given the Reader a body of Canons^ for literal Cri-

ticifm, drawn out in form ; as well fuch as concern
the Art in general, as thofe that arife from the Na-
ture and Circumftances of our Author's Works
in particular. And this for two Reafons. Firft,

To give the unlearned Reader a juft Idea, and con-
fequently a better Opinion of the Art of Criticifm,

now funk very low in the popular Efteem, by the

Attempts of fome who would needs exercife \t

without either natural or acquired Talents j and by
the ill Succefs of others, who feemed to have loft:

both, when they came to try them upon EngUJh
Authors. Secondly, To deter the unlearned JVri^

ter from wantonly trifling with an Art he is a
Stranger to, at the Expence of his own Reputation,

and the Integrity of the Text of eftabliflied Au-
thors. But thefe Ufes may be well fupplied by
what is occafionally faid upon the Subject, in the
Courfe of the following Rem.arks.

II. The fecond fort of Notes confifts in an Ex-
planation of the Author's Meanine, when, by one,

[ b 2 ]
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or more of thefe Caufcs, it becomes obfcurc ; ei-

ther from a licentious Ufe of Terms ; or a hard or

ungra??imatical ConftruSiion j or laftly, from far-
fetched or quaint Allufions.

I. This licentious Ufe of Words is almoft pe-

culiar to the Language of Shakefpear. To com-
mon Terms he hath affixed Meanings of his own,
unauthorifed by Ufe, and not to be juftified by
Analogy. And this Liberty he hath taken with

the nobleft Parts of Speech, fuch as Mixed-??!odes ;

which, as they are moft fufceptible of Abufe, fo

their Abufe moft hurts the Clearnefs of the Dif-

courfe. The Critics (to whom Shakefpearh Li-

cence was ftill as much a Secret as his Meaning,

which that Licence had obfcured) fell into two con-

trary Miftakes ; but equally injurious to his Repu-
tation and his Writings. For fome of them ob-

ferving a Darknefs, that pervaded his whole Ex-
-preflion, have cenfured him for Confufion of Ideas

and Inaccuracy of reafoning. In the Neighing of

a Horfe^ (fays RyTner) or in the Growling of a

Majiiff there is a Meanings there is a lively Ex-
prejfion^ and^ may Ifay-, more Humanity than ?nany

times in the tragical Flights of Shakefpear. The
Ignorance of which Cenfure is of a Piece with its-*»K^

Brutality. The Truth is, no one thought clearer, ^

or argued more clofely than this immortal Bard.

But his Superiority of Genius lefs needing the In-

tervention of Words in the A£t of Thinking,

when he came to draw out his Contemplations in-

to Difcourfe, he took up (as hewas hurried on by the

Torrent of his Matter) with the firft Words that

lay in bis Way ; and if, amongft thefe, there were

two Mixed-modes that had but a principal Idea in

common, it was enough for him ; he regarded them

as f) nonymous, and would ufe the one for the other

without Fear or Scruple.' Again, there have

been others, fuch as the two laft Editors, who have

fallen
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fallen into a contrary Extreme j and regarded
Shake/pears Anomalies (as we may call them)
amongit the Corruptions of his Text; which,
therefore, they have calliiered in great Numbers,
to make room for a Jargon of tlieir own. This
hath put me to additional Trouble -, for I had
not only their Interpolations to throw out again,
but the genuine Text to replace, and eftablifh in
its ftead ; which, in many Cafes, could not be
done without fhewing the peculiar Senfe of the
Terms, and explaining the Caufes which led the
Poet to fo perverfe an ufe of them. I had it

once, indeed, in my Defign, to give a general
alphabetic G/^^r;; of thefe Terms ; but as each
of them is explained in its proper Place, there
feemed the lefs Occafion for fuch an Index.

2. The Poet's hard and unnatural Conftrudion
had a difterent Original. This was the Eftect of
miftaken Art and Defign. The Public Tafte was
in its Infancy ; and delighted, (as it always du-s
during that State) in the high and turgid : which
leads the Writer to difguife a vulgar expreffion v/ith
hard and forced conftrucStion, whereby the Scncence
frequently becomes cloudy and dark. Here, his
Critics fhew their modefty, and leave him to him-
felf. For the arbitrary change of a Word ucth lit-

tle towards difpelling an obfcurity that arifcth, not
from the licentious ufe of a lingle Term, but froiri
the unnatural arrangement of a wiiole Sentence.
And they rifqued nothing by their filence. for
Shake/pear was too clear in Fame to be fufpe6ted
of a want of Meaning ; and too hiah in Faihion
for any. one to own he needed a Critic to find it

out. Not but, in his befl works, we mufl al-
low, he is often fo natural and flowing, fo pure
and correa, that he is even a model for ftile and
language.

[b 3] 3- As
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3. As to his far-fetched and quaint Allufions,

thefe are often a cover to common thoughts ;
juft

as his hard conftrudlion is to common expreffion.

When they are not fo, the explanation of them
has this further advantage, that, in clearing the

Obfcurity, you frequently difcover fome latent

conceit not unworthy of his Genius.

III. The third and laft fort of Notes is concerned

in a critical explanation of the Author's Beauties

and Defe(5ts ; but chiefly of his Beauties, whether
in Stile, Thought, Sentiment, Charadter or Com-
pofition. An odd humour of finding fault hath

"long prevailed amongfl the Critics ; as if nothing

were worth remarkirnr that did not, at the fame
time, deferve to be reproved. Whereas the public

Judgment hath lefs need to be alTifted in what it

Ihall reje6i:, than in what it ought to prize ; Men
being generally more ready at fpying Faults than in

difcoveiing Beauties. Nor is the value they ^^t

upon aWork, a certain proof that they underftand it.

For 'tis ever fetn, that half a dozen voices of credit

give the lead : And if the Publlck chance to be in

good humour, or the Author much in their favour,

the People are fure to follow. Hence it is that the

true Critic hath fo frequently attached himfelf to

Works of eilablifhed reputation; not to teach

the World to admire^ which, in thofe circumffan-

ces, to fay the truth, they are apt enough to do
of themfelves ; but to teach them how, with rea-

fon to admire : No eafy matter, I will afTure you,

on the fu bjeft in queftion : For tho' it be very true,

as Mr. Pope hath obferved, that Shakefpear is the

fairejl andfullejl fuhjeSl for criticifri^ yet it is not

luch a fort of criticifm as may be raifed mecharii-

cally on the Rules which Dacier^ RapinTind Bojfu

have coile6ied from Antiquity ; and of which,

fuch kind of Writers as Ry?ner^ Gildon^ Dennis

aiid Oldmixon^ have only gathered and chewed the

Hulks

;
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Hufks : nor on the other hand is it to be formed^

on the plan of thofe crude and fuperficial Judgments,,

on books and things, with which a certain cele-

brated Paper (o much abounds ; too good indeed to

be named with the Writers laft mentioned, but
being unluckily miftaken for a Models becaufc it.

was an Original^ it hath given rife to a deluge

of the worft fort of critical Jargon ; I mean that,

which looks moft like fenfe. But the kind of

criticifm here required is fuch as judgeth our Au-
thor by thofe only Laws and Principles on which*

he wrote, Nature, and Common-sense.
Our Obfervations, therefore, beingthus extenfive^^

will, I prefume, enable the Reader to form a right,

judgment of this favourite Poet, without drav/ing.

out his Chara6ler, as was once intended, in a con-

tinued difcourfe.

Thefe, fuch as they are,. w.,re amongft my
younger amufements, when, many .years ago, 1

ufed to turn over thefe fort of Writers to unbend
myfelf from more ferious applications ; And what,

,

certainly, the Public, at this time of day, had ne-

ver been troubled with, but for the conduct of the

two laft Editors, and the perfuafions of dear Mr.

.

Pope ; whofe memory and name,

femper acerhum^

femper honoratiim (fie Dt voluijiis) haheho.

He was defirous I fhould give a new Edition of

this Poet, as he thought it might contribute to put,

a flop to a prevailing folly of altering the Text of

celebrated Authors v/ithout Talents or Judgment.
And he was willing that his Edition fhouid be melt-

ed down into jnine^ as it would, he faid, afford him
(fo great is the modefly of an ingenuous temper)

a fit opportunity of confefiing his Miflakes *. In
memory of our Friendfhip, I have, therefore,

made it our joint Edition. His admirable Pxeface

* See his Letters to me.

[b4j is
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is here added ; all his Notes are given, with his

name annexed j the Scenes are divided according

to his regulation ; and the moft beautiful pallages

diftinguifhed, as in his bock, with inverted com-
mas. In imitation of him, I have done the fame
by as many others as I thought moft deferving of
the Reader's attention, and have marked them with

double commas.
If, from all this, Shakefpcar or good Letters

have received any advantage, and the Public

any benefit, or entertainment, the thanks are

due to the Proprietors^ who have been at the ex-

pence of procuring this Edition. And I fliould

be unjuft to feveral deferving Men of a reputable

and ufeful Profeflion, if I did not, on this occa-

fion, acknowledge the fair dealing I have always

found amongft them ; and profefs my fcnfe of the

unjuft Prejudice which lies againft them ; whereby
they have been, hitherto, unable to procure that

fecurity for their Property, which they fee, the reft

of their Fellow-Citizens enjoy. A prejudice in

part arifing from the frequent Piracies^ (as they

are called) committed by Members of their own
Body. But fuch kind of Members no Body is

without. And it would be hard that this fhould

be turned to the difcredit of the honeft part of the

ProfelTion, who fuffer more from fuch Injuries

than any. other men. It hath, in part too, arifen

from the clamours of profligate Scriblers, ever

ready, for a piece of Money, to proftitute their bad

fenfe for or againft any Caufe prophane or facred ;

or in any Scandal public or private Thefe meet-

ing with little encouragement from Men of ac-

count in the Trade, (who even in this enlightened

Age are not the very worft Judges or Rewarders of

merit) apply themfelves to People of Condition

;

and fupport their importunities by falfe complaints

againft Bookfellers*

But
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But I fliould now, perhaps, rather think of

my own Apology, than bufy myfelf in the de-

fence of others. I fhall have fome Tartuffe ready,

on the firfl: appearance of this Edition, to call out
again, and tell me, that / fuffer my felf to be

wholly diverted from my purpoje by thefe matters

Ufs fuitable to my clerical ProfeJJion. " Well,
*' but, fays a Friend, why not take fo candid an
*' intimation in good part ? Withdraw yourfelf,
*' again, as you are bid, into the clerical Pale ;

" examine the Records of facred and prophane
'' Antiquity ; and, on them, ere6l a Work to
'' the confufion of Infidelity.'' Why, I have done
all this, and more : And hear now what the fame
Men have faid to it. They tell me, / have wrote
to the wrong and injury of Religion^ and furnij})ed

out more handles for Unbelievers. " Oh now the
" fecret's out ; and you may have your pardon, I

" find, upon eafier terms. 'Tis only, to write no
** more." Good Gentlemen ! and fnall I not
oblige them ? They would gladly ohftruSt my way
to thofe things which every Man, who endeavours

well in his Profef»\on, muft needs think he has

fome claim to, when he fees them given to thofe

who never did endeavour ; at the fame time that

they would deter me from taking thofe advantages

which Letters enable me to procure for vayidi. If

then I am to write no more \ (tho' as much out of
my Profeflion as they may pleafe to reprefent this

Work, I fufped their modefty would not infift on
a fcrutlny of our feveral applications of this pro-

phane profit and their purer gains) if, I fay, I am
to write no more, let me at leaft give the Public,

who have a letter pretence to demand it of me,
fome reafon for my prefenting them with thefe

amufements. Which, if I am not much miftaken,

may be excufed by the beft and faireft Examples ;

[ b 5 J

.

and,-
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and, what Is more, may be juftified on the furer

reafo7i of things.

The great Saint Chrysostom, a name confe-

crated to immortality by his Virtue and Eloquence,

is known to have been fo fond of Jrijiophanes as to

wake with him at his ftudies, and to fleep with

him under his pillow : and I never heard that this

was objeded either to his Piety or his Preaching,

not even in thofe times of pure Zeal and primi-

tive Religion. Yet, in refpe(51: of Shake/pear's

great fenfe, Arijipphanes^s beft wit is but buf-

foonry ; and in comparifon of Ariflophanes\ Free-

doms, Shakefpear writes with the purity of a Ve-
ftal. But they will fay, St. Chryfojiom contraded

a fondnefs for the comic Poet for the fake of his

Greek, To this. Indeed, I have nothing to reply.

Far be it from me to infinuate fo unfcholarlike a
thing, as If We had the fame Ufe for good Eng-
lijh that a Greek had for his Attic elegance. Critic

Kujier^ in a tafte and language peculiar to Gram-
marians of a certain order, hath decreed, that the

Hiftory and Chronology of Greek Words is the moft

SOLID entertaiyijjunt of a S'^Ian of Letters.

I fly, then, to a higher Example, much near-

er home, and ftill more in point. The famous

Univerfity of Oxford. This illuftrious Body,
which hath long fo juftly held, and, with

fuch equity, difpenfcd, the chief honours of the

learned World, thought good Letters fo much in-

terefted in correct Editions of tlie beft Englijh

Writers, that they, very lately, in their public

Capacity, undertook one., of this very Author, by

fubfcription. And if the Editor hath not difcharg-

cd his Tafk with fuitable abilities for one fo much
honoured by them, this was not their fault but his,

who thruft himfelf into the employment. After

fuch an Example, it would be weakening any de-

fence to feek further for Authorities. All that can

be
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be now decently urged is the r'eafon of the thing 5

and this I fhall do, more for the fake of that truly

venerable Body than my own.

Of all the literary exercitations of fpeculative

Men, whether defigned for the ufe or entertain-

ment of the World, there are none of fo much
importance, or what are more our immediate con-

cern, than thofe which let us into the knowledge

of our Nature, - Others may exercife the Reafon

or amufe the Imagination ; but thefe only can im-

prove the Heart, and form the human mind to •

wifdom. Now, in this Science, our Shakefpear

is confefTed to occupy the foremoft place; whether

we confider the amazing fagacity with which he in-

veftigates every hidden fpring and wheel of human
Adtion ; or his happy manner of communicating

this knowledge, in the juft and living paintings

which he has given us of all our Paffions, Appetites

and Purfuits. Thefe afford a leflbn which can ne-

ver be too often repeated, or too conflantly inculcat-

ed : And, to engage the Reader's due attention to it,

hath been one of the principal objeds of this Edition.

As this Science (whatever profound Philofophers

may think) is, to the reft, in Things t fo, in Words

y

(whatever fupercilious Pedants may talk) every one's

mother tongue is to all other Languages. This
hath ftill been the Sentiment of Nature and true

Wifdom. Hence, the greateft men of Antiquity

never thought themfelves betteremployed than in cul- -

tivating their own country idiom. So Lycurgus did

honour to Sparta^ in giving the firft compleat Edi-

tion of Ho?ner'y and Cicero, to Rome, in corredling .

the Works of Lucretius. Nor do we want Ex-
amples of the fame good fenfe in modern Times,
even amidft the cruel inrodes that Art and Fafhion

have made upon Nature and the fimplicity of Vv^if-

dom. Menage, the greateft name in France for

all kind of philglogic Learning, piided himfelf in
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writing critical Notes on their beft lyric Poet, Mal-
herbe: And our greater Selden^ when he thought
it might refled credit on his Country, did not
difdain even to comment a very ordinary Poet, one
Michael Drayton, But the Englijh tongue, at this

Jundrure, deferves and demands our particular re-

gard. It hath, by means of the many excellent

Works of different kinds compofed in it, engaged
the notice, and become the ftudy, of almoft eve-

ry curious and learned Foreigner, fo as to be thought

even a part of literary accomplifhment. This
muft needs make it deferving of a critical attention:

And its being yet deftitute of a Teft or Standard

to apply to, in cafes of doubt or difficulty, fhews
how much it wants that attention. For we have
neither Grammar nor Dictionary, neither

Chart nor Compafs, to guide us through this wide
fea of Words. And indeed how fhould we? fmce
both are to be compofed and finifhed on the Au-
thority of our beft eftablifhed Writers. But their

Authority can be of little ufe till the Text hath

been ccrredtly fettled, and the Phrafeology critical-

ly examined. As, then, by thefe aids, a Gram-
mar and DiSiionary^ planned upon the befl rules of
Logic and Philofophy, (and none but fuch will de-

ferve the name) are to be procured ; the forwarding

of this will be a general concern: For, as ^uinti-

lian obferves, " Verborum proprietas ac differen-

tia omnibus, qui fermonem curae habent, debet

efTe communis." By this way, the Italians have

brought their tongue to a degree of Purity and Sta-

bility which no living Language ever attained unto

before. It is with pleafure I obferve, that thefe things

now begin to be underftood amongft ourfelves^ and

that I can acquaint the Public, we may foon expedl

very elegant Editions of Fletcher and Miltonh Para-

dife Loft from Gentlemen of diflinguifhed Abilities

and Learning. But this interval ©f gogd fenfe, as it

may
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may be (hort, is indeed but new. For I remem-
ber to have heard of a very learned Man, who, not

long fince, formed a defign of giving a more cor-

re<3: Edition of Spenfer-, and, without doubt, would
have performed it well; but he was diiluaded from his

purpofe by his Friends, as beneath the dignity of a

trofefTox of the occult Sciences. Yet thefe very

Friends, I fuppofe, would have thought it had added

luftre to his high Station, to have new-furbifhed out

fome dull northern Chronicle, or dark Sibylline JE-

nigma. But let it not be thought that what is here

faid infmuates any thing to the difcredit of Greek and

Latin criticifm. If the follies of particular Men were
fufficient to bring any branch of Learning into dif-

repute, I don't know any that would ftand in a worfe

fituation than that for which I now apologize. For
I hardly think there ever appeared, in any learned

Language, fo execrable a heap of nonfenfe, under

the name of Commentaries, as hath been lately gi-

ven us on a certain fatiric Poet, of the laft Age^.

by his Editor and Coadjutor*

I am fenfible how unjuftly the very beft clajjical

Critics have been treated. It is faid, that our great

Philofopher fpoke with much contempt of the two
fineft Scholars of this Age, Dr. Bentley and Bi-

fhop //(7r^, for fquabbling, ashe exprefTed it, about,

an old Play-book; meaning, I fuppofe, 'Terence's

Comedies. But this Story is unworthy of him ;

tho' well enough fuiting the fanatic turn of the

wild Writer that relates it ; fuch cenfures are a-

mongft the follies ofmen immoderately given over to

one Science, and ignorantly undervaluing all the reft,

Thofe learned Critics mighty and perhaps did,

laugh in their turn, (tho' ftill, fure, with the fame

indecency and indifcretion) at that incomparable

Man, for wearing out a long Life in poring through

a Telefcope. Indeed, the weakneiTes of Such are

to be mentioned with reverence, But who can

bear;^
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bear, without indignation, the fafliionable cant of

every trifling Writer, whofe infipidity paffcs,

with himfelf, for politenefs, for pretending to be

fhocked, forfooth, with the rude and favage air of

vulgar Critics; meaning fuch as Mitretus^ Scaliger^

Cafauhon^ Salmafius^ Spanheim^ Bentley. When,
had it not been for the deathiefs labours of fuch as

thefe, the weftern World, at the revival of Letters,

had foon fallen back again into a ftate of ignorance

and barbarity as deplorable as that from which

Providence had juft redeemed it.

To conclude with an obfervation of a line ^Vriter

and great Philofopher of our ov/n ; which I would

gladly bind, tho' with all honour, as a Phykcfery,

on the Brow of every awful Grammarian, to teach

him at once, the Ufe^ and Limits of his art

:

Words are the Momey of fools, and
THE Counters of Wise Men.

Mr,
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Mr. POP E's

PREFACE.
IT

is not my defign tt enter into a CriticiTm upon
this Author ; tho' to do it efFedlually and not fa-

perficially, would be the befi: occafion that any jaft

Writer could take, to form the judgment and tal^e of

our nation. For of all Englijh Poets Shake/pear mull

be confeffed to be the faireft and fulleft Subjed for

Criticifm, and to afFord the mofl: numerous, as well

as moft confpicuous inftances, both of Beauties and

Faults of all forts. But this far exceeds the bounds of

a Preface, the bufinefs of which is only to give an ac-

count of the fate of his Works, and the diladvantages

under which they have been tranfmitted to us. We
Ihall hereby extenuate many faults which are his, and
clear him from the imputation of many which are

not : A defign, which, tho' it can be no guide to fu-

ture Criticks to do him julHce in one way, will at leaft

be fufficient to prevent their doing him an injuilice in

the other.

I cannot however but mention fome of his principal

and charaderillic Excellencies, for which (notwith-

ftanding his defeds) he is juftly and univerfally ele-

vated above all other Dramatick Writers. Not that

this is the proper place of praifmg him, but becaufe I

would not omit any occafion of doing it.

If ever any Author deferved the name of an Ori-
ginal, it was Shake/pear. Homer himfelf drew not his

art fo immediately from the fountains of Nature, it

proceeded thro' jEgyptian drainers and channels, and
came to him not without fome tincture of ihs learn-

ing;
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ing, or fome cafl: of the models, of thofe before him.
The Poetry of Shake/pear was Infpiration indeed : he
is not fo much an Imitator, as an Inftrument, of Na-
ture ; and 'tis not fo juft to fay that he fpeaks from
her^ as that (he fpeaks thro' him.

liis Charaaers are fo mach Nature herfelf, that

'cis a fort of injury to call them by fo diftant a name
as Copies of her. Thofe of other Poets have a con-

ftant refemblance, which (hews that they received them-

from one another, and were but multipliers of the

fame image ; each pidlure, like a mock-rainbow, is but

the reflexion of a reflexion. But every fingle cha-

rafler in Shake/pear is as much an Individual, as thofe

in Life it felf; it is as impoflible to find any two alike;

and fuch as from their relation or affinity in any refpedt

appear moft to be twins, will upon comparifon be found

remarkably diftinfl. To this life and variety of Cha-
racter, we muft add the wonderful prefervation of it ;

which is fuch throughout his Plays, that had all the

Speeches been printed without the very names of the

Perfons, I believe one might have apply 'd them with

certainty to every fpeaker.

The Pouuer over our Tajftons was never poffefs'd

in a more eminent degree, or difplay'd in fo different

inftances. Yet all along, there is feen no labour, no
pains to raife them ; no preparation to guide our
guefs to the effed^, or be perceiv'd to lead toward it :

But the heart fvvells, and the tears burlt out, juft at

the proper places : We are furpriz'd the moment we-

weep ; and yet upon refiedion find the paiTion fo juft,'

that we fncu'd be furprizM if we had not wept, and

wept-at that very moment.
How aftonifn-ing is it again, that the Paffions 6\xt^\-f

oppofite to thefe, Laughter and Spleen, are no lefs at

his command ! that he is not more a mafter of the Great

than of the Ridiculousin human nature ; of our nobleiV

tenderneifes, than of our vaineft foibles ; ofourftrongeft

emotions, than of our idleft fenfations \

Nor does he only exc?l in the Paflions : In the cool-

irefs of Refleclion and Reafoning he is full as admira-

ble. His Sentiments^i^ not only in general the molV-

pertinent
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pertinent and judicious upon every fubjcfl ; but by a

talent very peculiar, fomcthing between Penetration

and Felicity, he hits upon that particular point on

which the bent of each argument turns, or the force

of each motive depends. This is perfe^ly amazing,

from a man of no education or experience in th^<3

great and publick fcenes of life which are ufually tne

fubjea of his thoughts : So that he feems to have

known the world by Intuition, to have lookM thro'

human nature at one glance, and to be the only Au-

thor that gives ground for a very new opinion. That

the Philofopher and even the Man of the world, may

be Born, as well as the Poet.

It muft be own'd that with all thefe great excel-

lencies, he has almoft as great defers ; and that as he

has certainly written better, fo he has perhaps written

worfe, than any other. But I think I can in fome

meafure account for thefe defers, from feveral caufes

and accidents; without which it is hard to imagine

that fo large and fo enlighten'd a mind could ever

have been fufceptible of them. That all thefe Con-

tingencies fhould unite to his difad vantage feems to

me almoft as Angularly unlucky, as that fo many va-

rious (nay contrary) Talents (hould meet in one man,

was happy and extraordinary.

It muft be allowed that Stage-Poetry, of all other,

is moie particulary levell'd to pleafe the Populace

y

and its fuccefs more immediately depending upon the

Common Suffrage. One cannot therefore wonder, if

Shakefpeary having at his firft appearance no other aim

in his writings than to procure a fubfiftence, dire^fled

his endeavours folely to hit the talle and humour that

then prevailed. The Audience was generally com-

pofed of the meaner fort of People ; and therefore the

Images of Life were to be drawn from thofe of their

own rank : accordingly we find, that not our Author's

only but almoft all the old Comedies have their Scene

among Tradefmfn and Mechanicks : And even their

Hiftorical Plays ftridily follow the common Old Sto-

ries ox Vulgar Ttaditiom of that kind of people. In

Tragedy, nothing was fo fure to Surprije and caufe

Admhationi
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Admiration, as the moft ftrange, unexpeded, and con-

fequently mod unnatural, Events and Incidents ; the

moft exaggerated Thoughts ; the mod verbofe and
bombafl: Expreflion; the mofl: pompous Rhymes, and

thundering Verfification. In Comedy, nothing was

fo fure to Pleafe, as mean BufFoonry, vile ribaldry,

and unmannerly jefts of fools and clowns. Yet even

in thefe, our Author's Wit buoys up, and is borne

above his fubjed: his Genius in thofe low parts is

like fome Prince of a Romance in the difguife of a

Shepherd or Peafant ; a certain Greatnefs and Spirit

now and then break out, which manifeft his higher

cxtrailion and qualities.

It may be added, that not only the common Au^
dience had no notion of the rules of writing, but few

even of the better fort piqu'd themfelves upon any

great degree of knowledge or nicety that way j 'till

Ben John/on getting polTeffion of the Stage, brought

critical learning into vogue : And that this was not

done without difficulty, may appear from thofe fre-

quent leiTons (and indeed almoft Declamations) which
he was forced to prefix to his firft plays, and put

into the mouth of his Adors, the Grex, Chorus, Sec.

to remove the prejudices, and inform the judgment
of his hearers. 'Till then, our Authors had na
thoughts of writing on the model of the Ancients

:

their Tragedies were only Hiftories in Dialogue ; and
their Comedies followed the thread of any Novel as

they found it, no lefs implicitly than if it had been

true Hiftory.

To judge therefore of ^hakefpear by Arijiotli^

rules, is like trying a man by the laws of one Coun-
try, who afled under thofe of another. He writ to

thQ People; and writ at firft without patronage from
the better fort, and therefore without aims of pleafing

them : without afliftance or advice from the Learned,

as without the advantage of educat:on or acquaintance

among them : without that knowledge of the beft

models, the Ancients, to infpire him with an emula-

tion of them; in a word, without any views of Re-
putation, and of what Poets are pleas'd to call Im-

mortality :

.
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mortality : Some or all of which have encourag'd the

vanity or animated the ambition of other writers.

Yet it muft be obferv'd, that when his performances

had merited the proteftion of his Prince, and when the

encouragement of the Court had fucceeded to that of

the Town ; the works of his riper years are mani-

feftly railed above thofe of his former. The Dates of

his plays fufRciently evidence that his produdions im-

proved, in proportion to the refpeft he had for his au-

ditors And I make no doubt this obfervation would

be found true in every inftance, were but Editions extant

from which we might learn the exad time when every

piece was compofed, and whether writ for the Town,

or the Court.
, , r \

Another Caufe (and no lefs ftrong than the former)

may be deduced from our Author's being a Player,

and forming himfelf firft'^upon the judgments of tnat

body of men whereof he was a member. They have

ever had a Standard to themfelves, upon other prin-

ciples than thofe of Ariptle. As they live by the

Majority, they k^ow no rule but that of pleafing the

prefent humour, and complying with the wit in faQii-

on ; a confideration which brings all their judgment

to a (hort point. Players are juft fuch judges of what

brizht, as Taylors are of what \% graceful. And in

this view it will be but fair to allow, that moft of our

Author's faults are lefs to be afcribed to his wrong

judgment as a Poet, than to his right judgment as a

Player.

By thefe Men it was thought a praife to Shake/pear,

that he fcarce ever blotted a line. This they induftri-

oufly propagated, as appears from what we are told by

Ben Johnfon in his Difcoveries, and fiom the preface

of Hemhges and Condell to the firft folio Edition. But

in reality (however it has prevailed) there never was a

more groundlefs report, or to the contrary bi which

there are more undeniable evidences. As, the Comedy

of the Merry Wi'ves of Wind/or, which he entirely new

writ ; the Hiftory of Henry the 6th, which was firft

publifhed under the title of the Contention of York and

Lancaileri and that of Henry the ^th, extremely im-

proved 5
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proved

; that of Hamlet enlarged to almoft as much<
again as at firft, and many others. I believe the com-mon opinion of his want of Learning proceeded from
no better ground. This too might be thought a Piaife
by iome, and to this his Errors have as injudicioufly
been afcribed by others. For 'tis certain, were it true.n could concern but a fmall part of them ; the moft are
luch as are not properly Defeds, but Sjperfcetations :

and anie not from want of learning or readme but
irom want of thinking or judging: or rather (to be
moreju'ltoour Author) from a compliance to thofe
wants m others. As to a wrong choice of the fubjed a
wrong condud of the incidents, falle thoughts, forc'd
exprezhons. f^'r. if thefe are not to be afcfib'd to the
toreiaid accidental re.fons. they muft be charg'd upon
tiie Voti himfelf, and there is no help for it. Bat I
tni.iK Che two P:;-advantages which I have mention'd
(to be obliged CO pleafc the loweft of people, and to
i^eep the worfl of company] if the confidei^ation be ex-
tended as far as it reaibnably may, will appear fufficient
to miflead and dep-fs the greateft Genius upon earth.
INay the more modefty with whichfuch a one is endued,
the more ha is m danger of fubmitting and conform-
ing to others, againft his own bet.er judgment.

But as to his PFant of Learning, it may be necefTary
to fay fomething more :• There is certainly a vaft
diiterence between Learning and Languages. How
iar he was ignorant of the latter, I cannot determine ;
but 'tis plain he had much Reading at leaft, if they
will not call It Learning. Nor is it any great matter,
It a man has Knowledge, whether he has it from one-
language or from another. Nothing is more evident
than that he had a tafte of natural Philofophy, Me-
chanicks, ancient and modern Hiftory, Poetical learn-
ing and Mythology : We find him very knowing
in the cuftoms, rites, and manners of Antiquity. In
Coriolanus and Julius Cafar, not only the Spirit, but
Manners, of the Romans arc exaftly drawn ; and ftill

a nicer diltin^ion is ihown, between the manners of
the Romans in the time of tiie former, and of the

latter..
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iatter. His reading in the ancient Hiflorians is no kfs
confpicuous, in many references to particular pafTages :

and the fpeeches copyM from Plutarch in Coriolanus
may, 1 think, as well be made an inftance of his
learning, as thofe copyM from Cicero in Catiline, of
Ben John/on s. The manners of other nations in ge-
neral, the Egyptians, Venetians, French, &c. are drawn
with equal propriety. Whatever objed of nature, or
branch of fcience, he either fpeaks of or defcribes ; it
is always with competent, if not extenfive knowledge;
his dcfcriptions are ftiU exad ; ail his metaphors ap-
propriated, and remarkably drawn from the true na-
ture and inherent qualities of each fubjed. When he
treats of Ethic or Politic, we may conftantly obferve
a wonderful juftnefs of diftinaion, as well as extent
of comprehenfion. No one is more a mafter of the
Poetical ftory, or has more frequent alluficns to the
various paits of it; Mr. Waller (who has been cele-
bratcd for this laft particular) has not ihewn more
learning this way than Shake/pear. We have Tranfla-
tionsfrom 0.z;;V publi/hed in his name, among thofe
Poems which pafs for his. and for fome of which we
have undoubted authority, (being publifhed by him-
felf and dedicated to his noble Patron the Earl of
Southampton:) He appears alfo to have been conver-
lant in Plautus, from whom he has taken the plot of
one of his plays

:
he follows the Greek Authors, and

particularly Dares Phrygius, in another: (altho' I
will not pretend to fay in what language he read them.)
1 he modern Italian writers of AW./, he was mani-
feftly acquainted with; and we may conclude him to
be no lefs converfant with the Ancients of h-s own

T^]'^\ aT ,r;
"^'.^' ^'' "^^^^ ^^ C^..r..in

U«d indeed it has Jittle referr.blance of Fletcher, and
nioreof our Author than fome of thofe which havebeen received as genuine

)

.

I am inclined to think, this opinion proceeded ori-ginally from the zeal of the Par't.zans o'f our Authorand Ben John/on; as they endeavoured (o exalt the

one
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one at the expence of the other. It is ever the nature

of Parties to be in extremes j and nothing is fo pro-

bable, as that becaufe Ben Johnfon had much the

more learning, it was faid on the one hand that Shake-

Jpear had none at all ; and becaufe Shake/pear had much
the moft wit and fancy, it was retorted on the other,

that Johnfon wanted both. Becaufe Shake/pear bor-

rowed nothing, it was faid that 'Ben Johnfon borrowed
every thing. Becaufe Johnfon did not write extem-
pore, he was reproached with being a year about
every piece ; and becaufe Shakefpear wrote with eafe

and rapidity, they cry'd, he never once made a blot.

Nay the fpirit of oppofition ran fo high, that what-
ever thofe of the one fide objedled to the other, was
taken at the rebound, and turned into Praifes ; as in-

judicioufly, as their antagonifts before had made them
Objediions.

Poets are always afraid of Envy ; but fure they

have as much reafon to be afraid of Admiration. They
are the Scylla and Charyhdis of Authors ; thofe who

,
efcape one, often fall by the other. Pejfimum genus

immicorum Laudantesy fays Tacitus: and Virgil defires

to wear a charm againfl thofe who praife a Poet with-

out rule or reafon.

Si ultra placitum lauddrit, baccare frontem
Cingito, ne Vati meeat'

But however this contention might be carried on by

the Partjzans on either fide, I cannot help thinking

thefe two great Poets were good friends, and lived on

amicable terms and in offices of fociety with each other.

It is an acknowledged faft, that Ben Johnfon was in-

troduced upon the Stage, and his f.rll works encou-

raged, by shakefpear. And after his death, that

Author writes '/"<? the ffiemory of his belo<ved Mr. Wil-

liam Shakefpear, which fhows as if the friendfhip had

continu'd thro' life. I cannot for my own part find

any thing Insidious or Sparing in thofe verfes, but

wonder Mr. Dryden w^as of that opinion. He exalts

him not only above all his Contemporaries, but above

Chaucer and Spenfer, whom he will not allow to be

great
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-great enough to be rank'd with him ; and challenges

the names of Sophocles, Euripides, and j^/chylusy nay

all Greece and Rome at once, to equal him ; and (which

is very particular) exprefly vindicates him from the

imputation of wanting y^/7, not enduring that all his

excellencies (hou'd be attributed to Nature. It is re-

markable too, that the praife he gives him in his

Difecveries feems to proceed from a perfonal kindnefs ;

he tells us that he lov'd the man, as well as honoured

his memory ; celebrates the honefly, opennefs, and
franknefs of his temper ; and only diftinguifhes, as he

reafonably ought, between the real merit of the hxi-

thor, and the filly and derogatory applaufes of the

Players. Ben Johnfon might indeed be fparing in his

Commendations (the' certainly he is not fo in this in-

flance) partly from his own nature, and partly from
judgment. For men of judgment think they do any
man moie fervjce in praifmg him juftly, than lavilhly.

I fay, 1 would fain believe they were Friends, tho'

the violence and ill-breeding of their Followers and
Flatterers were enough to give rife to the contrary

report. I would hope that it may be with Parties,

both in wit and State, as with thofe Mongers defcribed

by the Poets ; and that their Heads at leaft may have
fomething human, tho' their Bodies and Tails are wild

beafts and ferpents.

As I believe that what I hare mentioned gave rife

to the opinion of Shake/pear''s want of learning ; fo

what has continued it down to us may have been the

many blunders and illiteracies of the firft Publi(hers of
his works. In thefe Editions their ignorance fhines in

almoft every page ; nothing is more common than
u^^us tertia. Exit omnes. Enter three Witches folus.

Their French is as bad as their Latin, both m con-
llrudion ai.d fpelling : Their very Weljh is falfe.

Nothing is more likely than that thofe palpable blun-

ders of H£dor\ quotmg Jrijfotle, with others of that

grofs kind, fpruiig from the fame root : it not being at

all creaible that thcje could be the errors of any nian
who had the leait tmdiure ot a Stnool, or the leaft

cunvtJauQii With iuch as had. Ben johnfon (whom
they
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they will not think partial to him) allows him at lead

to have had fame Latin ; which is utterly inconfiftent

with miftakes like thefe. Nay the conftant blunders in

proper names of perfons and places, are fuch as muft

have proceeded from a man, who had not fo much
as read any hiftory, in any language : fo could not be

Shakefpear's.

I Ihall now lay before the reader fome of thofe al-

moft innumerable Errors, which have rifen from one

fource, the ignorance of the Players, both as his adors,

and as his Editors. When the nature and kinds of

thefe are enumerated and confidered, I dare to fay

that not Shake/pear only, but Arifiotle or Cicero^ had

their works undergone the fame fate, might have ap-

peared to want fenfe as well as learning.

It is not certain that any one of his Plays was pub-

lished by himfelf. During the Time of his Employ-

ment in the Theatre, feveral of his Pieces were print-

ed feparately in Quarto. What makes me think that

moft of thefe were not pnblifh'd by him, is the excef-

{\st. carelefsncfs of the prefs : every page is fo fcanda-

loufly falfe fpelled, and almoft all the learned orun-

ufual words fo intolerably mangled, that it's plain there

either was no Correftor to the prefs at all, or one totally

illiterate. If any were fupervifed by himfelf, I fiiould

fancy the two parts of Henry the \th^ and Midfummt^
Night^s Dream might have been fo • beciufc I find na
other printed with any exatfrnefs ; and (contrary to ther

reft) there is very little variation in all the fubfequent

editions of them. There are extant two Prefaces, to

the hrft quarto edition of Troilus and CreJJtda in 1609,

and to that of Othello ; by whicn it appears, that the

firft was publiPned without his knowledge or confent,

and even before it was acted, fo late as feven or eight

years before he died : and that the latter was not print-

ed 'till after his death. The whole number of genuine

plays which wc have been able to find printed in his

life- time, amounts but to eleven, x'^nd of fome of

thefe, we meet with two or more editions by different

printers, each of which has whole heaps of trafti dif-

ferent from the other : which I (houjd fancy was oc-

cafion'd
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cafion'd by their being taken from different copies, be-

longing to dilferent Play-houfes.

The folio Edition (in which all the plays we now
receive as his, were firft: coUeded) was publilhed by

two Players, Heminges and Condell, in 1623, feveti

years after his deceafe. They declare, that all the other

editions were ftolen and furreptitious, and affirm theirs

to be purged from the errors of the former. This is

true as to the literal errors, and no other ; for in all

refpedls elfe it is far worfe than the Quarto's.

Firft, becaufe the additions of trifling and bombafl:

paflTages are in this edition far more numerous. For
whatever had been added, fince thofe Quarto's, by
the adors, or had ftolen from their mouths into the

written parts, were from thence conveyed into the

printed text, and all ftand charged upon the Author.

He himfelf complained of this ufage in Hamlet^ where
he wifties that thofe nvho play the C/oivns ijoou d /peak
tto more than is fet doivn for them. (Aft 3. Sc. 4.)

But as a proof that he cculd not efcape it, in the old

editions of Romeo and Juliet there is no hint of a
great number of the mean conceits and ribaldries now
to be found there. In others, the low fcenes of Mobs,
Plebeians and Clowns, are vaftly Ihorter than at pre-

fent : And I have feen one in particular (which feems

to have belonged to the play-houfe, by having the

parts divided with lines, and the Adors names in the

margin) where feveral of thofe very pafTages were
added in a written hand, which are fince to be found
in the folio.

In the next place, a number of beautiful pafTages

which are extant in the firft fingle editions, are omit-
ted in this, as it feems, without any other reafon, than
their willingnefs to fhorten fome fcenes: Thefe men
(as it was faid of Procrujles) either lopping, or ftretch-

ing an Author, to make him juft fit for their Stage.
This edition is faid to be printed from the Original

Copies ; I believe they meant thofe which had lain ever
fmce the Author's days in the play-houfe, and had
from time to time been cut, or added to, arbitrarily.

It appears that this edition, as well as the Quarto's,
Vol. I. [c] was
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was printed (at leaft partly) from no better copies

than the Prompter''^ Book, or Piecemeal Parts written

out for the ufe of the aftors : For in fome places their

very (a) names are thro' carelefsnefs fet down inftead

of the Perfonee Dramatis : And in others the notes of

direction to the Property-men for their Moveables, and

to the Players for their Entries^ are inferted into th€

Text, thro' the ignorance of the Tranfcribers.

The Plays not having been before fo much as di-

ftinguifli'd by ASis and Scenes, they are in this edi-

tion divided according as they play'd them ; often

where there is no paufe in the aflion, or where they

thought fit to make a breach in it, for the fake of Mu-
fick, Mafques, or Monfters.

Sometimes the fcenes are tranfpofed and fhuffled

backward and forward ; a thingvvhich could no other-

wife happen, but by their being taken from feparate

and piece- meal-written parts.

Many verfes are omitted entirely, and others tranf-

pofed ; from whence invincible obfcurities have arifen,

paft jhe guefs of any Commentator to clear up, but

juft where the accidental glimpfe of an old edition

enlightens u^
Some Characters were confounded and mix'd, or

two put into one, for want of a competent number of

adors. Thus in the Quarto edition of Midfummer-

Night's Dream, Ad 5. Simkefpear introduces a kind

of Mafter of the Revels called Philojirate : all whofe

part is given to another character (that of Egeus) in

the (ublequent Editions : So alfo in Batnlet and King

Lear. This too makes it probable that the Prompter's

Books were what they calPd the Original Copies.

From liberties of this kind, many ipeeches alfo were

put into the mouths of wrong perlODs, where the Au-

thor now leems chargeable with making them fpeak

out of character : Or fometimes perhaps for no better

ia) Much ado about nothing. AB 2. Enter Prince Leonato,

Claudio, and Jack Wilfon, inftead of Balthafar. And in AEi. ^.

Cowley, and Kemp, confiantly thro'' a ivhole Scene.
'

^
Edit. Fol. ofi623, and 1632.

reafon.
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reafon, than that a governing Player, to have the
mouthing of fome favourite fpeech himfelf, would
fnatch'it from the unworthy lips of an Underling.

Profe from verfe they did not know, and they
accordingly printed one for the other throughout the
volume.

Having been forced to fay fo much of the Players,

I think 1 ought in juftice to remark, that the Judg-
ment, as well as Condition, of that clafs of people
was then far inferior to what it is in our days. As
then the beft Play-houfes were Inns and Taverns {the
Globe, the Hope, the Red Bull, the Fortune, &c.) fo
the top of the profeffion were then meer Players, not
Gentlemen of the ftage : They were led into the But-
tery by the Steward, not plac'd at the Lord's table, or
Lady's toilette: and confequently wereintirely depriv'd
of thofe advantages they now enjoy, in the familiar
convcrfation of our Nobility, and an intimacy (not to
fay dearnefs) with people of the firft condition.

From what has been faid, there can be no quelliori
but had Shake/pear publilhed his works himfelf (efpe-
cially in his latter time, and after his retreat from the
ftage) wc Ihould not only be certain which are ge-
nuine ; but (hould find in thofe that are, the errors
leffened by fome thoufands. Ul may judge from all
the diftinguilhing marks of his ftyle, and his manner
of thinking and writing, I make no doubt to declare
that thofe wretched plays, Pericles, Locrine, Sir John
Oldcaftle, York/hire Tragedy, Lord Cromnvell, The Pu-
ritan, and London Prodigal, cannot be admitted as his.
And I fhoiild conjedure of fome of the others, (parti-
cularly Lo'vis Labour's Loji, 7he Winter's Tale, and
Titus Andronicus) that only fome charaders, fingle
fcenes, or perhaps a few particular paffages, were of
his hand. It is very probable what occafion'd fome
Plays to be fuppofed Shake/pear's was only this ; that
they were pieces produced by unknown authors or
fitted up for the Theatre while it was under his admi-
nistration : and no owner claiming them, they were
adjudged to him, as they give Strays to the Lord of

[ c 2 ]

••

the
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the Manor : A miftake which (one may alfo obfervc)

it was not for the intereft of the Houfe to remove. Yet
the Players themfelves, Heminges and Condell, after-

wards did Shake/pear thejuliiceto rejedl thofe plays

in their edition j tho' they were then printed in

his Name, in everybody's hands, and adled with forae

applaufe ; (as we learn from what Ben John/on fays of

Pericles in his Ode on the Ne^oj Inn.) That Titus An-
dfonicus is one of this clafs I am the rather induced to

believe, by finding the fame Author openly exprefs his

contempt of it in the lndu8ion to Barthoiomeiv Fair,

in the year 1614, when Shake/pear was yet living.

And there is no better authority for thefe latter fort,

than for the former, which were equally publifhed in

Lis life-time.

li we give into this opinion, how many low and

vicious parts and paffages might no longer refledl upon

this great Genius, but appear unworthily charged upon

him ? And even in thoi'e which are really his, how
many faults may have been unjullly laiu to his account

from arbitrary Additions, Expundions, Tranfpofitions

of fcenes and lines, confufion of Charaders and Per-

fons, wrong application of Speeches, corruptions of in-

numerable PaiTages by the Ignorance, and wrong Cor-

redions of 'em again by the Impertinence, of his firfl:

Editors ? From one or other of thefe Confiderations, I

am verily perluaded, that the greateft and the grofleft

part of what are thought his errors would vaniOi, and

leave his charader in a light very different from that

difadvantageous one, in which it now appears to us

This is the Ikte in which Shake/pear^ writings lye

at prefent ; for fince the abovtmentioned Folio Edi-

tion, all the reft have implicith followed it, without

having recourfe to any of the former, or ever making

the comparifon between them. It is impoffible to re-

pair the Injuries already done him ; too much time

has elaps'u, and the materials are too few. In what

I have done I have rather given a proof of my wil-

lingnefs and defire, than of my ability, to do him

juftice. I have difcharg'd the dull duty of an Editor,

to my belt judgment, with more labour than 1 exped
thanks.
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thanks, with a religious abhorrence of all innovation,

a-nd without any indulgence to my private fenfe or

conjedure. The method taken in this Edition will

fhow itfelf. The various Readings are fairly put in the

margin, fo that every one may compare 'em ; and

thole I have preferr'd into the Text are confiiantly ex

fide CodicuTTiy upon authority. The Alterations or

Additions which Shake/pear himfelf made, are taken

notice of as they occur. Some fufpeffted paiTages

which are exceflively bad, (and which feem Interpo-

lations by being fo inferted that one can intirely omit

them without any chafm, or deficience in the context)

are degraded to the bottom of the page ; with an

A^erilk referring to the places of their infertion. The
Scenes are mark'd fo diftindly that every removal of

place is fpecify'd ; which is more neceffary in this

Author than any other, fince he (hifts them more
frequently : and fometimes without attending to thia

particular, the reader would have met with obfcu-

rities. The more obfolete or unufual words are ex-

plained. Some of the mollfiiining palTages are diftin-

guifh'd by comma's in the margin ; and where the-

beauty lay not in particulars but in the whol-e.a liar is

prefixed to the fcene. This feems to me a fhorter and

lefs oftentatious method of performing the belter half

of Criticifm (namely the pointing out an Author''s ex-

cellencies) than to fill a whole paper with citations

of fine paffage , with general Applaufes^ ox empty Ex-
clamations at the tail of them. There is allb fubjoin'd

a Catalogue of thofe firll: Editions by which the grea-

ter pirt of the various readings and of the corredted

pafTages are authorifed, mod of which are fuch as car-

ry their own evidence along with them ) Thefe Edi-

tions now hold the place of Originals, and are the on-

ly materials left to repair the deficiences or reftcre the

corrupted fenfe of the Author : I can only wifh that a

greater number of them fif a greater were ever pub-
li(hed) may yet be found, by a fearch more fuccefs-

ful than mine, for the better accomplilhment of this

end.

[ c 3 ];
I will
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I will conclude by faying oi Shakefpear, that with

all his faults, and with all the irregularity of his Dramay
or.e irsi^y look upon his works, in comparifon of thofe

that are more finiftiM and regular, as upon an ancient

majcilick piece of Gcthick Architedure, compar'd

with a neat modern building : The latter is more
elegant and glaring, but the former is more llrong and

more folemn. It murt be allovv'd, that in one of thefe

there are materials enough to make many of the other.

It has much the greater variety, and much the nobler

apartments \ tho' we are often conduded to them by
dark, odd, and uncouth PalTages. Nor does the

Whole fail to firike us with greater reverence, tho*

many of the Parts are childiOi, ill-pkc'd, and un-

equal to its grandeur.

SOME
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Mi.WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR.

Written by Mr. ROWE.

IT
feems to be a kind of refpefl due to the-

memory of excellent men, efpecially of thofe

whom their wit and learning have made famous,

to deliver fome account of themfelves, as well

as their works, to Pofterity. For this reafon, how

fond do we fee fome people of difcovering any little

perfonal ftory of the great men of Antiquity ! their

families, the common accidents of their lives, and even

their fhape, make, and features have been the fubjea-

of critical enquiries. How trifling foever this Curiofuy

may feem to be, it is certainly very natural; and we

are hardly fatisfyM with an account of any remarkable

perfon, till we have heard him defcrib'd even to the

very cloaths he wears. As for what relates to men of

letters, the knowledge of an Author may fometimes

conduce to the better underftanding his boc^ : And

tho' the Works of Mr. Shake/pear may feem to many

not to want a comment, yet I fancy fome little account

of the man himfelf may not be thought improper to

go along with them.

He was the fon of Mr. Johi Shakefpeary and was

born at Stratford upon A'uon, in War^vick/hirey in

April m^6j^. His family, as appears by the Regifter

and publick Writings relating to that Town, were of

good figure and falhion there, and are mentioned as

gentlemen. His father, who was a confiderable dealer

[ c 4 ]
ia



xl Some Account of the Life^ &c.

in wool, had fo large a family, ten children in all,

that th©' he was his eldeft fon, he could give him no

better education than his own employment. He had

bred him, 'tis true, for feme time at a Free-fchool,

where 'tis probable he acquired what Latin he was

mafter of: But the narrownefs of his circumflances,

«nd the want of his afiiflance at home, forcM his fa-

ther to withdraw him from thence, and unhappily

prevented his further proficiency in that language. It

is without controverfy, that in his works we fcarce find

any traces of any thing that looks like an imitation of

the Ancients. The delicacy of his taite, and the na-

tural bent of his own gre^t Genius, (equal, if not kipe-

jior to fome of the beil of theirs) would certainly have

led him to read and ftudy 'em with fo much pleafure,

that fome of their fine images would naturally have

jnfmuated themfelves into, and been mix'd with his

own writings ; fo that his not copying at leaft fome-

thing from them, may be an argument of his never

having read 'em. Whether his ignorance of the An-

cients were a difadvantage to him or no, may admit

of a difpute : For tho' the knowledge of 'em might

have made him more correct, yet it is not improbable

but t/,at the regularity and deference for them, which

%vould have attended that corrcdnefs, might have re-

ilrain'd fome of that. fire, impetuofity, and even beau-

tiful extravagance which we admire in Shake/pear:

And I believe we are better pleas'd with thofe thoughts,

altogether new and uncommon, which his own ima-

gination fupply'd him fo abundantly with, than if he

had given us the moil beautiful pallages out of the

Gree^ and Latin poets, and that in the moll agreeable

manner that it was pofTible for a mailer of the Englifi

language to deliver 'em.

Upon his leaving fchool, he feems to have given

entirely into that way of living which his father pra-

pos'd to him ; and in order to fettle in the world after

a family manner, he thought fit to marry while he was

yet very young. His wife was the Daughter of one

Hathanx:ay, f lid to have been a fubllantial yeoman in

the neighbourhood of Stratford. In this kind of fet-

tlenient
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dement he continu'd for fome time, 'till an extrava-

gance that he was guilty of forc'd him both out of his

country and that way of living which he had taken up

;

and tho' it feem'd at firft to be a blemilh upon his good

manners, and a misfortune to him, yet it afterwards

happily prov'd the occafion of exerting one of the

greateft Geniui's that ever was known in dramatick

Poetry. He had, by a misfortune common enough

to young fellows, fallen into ill company ; and among

them, fome that made a frequent practice of Deer-

ftealing, engagM him with them more than once in

robbing a Park that belong'd to Sir Thomas Lucy of

-

Cherlecot, near Stratford. For this he was profecuted

by that gentleman, as he thought, fomewhat too fe-

verely ; and in order to revenge that ill ufage, he made

a' ballad upon him. And tho' this, probably the firft

eflay of his Poetry, be loft, yet it is faid to have been'

fo very bitter, that it redoubled the Profecution againft

him to that degree, that he was oblig'd to leave his

bufmefs and family in Warn^jickjhirey for fome time,,

and (helter himfelf in London.

It is at this time, and upon this accident, that he is

faid to have made his firft acquaintance in the Play-

houfe. He was receiv'd into the company then in

being, at firft in a very mean rank ; but his admira-

ble wit, and the natural turn of it to the ftage, fooa

diftinguifh'd him, if not as an extraordinary Aflor,

yet as an excellent Writer. His name is printed, as"

the cuftom was in thofe tim.es, amongft thofe of the

other Players, before fome old Plays, but without

any particular account of what fort of parts he us'd to

play ; and tho' I have enquir'd, I could never meec

with any further account of him this way, than that

the top of his Performance was the ghoft in his own
Hamlet. I fhould have been much more pleas'd, to

have learn'd from fome certain authority, which was

the firft Play he wrote (a) ; it would be without doubt

(a) The highefi date of any I can yet fnd, is Romeo a^d Juliet

f" 1597> "ivhen the Author ivas '\i^years old-, and Richzid the id,

ttvd ^d, in the nextyear^ viz. the 'i^a^th of his age,

[ c 5 ] a pleafure
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a pleafure to any man, curious in things of this kind,

to fee and know what was the firft effay of a fancy
like Shakefpear\. Perhaps we are not to look for his

beginnings, like thofe of other authors, among their

leaft perfedl writings ; art had io little, and nature fo

large a fhare in what he did, that, for ought I know,
the performances of his youth, as they were the mofl
vigorous, and had the moft fire and flrength of ima-
gination in 'em, were the beft. I would not be
thought by this to mean, that his fancy was fo loofe

and extravagant, as to be independent on the rule and
government of judgment ; but that what he thought,

was commonly fo great, fo juftly and rightly con-

ceiv'd in itfelf, that it wanted little or no correction,

and was immediately approv'd by an impartial judg-

ment at the firft fight. But tho' the order of time in

which the feveral pieces were written be generally un-

certain, yet there are paiTages in fome few of them
which feem to fix their dates. So the Chorus at the

end of the fourth Ad of Henry V. by a compliment
very handfomely turn'd to the Earl of EJfex^ fhews

the Play to have been written when that Lord was
General for the Queen in Ireland: And his Elogy
upon Queen Elizabeth, and her fucceffor King James,
in the latter end of his Henry VIII. is a proof of that

Play's being written after the accefiion of the latter of
thofe two Princes to the crown of England. What-
ever the particular times of his writing were, the peo-

ple of his age, who began to grow wonderfully fond

of diverfions of this kind, could not but be highly

pleas'd to fee a Genius arife amongft 'em of fo plea-

surable, {q rich a vein, and fo plentifully capable of

furnifhing their favourite entertainments. Befides the

advantages of his wit, he was in himfelf a good-natur'd

man, of great fweetnefs in his manners, and a moft

agreeable companion ; fo that it is no wonder if with

fo many good qualities he made himfelf acquainted

with the beft converfations of thofe times. Queen
Elizabeth had feveral of his Plays aded before her,

and without doubt gave him many gracious marks of

Jicr
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her favour : It is that maiden Princefs plainly, whom
he intends by

A/air Vejialy Throned hy the Weft,

Midfummer-Night^s Dream,

And that whole palTage is a compliment very properly

brought in, and very handfomely apply 'd to her. She
was {q well pleas'd with that admirable charadlcr of

falftaff^ in the two parts of Henry the fourth, that Ihe

commanded him to continue it for one Play more,
and to (hew him in love. This is faid to be the oc-

cafion of his writing The Merry Wifves of Windfor.
How well fhe was obey'd, the Play itfelf is an admi-
rable proof. Upon this occaiion it may not be im-
proper to obferve, that this part of Falftaff is faid to

have been written originally under the name oi (a) Old-

cafile i fome of that family being then remaining, thel

Queen was pleas'd to command him to alter it; upon
which he made ufe of Falftaff, The prefent offence

was indeed avoided j but I don't know whether the

Author may not have been fomevvhat to blame in his

fecond choice, fmce it is certain that Sir John Faljiaff,

who was a Knight of the garter, and a Lieutenant-

general, was a name of diftinguiftiM merit in the wars in

France in Henry the fifth's and Henry the fixth's times.

What grace foever the Queen conferr'd upon him, it

was not to her only he ow'd the fortune which the re-

putation of his wit made. He had the honour to

meet with many great and uncommon marks of favour

and friendfhip from the Earl of Southampton^ famous

in the hiftories of that time for his fricndftiip to the

unfortunate Earl of Efex. It was to that noble Lord
that he dedicated his Poem of Venus and Adonis,

There is one inilance fo fmgular u the magnificence

of this Patron of Shakefpear^iy that if I had not been
affur'd that the ftory was handed down by Sir William

D'^Avenant, who was probably very well acquainted

with his afi^airs, I fhould not have ventur'd to have

infer ted, that my Lord Southampton at one time gave

(a) Sec the Epilogue to Henry IVth..

him
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him a thoufand pounds, to enable him to go through
with a purchafe which he heard he had a mind to. A
bounty very great, and very rare at any time, and al-

moft equal to that profufe generofity the prefent age
has (hewn to French T>2ir\ztrs and Italian Singers.

What particular habitude or friendfhips he con-

trafted with private men, I have not been able to learn,

more than that every one who had a true tafte of me-
rit, and could diftinguifh men, had generally a juH
value and efteem for him. His exceeding candor and
goodnature muft certainly have inclined all the gentler

part of the world to love him, as the power of his wit

oblig'd the men of the moft delicate knowledge and po-
lite learning to admire him.

His acquaintance with Ben John/on began with a
remarkable piece of humanity and good nature

;

Mr. John/on^ who was at that time altogether un-

known to the world, had offer'd one of his Plays to

the Players, in order to have it aded j and the per-

fons into whofe hands it was put, after having tuin'd

it carelelly and fupercilioufly over, were juft upon re-

turning it to him with an ill-natur'd anfwcr, that it

would be of no fervice to their Company ; when
Shake/pear luckily caft his eye upon it, and found

fomething fo well in it as to engage him firft to read it

through, and afterwards to recommend Mr. Johnfon
and his writings to the publick. Jcknfon vj?is certainly

a very good fcholar, and in that had the advantage of
Shake/pear ', tho' at the fame time I believe it muft

be allow'd, that what Nature gave the latter, was
more than a balance for what Books had given the for-

mer ; and the judgment of a great man upon this oc-

cafion was, I think, very juft and proper. In a converfa-

tion between Sir John Suckling, S\t William D'' Avenant,

Endymion Pertsr, Mr. Hales of Eaton, and Ben John-
/on I Sir John Suckling, who was a profefs'd admirer

of Shake/pear, had undertaken his defence againft Ben
Johnfon with fome warmth ; Mr. Hales, who had fat

Hill for fome time, told *em, That if Mr. Shakefpear

had not read the Ancients, he had likewt;ife not ftolen any

thing frost Vw > and that if h( iK9uld produce any one



of Mr. William Shakespear. xt\r

Topick finely treated by any of them, he 'would undertake

to /heivfomething upon thefame Jubjed at Uaji as <vjell

written by Shakefpear.

The latter part of his life was fpent, a^ all men of

good fenfe will wi(h theirs may be, in eafe, retire-

ment, and the converfation of his friends. He had

the good fortune to gather an eltate equal to his occa-

lion, and, in that, to his wifh ; and is faid to have fpent

fome years before his death at his native Stratford.

His pleafurable wit and good nature, engag'd him in

the acquaintance, and entitled him to the friendihip of
the gentlemen of the neighbourhood. Amongft them,

it is a ftory almoft flill remember-d in that country, that.

he had a particular intimacy with Mr. Combe, an old

gentleman noted thereabouts for his wealth and ufury :

It happen'd that in a pleafant converfation amongft

their common friends, Mr. Combe tol:) Shakefpear in

a laughing manner, that he fancy'd he intended to

write his Epitaph, if he happen'd to out-live him ;

and fince he could not know what might be faid of him
when he was dead, he defir'd it might be done im-

mediately : Upon which Shakefpear gave him thefe four

verfes.

Ten in the hundred lies here inira'v d,

""lis a hundred to ten his foul is not fani'd :

If any man ajk^ Who lyes in this tomb F

Oh! ho ! quoth the devil, "'tis my John-a-Combe.

But thefharpnefs of the Satire is faid to have flung the.

man fo feverely, that he never forgave it.

Hedy'din the 53d year of his age, and vvas buryM
on the north-fide of the chancel, in the great Church
at Stratford, where .a monument, as engrav'd in the

plate, is plac'd in the wall. On his Grave-ftone un-

derneath is.

Good friend, for ]t{\i%'* fakeforbear
To dig the dufi inclofed h.re.

Blefi be the man that [pares thefe fones,

And Qurfi b( he that movei my hones.

He
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He had three daughters, of which two liv'd to be

marry 'd j Judith, the elder, to one Mr. Thomas ^i-
ney, by whom fhe had three Sons, who all died with-

out children \ and Sufannah, who was his favourite,

to T>T, John Hallf a phyfician of good reputation in

that country. She left one child only, a daughter,

who was marry'd firft to Thomas Najh, Efqj and after-

wards to Sir John Bernard of Jbbingtont but dy'd

likewife without iffue.

This is what I could learn of any note, either relat-

ing to himfelf or family : The character of the man
is bed feen in his writings. But fmce Ben Johnjcn has

made a fort of an eifay towards it in his Di/coveriesy

I will give it in his words.

" I remember the Players have often mention'd it

** as an honour to Shakefpear, that in writing (what-

" foever he penn'd) he never blotted out a line. My
** anfwer hath been. Would he had blotted a thoufand f

** which they thought a malevolent fpeech. 1 had
•* not told pofterity this, but for their ignorance, who
** chofe that circumftance to commend their friend

*' by, wherein he moll faulted : and to jullifie mine
** own candour, for I lov'd the man, and do honour
** his memory, on this fide idolatry, ai much as an)%
** He v/as, indeed, honell, and of an open and {xtt

•* nature, had an excellent fa';cy, brave notions, and
«• gentle exprefhons ; wherein he fiow'd with that fa«

** cility, that fometimes it was neceiiary he fhould be
** llopp'd : Suffiaminandus erat, as Augujius faid of
*' Haterius. His wit was in his own power, would
" the rule of it had been fo too. Many times he fell

•• into thofe things which could not efcapc laughter ;

** as when he faid in the perfon of defary one fpeaking

** to him,
** Caefar thou doji me^Mrong.

l\
Hereply'd;

*' Cd^hr did ne'ver^wrongy hutn.mthjujicanfe.

** and fuch like, which were ridiculous. But he re-

** deem'd his vices with his virtues : There was ever

J* more in him tobepraisM than to be pardon'd.

As
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As for the paffage which he mentions out of Shake-

fpeary there is fomewhat like it in fulius Cafary bat

without the abfurdity ; nor did I ever meet with it in

any edition that I have feen, as quoted by Mr. John/on.

Befides his plays in this edition, there are two or three

afcrib'd to him by Mr. Langhain^ which I have never

feen, and know nothing of. He writ likewife Venui

and Adonis, and Tarquin and Lucrece, in ftanza's,

which have been printed in a late collection of Poems.

As to the charafter given of him by Een John/on,

there is a good deal true in it : But I believe it may be

as well exprefsM by what Horace fays of the firft Ro-

mans, who wrote Tragedy upon the Greek models,

(or indeed tranflated 'em) in his epifde to Augujius.

Nam/pirat Tragicum fatis l^feliciter Audet,

Sed turpem putat in Chartis metuitque Lituram,

As I have not proposed to myfelf to enter into

a large and compleat colledion upon Shake/pearls

Works, fo I will only take the liberty, with all due
fubmiffion to the judgment of others, to obferve fome
of thofe things I have been pleas'd with in looking him
over.

His Plays are properly to be diftinguifh'd only into

Comedies and Tragedies. Thofe which are call'd

Hiftories, and even fome of his Comedies arc really

Tragedies, with a run or mixture of Comedy amongft

'em. That way of Tragi-comedy was the common
miftake of that age, and is indeed beome fo agree-

able to the Englijh tafte, that tho' the feveier Critics

among us cannot bear it, yet the generality of our au-
diences feem to be better pleas'd with it than with an
cxa(5\ Tragedy. The Merry Winjes of Wjudlbr, the

Comedy of Errors, and the Taming of the Shreiv, are

all pure Comedy ; the reft, however they are call'd,

have fomething of both kinds. 'Tis not very eafy
to determine which way of writing he was moli excel-

lent in. There is certainly a great deal of entertain-

ment in his comical humours ; and tho' they did not

Ihen ftrikc at all ranks of people, as the Satire of the

prefent
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prefent age has taken the liberty to do, yet there is a'

pleafing and a well diliinguKh'd variety in thofe cha-
raifters which he thought fit to meddle with. Faljiaff
h allow'd by every body to be a maftcr-picce ; the
Charafler is always well-fuftain'd, tho' drawn out into

the length of three Plays ; and even the account of
his death, given by his old landlady Mrs. ^ickly, in

the firft ad of Henry V. tho' it be extremely natural,

is yet as diverting as any part of his life. If there be
any fault in the draught he has made of this lewd old

fellow, it is, that tho' he has made him a thief, lying,

cowardly, vain- glorious, and in fhort evtry way vi-

cious, yet he has given him fo much wit as to make
him almoit too agreeable ; and I don't know whether
fome people have not, in remembrance of the diver-

fion be had formerly afforded 'em, been forry to fee his

friend Hal ufe him fo fcurvily, when he comes to the

crown in the end of the fecond part oi Henry the fourth.

Amongft other extravagancies, in the Merry IVi^ves of
Windfor, he has made him a Deer-ftealer, that he
might at the fame time remember his Warnvkk/hire
profecutor, under the name of Juftice Shalioiv ; he
has given him very near the fame coat of arms which
Dugdale, in his antiquities of that county, defcribes

for a family there, and makes the We-IJ^ parfon defcant

very pleafantly upon 'era. That whole play is admi-
rable ; the humours are various and well oppos'd ; the

main defign, which is to cure Ford of his unreafonable

jealoufy, is extremely well conducted. In T^welfth^

Night there is fomething fingularly ridiculous and plea-

fant in the fantaftical fteward Maholio. The parafite

and the vain-glorious in ParoIIes, in JIPs nxjell thaf
Ends nvellf is as good as any thing of that kind in

Plautus or Terence. Petruchio, in The Taming of the

Shreiv, is an uncommon piece of humour. The con-

verfation of Benedick and Beatrice, in Much ado about

Nothing, and of Rofalind in j^s you like it, have much
Vv'it and fprightlinefs all along. His clowns, without

which charafter there was hardly any play writ in that

time, are all very entertaining : And, I believe,

Therjites in Troilui and Crejpda, and A^emantui in Ti-
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motti will be allow'd to be mafter pieces of ill-nature,

and fatyrical fnarling. To thefe I might add that in-

comparable charadler of Shylock the Je-iOy in the Mer^

chant of Venice ; but tho' we have feen that play re-

ceiv'd and aded as a comedy, and the part of the Jeifx

perform'd by an excellent Comedian, yet I cannot but

think it was defigned tragically by the Author. There

appears in it a deadly fpirit of revenge, fuch a favage

iiercenefs and fellncfs, and fuch a bloody defignation

of cruelty and mifchief, as cannot agree either with the

flyle or characters of Comedy. The play itfelf, take

it altogether, feems to me to be one of the moftfinifliM

of any of Shake/pear s. The tale indeed, in that pare

relating to the cafkets, and the extravagant and un-

ufual kind of bond given by Antonio, is too much re-

mov'd from the rules of probability : but taking the

fad for granted, we muft allow it to be very beauti-

fully written. There is fomething in the friendfhip of

Antonio to Bafanio very great, geneious and tender.

The whole fourth adl (fuppofing, as I faid, the fadl to

be probable) is extremely fine. But there are two
paffages that deferve a particular notice. The firft is,

what Portia fays in praife of mercy, and the other on

the power of mufxk. The melancholy of Jaques^ m
As you like it, is as fingular and odd as it is diverting.

And if, what Horace fays,

Difficile eji proprie communia dicere,

'twill be a hard tafk for any one to go beyond him- in

the defcription of the feveral degrees and ages of man's

life, though the thought be old and common enough..

All the nvorld ii a Stage,

And all the men and ixjomen meerly Players ;

Ihey have their Exits and their Entrances^

Andone man in his time plays many Parts^

His Acts being /even ages. Firji the Infant

Meivling and puking in the nufe's arms :

And then, the ^whining School boy ijoith his fatchely
Andjhining morning facs, creeping likefnail
Unwillingly to fchool. And then the Louver

Sighing likefurnace, vjith a njooful ballad

M&ds
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Made to his Mijlrefs eye-hronxj. Then a Soldier

full ofJirange oaths^ and bearded like the Pard,
Jealous in honour, fudden and ^uick in quarrel.
Seeking the bubble Reputation

E'vn in the cannon s mouth. And then the Jujlice
Infair round belly ^ Hjoith good capon lind.
With eyesfevere, and beardof formal cut.

Fullof fwifefaius and modern Injiances ;

Jndfo he plays his part, The fixth age (hifty

Into the lean andflipper'd Pantaloony
With JpeSiacles on nofe, and pouch onfide j

His youthful hofe, ivellfanj'd, a ^orldtoo wuide
For hisJhrunkJhanks i and his big manly 'voice,

Turning again toiu^rd childijh treble, pipes

Jnd nvhifles in hisfound. Lajl Scene of all.

That ends this Jirange e'ventful Hijiory,

Isfecond Cbildifsnefs and meer oblinjion.

Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tajie, fans e<very thing.

Vol. II.

His Images are indeed every where fo lively, that

the thing he would reprefent Hands full before you,
and you poflefs every part of it. I will venture ta
point out one more, which is, I think, as llrong and
as uncommon as any thing I ever faw j 'tis an image of
Patience. Speaking of a maid in love, he fays,

—— She ns'vsr told her lo<ve.

But let concealment, likea ujuorm tth' hud.

Feed on her damafk cheek : Shepin'^d in thought,

jindfat like Patience on a monument.

Smiling at Grief.

What an Image is here given ! and what a tafk would
it have been for the greateft maflers of Greece and
Rome to have exprefs'd the paiTions defign'd by this

Iketch of Statuary ! The ftyle of his Comedy is, in ge-

neral, natural to the characters, and eafy in itfelf

;

and the wit moft commonly fprightly and pleafing,

except in thofe places where he runs into doggril

rhymes, as in The Comedy of Errors^ and fome other

plays. As for his jingling fometimes, and playing

upon
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upon words, it was the common vice of the age he

livM in : And if we find it in the pulpit, made ufe of

as an ornament to the Sermons of fome of the graved

Divines of thofe times ; perhaps it may not be thought

too light for the Stage.

But certainly the greatnefs of this Author's genius

does no where fo much appear, as where he gives his

imagination an entire loofe, and raifes his fancy to a

flight above mankind and the limits of the vifible world.

Such are his attempts in ^he Tempejiy Midfummer-

Night's Dream^ Mackbeth, and Hamlet. Of thefe.

The Tempejiy however it comes to be plac'd the firft

by the Publifliers of his works, can never have been

the iirft written by him : It feems to me as perfect

in its kind, as almoll any thing we have of his.

One may obferve, that the Unities are kept here, with

an exadlnefs uncommon to the liberties of his writing :

tho' that was what, I fuppofe, he valu'd himfelf leaft

upon, fince his excellencies were all of another kind.

1 am very fenfibie that he does, in this play, depart too

much from that likenefs to truth which ought to be
obferv'd in thefe fort of writings ; yet he does it fo very

finely, that one is eafily drawn in to have more faith for

his fake, than reafon does well allow of. His Magick
has fomething in it very folemn and very poetical :

And that extravagant charadler of Caliban is mighty
well fuftain'd, fhews a wonderful invention in the Au-
thor, who could llrike out fuch a particular wild image,

and is certainly one of the fineft and moil uncommon
Grotefques that was ever feen. The Obfervation,

which I have been inform'd {a) three very great men
concurr'd in making upon this part, was extremely juft ;

That Shakefpear had not only found out a nenv Cha-
raBer in his Caliban, hut had alfo de^vis'd and adapted a
neiv manner of Languagefor that Chara^er.

It is the fame magick that raifes the Fairies in Mid-
fummer- Night's Dream, the Witches in Macbeth, and
the Gholl in Hamlet, with thoughts and language

(a) Lor<f Falkland, Lotd C.J, Vaughan, <r«^Mr. Selden.

fo
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fo proper to the parts they faftain, and fo peculiar t&

the talent of this Wri er. But of the two laft of thefe

Plays I iliall have occafion to take notice, among the

Tragedies of Mr. Shake/pear. If one undercook to

examine the greateftpart of thefe by thofe rules which
are eftablifh'd by JriJIotle, and taken from the model
of the Grecian Stage, it would be no very hard tafk to

find a great many faults : But as Shake/pear liv'd un-

der a kind of mere light of nature, and had never
been made acquainted with the regularity of thofe

written precepts, fo it would be hard to judge h-im by
a law he knew nothing of We are to confider him as

a man that liv*d in a itate of almoft univerfal licenfeand

ignorance : there was no eltabiifh'd judge, but every

one took the liberty to write according to the didlates

of his own fancy. When one eonfiders, that there is

not one play before him. of a reputation good enough to

entitle it to an appearance on the prefent Stage, it can-

not but be a matter of great wonder that he Ihould ad-

vance dramatic Poetry fo far as he did. The Fable is

what is generally pbc'd the firft, among thofe that are

reckon'd t^he condituent parts of a Tragic or Heroic

Poem ; not, p.eriiaps, as it is the moft difRcult or beau-

tiful, but as it is the firit properly to be thought of in

the contrivance and courfe of the whole ; and with the

Fable ought to be confider'd, the fit Difpofition, Or-
der and Couduft of its feveral parts. As it is not in this

province of the Drama that the ftrength and maftery of

Shake/pear lay, fo I (hall not undertake the tedious and

ill natur'd trouble to point out the feveral faults he was

guilty of in it. Kis Tales were feldom invented, but

rather taken either from true Hillory, or Novels and

Romances: And he commonly made ufe of 'em in that

•order, with thofe Incidents, and that extent of time in

which he found 'em in the Authors from whence he

borrow'd them. So The V/inters Tale, which is taken

from an old Book, called. The DeleStab-le Hijlory of
Dora'ius ^^a' Faunia, contains the Space of fixteen or

feventeen Years, and the Scene is fometimes laid in Bo-

hernia, and fometimes in ^/f/Ty, according to the original

order of the Story. Almoil all his hiilorical Plays com-
prehend.
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prehend a great length of time, and very different and

dilUnft places : And in his Antony and Cleopatra

y

the Scene travels over the greateft part of the Roman
Empire. But in recompence for his carelefsnefs in this

point, when he comes to another part of the Drama^
Ihe Manners of his CharaSlerSy in a^ing or fpeaking
njuhat is proper for them, and ft to be Jhenjon by the

Poety he may be generally jurtify'd, and in very many
places greatly commended. For thofe Plays which

he has taken from the EngVi/h or Roman hiftory, let

any man compare 'em, and he will find the charafler

as exad in the Poet as the Hiflorian. He feems in-

deed fo far from propofing to himfelf any one adion

for a Subjed, that the Title very often tells you, 'tis

^he life of King John, King Richard, ^r. What
can be more agreeable to the idea our hiftcrians give of

Henry the fixth, than the pidure Sbakefpear has

drawn of him ! His Manners are every where exadly

the fame with the ftory : one finds him ftill defcrib'd

with fimplicity, paflive fanctity, want of courage,

weaknefs of mind, and eafy fubmiflion to the gover-

nance of an imperious Wife, or prevailing Fadion :

Tho' at the fame time the Poet does juftice to his good
qualities, and moves the pity of his audience for him,

by fhewing him pious, difinterefted, a contemner of

the things of this world, and wholly refign'd to the

fevered difpenfations of God's providence. There is

a (hort Scene in the fecond part of Hen>-y VI. which

J cannot but think admirable in its kind. Cardinal

Beaufort, who had murdcr'd the Duke of Gloucejier^

Is (hewn in the laft agonies on his death bed, with
the good King praying over him. There is fo much
terror in one, fo much tenderncfs and moving piety

in the other, as mull touch any one v/ho is capable

either of fear or picy. In his Henry VIII. that Prince

is drawn with that greatnefs of mind, and ail thofe

good qualities which are attributed to him in any ac-

count of his reign. If his faults are not fhewn in an
equal degree, and the (hades in this picture do not
bear a jult proportion to the lights, it is not that the

ArtiH wanted either colours or (kiii in the difpofition of

'em;
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'em; but the truth, I believe, might be, that he for-

bore doing it out of regard to Queen Elizabeth, fince

it could have been no very great refped to the memory
of his Miftrefs, to have expos'd fome certain parts of

her father's life upon the ftage. He has dealt much
more freely with the Miniftcr of that great King, and

certainly nothing was ever more juftiy written, than

the charafter of Cardinal Wolfey. He has fhewn him
infolent in his profperity j and yet, by a wonderful

addrefs, he makes his fall and ruin the fubjedl of ge-

neral compafTion. The whole man, with his vices and

virtues, is finely and exadly defcrib'd in the ^ econd

fcene of the fourth h^. The diftreiles likewife of

Queen Catharine^ in this Play, are very movingly

touch'd ; and tho' the art of the Poet has fcrecn'd

King Henry from any grofs imputation of injuftice, yet

one is inclined to wilh, the Queen had met with a for-

tune more worthy of her birth and virtue. Nor are the

Manners, proper to the perfons reprefented, lefs juftiy

obferv'd, in thofe characters taken from the Roman
Hiftory ; and of this, the fiercenefs and impatience

of CoriolanuSy his courage and difdain of the common
people, the virtue and philofophical temper of Brutus^

and the irregular greatnefs of mind in M. Antony, are

beautiful proofs. For the two lall efpecially, you find

'em exadily as they are defcrib'd by Plutarch, from

whom certainly Shakefpear copy'd 'em. He has in-

deed follow'd his original pretty clofe, and taken in

feveral little incidents that might have been fpar'd in

a Play. But, as I hinted before, his defigu feems

moft commonly rather to defcribe thofe great men in

the feveral fortunes and accidents of their lives, than

to take any fmgle great adion, and form his work

fimply upon that. However, there are fome of his

pieces, where the Fable is founded upon one adion

only. Such are more efpecially, Rcmeo and 'Juliet

^

Hamlet, and Othello. The defign in Romeo and Juliet^

is plainly the punifhment of their two families, for the

unreafonable feuds and animofities that had been fo long

kept up between 'em, and occafion'd the efFufion of fo

much blood. In the management of this ftory, he

has



of Mr. William Shakespear. Iv

has (hewn fomething wonderfully tender and pafTionate

in the love part, and very pitiful in the diftrefs. Ham-
let is founded on much the fame Tale with the Ele^ra
oi Sophocles. In each of 'em a young Prince is engaged to

revenge the death of his father, their mothers arc equally-

guilty, arc both concern'd in the murder of their

hufbands, and are afterwards married to the murderers.

There is in the firft part of the Greek Tragedy, fome-
thing very moving in the grief of Ele6lra ; but as

Mr. Dacier has obferv'd, there is fomething very un-

natural and (hocking in the Manners he has gi-

ven that Princefs and Orefies in the latter part. Oref-

4es embrues his hands in the blood of his own mother ;

and that barbarous adion is performed, tho' not imme-
diately upon the ftage, yet fo near, that the audience

hear Clytemnejira crying out to jJLgyJihus for help, and
to her fon for mercy : While Elefira^ her daughter,

and a princefs (both of them charaders that ought to

have appear'd with more decency) ftands upon the

ftage and encourages her brother in the Parricide. What
horror does this not raife I Clytemnejira was a wicked
woman, and had deferv'd to die ; nay, in the truth

of the ftory, (he was kill'd by her own fon i but to re-

prefent an adlion of this kind on the ftage, is certainly

an offence againft thofe rules of manners proper to the

perfons, that ought to be obferv'd there. On the con-

trary, let us only look a little on the condudt oi Shake^

/pear. Hamlet is reprefented with the fame piety to-

wards his father, and reiblution to revenge his death,

as Orejhs ; he has the fame abhorrence for his mo-
ther's guilt, which, to provoke him the more, is

heighten'd by inceft : But 'tis with wonderful art

and juilneis of judgment, that the Poet reilrains him
from doing violence to his mother. To prevent any
thing of that kind, he makes his father's Ghoft forbid

that pare of his vengeance.

But ho^'foe'ver thou purfuji this ASl^

^aint not thy mind, nor let thy foul contri-ve

Againji thy mother ought ; lea<ve her to hea'v*n.

And to :ho/e thorns that in her lo/om lodge.

To prick andfting her*

This



Jvi Some Account of the Life^ &c.

This is to diftinguifh rightly between Horror and Ter-

ror. The latter is a proper pallion of Tragedy, but

the former ought always to be carefully avoided. And
certainly no dramatick Writer ever fucceeded better in

raifing Terror in the minds of an audience than Shake-

Jpear has done. The whole Tragedy of Macbeth^ but

more efpecially the fcene where the King is murder'd,

in the fecond a6l, as well as this Play, is a noble proof

of that manly fpirit with which he writ j and both

ftiew how powerful he was, in giving the ftrongeft

motions to our fouls that they are capable of. I can-

not leave Hamlet, without taking notice of the advan-

tage with which we have feen this Mafter piece of

Shake/pear diilinguifli itfelf upon the flage, by Mr.
Bettertons fine performance of that part. A man,
who tho' he had no other good qualities, as he has a
great many, mull have made his way into the efteem

of all men of letters, by this only excellency. No
man is better acquainted with Shake/pear^ manner of

cxpreiTion, and indeed he has ftudy'd him fo well, and

is fo much a maP.erof him, that whatever part of his

he performs, he does it as if it had been written on
purpofe for him, and that the Author had exactly

conceiv'd it as he plays it. I muft own a particular

obligation to him, for the moft confiderable part of the

paffages relating to this life, which I have here tranf-

mitted to the } ublick i his veneration for the memory
of Shake/pear having engaged him to make a journey

into War-ivickjhirey on purpofe to gather up what re-

mains he could, of a name for which he had fo great

a veneration.

The



^efollowing Inflrument was tranfmltied to us by

John Anftis, Efq-, Garter King at Jrfns : It

is mark^dy G. 1 3. p. 349.

[There is alfo a Manufcript in the Heralds Office^

marJCd W. 2. p. 276 ; nxjhere notice is taken of this

Coat^ and that the Perfon to nxihont it nvas granted,

bad borne Magijlracy at Stratford upon Avon.]

TO all and fingular Noble and Gentlemen of all

Eftates and Degrees, bearing Arms, to whom
t\it{Q Prefents fhall come ; William Dethick, Garter
Principal King of Arms of England, and William
Camden, alias Clareucieulx, King of Arms for the
South, Eaft, and Weft Parts of this Realm, fend
Greetings. Know ye, that in all Nations and King-
doms the Record and Remembrance of the valiant
Fads and virtuous Difpofitions of worthy Men have
been made known and divulged by certain Shields of
Arms and Tokens of Chivalrie ; the Grant or Tefti-
mony whereof appertaineth unto us, by virtue of our
offices from the Queen's moft Excellent Majefty, and
Jier Highnefs's moft noble and victorious Progenitors :

Wherefore being follicited, and by credible Report
informed, that John Shakefpere, now of Stratford
upon A'von in the County of Warnvick, Gentleman,
whofe Great Grandfather for his faithful and approved
Service to the late moft prudent Prince, King Henry
VII. offamous Memory, was advanced and rewarded
with Lands and Tenements, given to him in thofe
Parts of WariAjickJhire, where they have continued by
fome Defcents in good Reputation and Credit ; And
for that the faid John Shakefpere having married the
Daughter and one of the Heirs of Robert Arden of
IVelltngcote in the faid County, and alfo produced this
his ancient Coat of Arms, heretofore affigned to him
whilft he was her Majefty's Officer and Bailiff of that
Town. In confideration of the Premifes, and for the
Encouragement of his Pofterity, unto whom fucli
IJlazon of Arms and Atchievements of Inheritance
y«^- J-
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from their faid Mother, by the ancient Cnftom and

Laws of Arms, may lawfully defcend ; We the faid

Garter^ and Clarencieulx have afTigned, granted, and

confirmed, and by thefe Prefents exemplified unto the

faid John Shakefpere, and to his Pollerity, that Shield

and Coat of Arms, fviz. In a field of Gold upon a Bend

tables a Spear of the firji, the Point upivard, headed

Urgent J and for his Creft or Cognifance, J Falcon, Or^

nvith his Wings difplayed, /landing on a Wreathe of his

Colours, fupporting a Spear armed headed, or peeled

Silver, fixed upon an Helmet with Mantles and Taf-

fcls, as more plainly may appear depided in this Mar-

gent ; And we have likevvife impaled the fame with the

ancient Arms of the faid Jrden of Wellingcote ; figni-

fying thereby, that it may and (hall be lawful for the

faid John Shakefpere, Gent, to bear and ufe the fame

Shield of Arms, fmgle or impaled, as aforefaid, dur-

ing his natural Life ; and that it (hall be lawful for

his Children, liTue, and Pofterity, lawfully begotten,

to bear, ufe, and quarter, and fhew forth the fame,

with their due Differences, in all lawful warlike Feats

and civil Ufe or Exercifes, according to the Laws of

Arms, and Cuftom that to Gentlemen belongeth,

without Let or Interruption of any Perfon or Perfons,

for ufe or bearing the fame. In Witnefs and Tefti-

mony whereof we have fubfcribed our Names, and

faflned the Seals of our Offices. Given at the Office

of Arms, London, the Day of in the Forty

fecond Year of the Reign of our moll Gracious Sove-

reign Lady EU%aheth, by the Grace of God, Queen

of England, France, and Ireland, Defender of the

Failh, i^c, 1599.

TO



To the Memory of my beloved the Author,

Mr. WILLIAM SHAKESP EAR,
And what he hath left us.

TO dra^ no en^y (Shakefpear) on thy Name,
Am I thus ample to thy Book, and Fame :

While I confefs thy writings tohe fuch^
As neither Man, nor Mufe can praife too much,
'lis true, and all men s Suffrage. But thefe nvayes
Were not the paths 1 meant unto thy praife :

For feelieji Ignorance on thefe may light.

Which, nvhen it founds at befl, but ecchoes right ;

Or blind AfFedlion, njohich doth ne'^er advance
The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance ;

Or crafty Malice might pretend this praife,
And think to ruine, ijohere itfeem'd to rafe.
Thefe are, as fome infamous Baud, or Whore,
Should praife a Matron. What could hurt her more f
But thou art proof againfl them, and indeed
Aho've th" ill fortune ofthem, or the need.
/ therefore ivill begin. Soul of the Age !

Ihe applaufe ! delight I the nvonder of our Stage f

My Shakefpear rife ; Invillnot lodge thee by
Chaucer, or Spenfer, or bid Beauniont lye

A littlefurther , to make thee a room :

Thou art a Monument tvithout a Tomb,
And art ali'veflill, n.>:hile thy Book doth li^e,
And nve ha've luifs to read, and praife to give.
That 1 not mix tbee fa, my brain excufes ;

I mean nuith great, but difproportion^d M\iks i

For if 1 thought myjudgment njoere of years

^

Ifhould commit thee furely ivith thy Peers,
And tell hovjfar thou didf cur Lily out-fhine.

Or fporting Kid, or MarJow'j mighty Line.

'

And though thouhadffmallLztm and lefs Greek,
From thence to honour thee, I vjould not feek
For names j hut callforth thundering ^fchylus,
Euripides, and Sophocles to us,

Pacuvius, Accius, him of Cordova dead.
To live again, to hear thy Bufkin tread,
Andfhake a Stage : Or, nvhen thy Socks <u;ere on,
Leave thee alonefor the comparifon
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Of <ilh t'rjat infoUnt Greece, or haughty Rome
Smt forthi or fince didfrom their afhes come.

triumph, my Britain, thou haft one tofhcw^

To 'vohom alt Scenes of Europe homage o^we*

He ivas not of an age^ hutfor all time !

And all the Mufes, ftill ivere in their prime.

When like Apollo he came forth to nxjarm

Our ears, or like a Mercury to charm !

Nature herfelf nfjas proud of his defignes.

Andjoy d to woear the drejjing of his Lines !

Which njoere fo richlyfpun, and won}en fo fit.

As, finct , fhe *will njouchfafe no other wit.

Ihe merry Greek, tart Ariftophanes,

hleat Terence, iKiitty Plautus, »ow not pleafe ;

But antiquated, and deferted lye,

As they nvere not of N&tuie''s family.

Tet muft I not gi've Nature all : Thy Art,

My gentle Shakefp'ear, muft enjoy a fart.

For tho"* the Poet'j matter Nature be.

His Art doth gi've the Fafhion. And, that he

Who cafts to ivrite a living line, muftf<weat,

(Such as thine are) andftrike thefecond heac

Upon the Mufes An'vile; turn the fame,

(Andhimfelf woithit) that he thinks to frame ;

Orfor the La'vorel, he may gain a fcorn.

For a good PoetV made, as ivell as born.

Andfuch nxert thou. Look hoiv the Father sface

Li'ves in his Iffue, e'venfo the race

Of Shakefpear'j mind and manners brightly fhines

In his 'well torned, and true filed lines :

In each of ivhich he feems tofhake a Lance,

As brandifh'dat the eyes of Ignorance.

Snjjeet Swan of Avon ! nxjhat afight it 'were

1o fee thee in our ixjater yet appear,

And moke thofe fights upon the Banks of Thames,.

Thatfo did take Eliza, and our James !

But ftay,
2fee thee in the Hemifphere

Ad'vancd, and made a Conftellation there !

Shineforth, thou Starre of Poets, and ivith rage.

Or influence, chide, or chear the drooping Stage,

Which, fince thyflightfrom hence, hath mourn d like night,

And defpairs day, butfor thy Volume'/ light.

Ben. Johnson.
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Several Editions of Shakefpear's PJays, whe-

ther feparate or together, madeufe of, and
collated for this Edition by Mr. Pope and

Mr. IVarhiirton,

MR. William Shake/pear's Comedies, Hidories and

Tragedies, publilhM according to the original-

Copies. The firft Edition in Folio, 1623.

The fecond Impreflion in Folio, of 163Z.

The third Impreffion in Folio, of 1664.

J Midfixmmer Night's dreame. As it hath been fun-

dry Times publikely aded, by the Right Honourable

the Lord Chamberlaine his Servants. Writte-n by Wil-

liam Shakef^eare. Imprinted at London for Thomas Fi/h-

er, and are to be foulde at his Shoppe at the Signe of the

White Hart in Fleetftreete, 1600. (^larto.)

The fame. Printed by James Roberts, 1600.

(^arto.)
A moft pleafaunt and excellent conceited Comedie of

Syr John Faljlaffe, and the merry Wives of Windfor.

Entermixed with fundrie variable and pleafing humors

of Syr Hugh the Welch Knight, Juftice ShaUoiVy and

his wife Coufm M. Slender. With the fwaggering

Vaine of Auncient Pijloll, and Corporall Nym. By
William Shakefpeare. As it hath bene divers times adt-

ed by the right Honourable my Lord Chamberlain's

Servants: both before her Majeftie, and clfewhere.

London : Printed by T. C. for Arthur Johnfan y and are

to be fold at his Shop in Powles Churchyard at the

Signe of the Flower de Leufe and the Crowne, i6o2'.

( ^arto.)
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TABLE.
A moft pleafant and excellent conceited Comedy of

Sir John Faljiafe, and the Merry Wives of VVindfor,

with the fwaggering Vaine of Ancient Pijiol, and Cor^

poral Nym. Printed iox Jrthur John/on, 1619, Quarto.

The Merry Wives of Wind/or. With the Humours
of Sir John Faljlaffe ', as alio the fwaggering Vaine of

Ancient Ptjloll^ and Corporal 'Nym. Written by William
Shakf/peare, newly correded, London: Printed by
T, H. for R. Meighen, and arc to be fold at his Shop,

next to the Middle Temple Gate, and in St. Dunftan^
Cimrchydiid in Fleet Jlreet, 1630. {^arfo.)

Much adoe about Nothing. As it hath been fundrie

times publickly aded by the right honourable the Lord
Chamberlaine his Servants, Written by William Shake-

fpeare. London : Printed by ^. S. for /indreiv Wife
and William Afpley, 1600. {Quarto.)

The excellent Hiftory of the Merchant of Venice^

with the extream Cruelty of Shylock the Jenv toward

the faid Merchant, in cutting a juft Pound of his Flelh,

and the obtaining of Portia by the choice of three

Cafkets. Piinted by J. Roberts, 1600, Quarto.

Another Edition of the fame, printed by J. R,
for Tho. Heyes, in the fame Year (the 36th of his

Age.)

The excellent Hiftory of the Merchant of Venice.

With the extream Cruelty of Shylock the Jew ; and the

obtaining of Portia by the Choice of three Caikets.

As it hath been fundry times publikely adled by the

King's Majelly's Servants at the Globe. Written by

iV. Shake/peare. Newly corre^ed, augmented, and

amended. London: Printed by R. Toung for John
Smethivicke, and are to be fold at his Shop in St.

Dunjians Churchyard in Flettjireet, under the DyaP,

1637. [^arto.)

A pleafant conceited Comedy called loves Labour

loft, as it was prefented before her Highnefs this laft

ChrifmaSi newly corre»^ed and augmented by William

Shakefpear. Imprinted at London by W. W. iox Cut-

lert Burley y 1598.
Lo've^s Labour's loft, A wittie and pleafant Co-

xnedie ; as it was aded by his Majefties Servants at the

Black'



TABLE.
Black Friers and the Globe. Written by William

Shakefpeare. London : Printed by W. S. for John

Smet^tvicke, and are to be iold at his Shop in St, Dun-

y?ff«fi Churchyard under the Diall, 1631. {^arto.)

A pleafant conceited Hi (lory called The famifig

of a Shretv, as it hath been fundry times aded by

the Right Honourable the Earl of Pembroke his Ser-

vants. Printed at London by F. S. for I^ich. L:ng,

1607. There is fcarce a line of this the fame

with the prefent Play, yet the Plot and Scer.ary fcarce

differ ac all from it. I fliou'd think it not written

by Shake/pear ; but there are fome Speeches (in one

or two Scenes only) the fame : And we have there

the condufion of the Play, which is manifeftly want-

ing in all the fubfequent Editions, as well as the latter

part of the iaft Ad, manifelHy better, and clear of

that impertinent Prolixity which is in the common
Editions.

A witty and pleafant Comedie called, Ihe Naming of
theShreixK As it was adled by his Majellies Serviats

at the Blacke-^rien and the Globe. Written by V/ilL

Shakefpeare. London : Printed by PF. S. for John
Smethn.vickey and are to be fold at his Shop in St. 3««-
fones Churchyard under the Diall, 163 1. {^artt).)

Mr. William Shakefpear his true Cronicle Hiilory

of the Life and Death of King Ltar and his three

Daughters, with the unfortunate Life of Edgar Son
and Heir to the Earl of Gloucefer, and his fallen and
affamed humour of Tom a Bedlam As it was play'd
before the King's Majefty at Whitehall upon St. Stephens

Night in Chriflmas Holydays. ^y his Majefty's Ser-

vants playing ufually at the Globe on the Bankfide,
Printed for Nath. Butler, 1608.

Mr. William "-.hakefpeare, his true Chronicle Hiftory
of the Life and Death of King Lear and His three

Da-4ohters. With the Unfortunate Life of Edgar,
Sonne and Heire to the Earle of Gloce/ier, and his fal-

len aiiumed humour of Tom of Bedlam. As it was
plaid before the King's Majefty at Whit hall u^on S.

Stephens night, in Chrifimas HoUidaies. By his Ma-
jellies Servants, playing ufually at the Globe on the
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TABLE.
Bank-fide. London, Printed by Jane Bell, and are to be

fold at rhe Fail end of Chriji- church, 1655. {^arto.)

The firil Part of the troublefome Reign of John
King of England, with the Difcovery of Richard

Cordelicns Bafe Son, vulgarly calTd the Baftard Fanu-

conhiidge, Alfo the Death of King John at SnAJinJiead-

Abbey ; as it was fundry times publiquely a6led by

the Queen's Majefty's Players in the honourable Citty

of London. Imprinted at London for Sampfon Clarke,

fold at his Shop the Back- fide of the Royal Exchange,

159 1, [^arto)
The fecond Part of the troublefome Reign of John

King of England, conteyning the Death of Arthur

Plantagenet, the landing of Lenx;is, and the poyfoning

of King John at Stuin/iead-Ahhty. As it was ^c.
Imprinted isc. 1 591. {^arto.)

The firft and fecond Part of the troublefome Raigne

of John King of England. With the difcoverie of

King Richard Cordelions Bafe Sonne (vulgarly named,

the Baflard Fatvconhridge :) alfo, the Death of King

John at Snxjinjiead Abbey. As they were (fundry

times) lately aded by the Queenes Majeflies Players.

Written by W> Sh. Imprinted at London by Valentine

Sivmes for John Helme, and are to be fold at his

Shop in St. Dunjions Churchyard in Fleete-JIreet, 161 1

.

[^arto.)

The Same. As they were (fundry times) lately adl-

ed. Written by IV. Shakrfieare. London, Printed

by Aug. Matheixes for Thomas Deive, and are to be

fold at his Shop in St. Dunjionei Churchyard in Fleete-

fireet, 1622. (^arto.)

The Tragedy of King Richard the Second, as it hath

been publickly adled by the Right Honourable the

Lord Chamberlain his Servants. By William Shake-

fpear. Printed by Valentine Simms for Andreyev Wife,

1598. (the 34th Year of Shake/pear' ^ Age.)

The Same, with new Additions, of the Parliament

Scene, and the depofmgof King Richard. As it hath

been lately aded by the King's Majedy's Servants at

the Globe. By W. Shake/pear. Printed by W. W.

for Matthe'w Latv, 1608, and again 161 5.

The



TABLE.
The Life and Death of King Richard the Second.

With new Additions of the Parliament Scene, and the

Depofing of King Richard. As it hath beene aded by

th K ngl Majefty'sServants, at the G/.^. By W^lham

ShakefpL. London. Printed by John Norton. 1634.

^^he Hiflory of Henry the 4^^. with the Battle at

Shre-wshurv, between the King and Lord H.^ry P^.r^',

Sirnamed Henry Hot/pur of the North. With the hu-

mourous Conceits of Sir John Faljiap. newly correjl-

ed by Waiiam Shake/pear. Printed by P. S. tor An^

dre-w Wije. 1599, Quarto, his 35th Year.

^h^ Same. Printed in 1604.

Ihe Same. Printed for Matheiv LatVy i5fc. in 1 609,

Quarto.

The Same, London, Printed by T. P. and are to be

fold by Mathe^j Lai.ve, dwelling in Pauls Church-yard,

at the Sign of the Foxe neere S. Aufnne's Gate, 162Z,

(i^tarto.)

The Hillorie of Henry the Fourth : With the Battle

at Shte-u^Jbury. betweene the King and Lord Henry

Piercy, furnamed Henry Hot/pur of the North. With

the humorous Conceits of Sir John Fal^affe. Newly

corredled, by JVilliam Shake- fpeare. London, Printed by

John Norton, and are to be lold by Hugh Perry, at

his Shop next to Ivie-bridge in the Strand, 1639.

(^larto.)

The Second Part of Henry the ^th, containing to

his Death and Coronation cf Henry the 5th. With

the Humours of Sir John Faljiaffe and fwaggering Pif-

tol. As it hath been fundry times publickly adled by

the Right Honourable the Lord Chamberlain his Ser-

vants. Written by William Shake/pear. Printed by

y. S. for Jndreiv Wife and William A/ply, 1 600, Quar-

to, (the 36th Year of his Age.)

The Cronicle Hiftory of Henry the c^th, with his

Battle fought at Agincourt in France. Together with

Ancient Pijiol. As it hath been fundry times played

hy the Right Honourable the Lord Chamberlain's Ser-

vants. Printed by Iho. Crede for Ibo, MiJlington,

i6qo.
AnotbsT
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Another, Printed for 7. P. 1608, Quarto. Thefe

Editions are fhort in many Scenes and Speeches, and
want the Chorus's; which (with many other noble
Improvements) were fmce added by the Author, not
above 8 Years before his Death. This was one of
the laft Plays he iinifh'd, a confiderable time after
Henry the 6th had been written and aded. See the
Epilogue of Henry 5 th.

Henry the 6th, iirft Printed under this Title. The
whole Contention betv/een the two famous Houfes,
Lancafter and York : With the Tragical Ends of the
good Duke Humphry, Richard Duke of 7ork, and
Kmg Henry the Sixth : divided into two parts, and new-
ly correaed and iniarged. Written by W. Shakefpear,
Gent. Printed at London for T. P. (without a date)
Quarto.

This was the firfl Sketch only of the prefent fecond
and third Parts of Henry the Sixth ; which were fincfi

geatly iniarged, and the Poetry improved ; the Scena-
vy was much the fame as at prefent.

Since Printed u.nder the fame Title hy W. W. for
'Iho, Millin^ton, with the true Tragedy of Richard
D. of Tcrk, and the Death of good King Herrry
the 6th, aded by the Earl of Pembroke his Servants,
1600.

The Tragedy of King Richard the Third. Con-
taining his treacherous Plots againft his Brother Cla-
rence : the pittiefull Murther of his innocent Nephewes

:

his tyrannical Ufurpation : with the whole Courfe of
his detefled Life, and moil deferved Death. As it

hath beene lately aded by the Righc Honourable the
Lord Chamberiaine his Servants, at London. Print-
ed by Valentine Sims, for Andre^ij Wife, dwelling in
Pauf^ Church yard, at the Signe of the Angell,

1 59;,
(^arto.)

The Same. By W. Shakefptare, Printed by Tho.
Creed, iox Andren.fj Wife, 1598. (^arto.)

The Same. Newly augmented, by William Shake-
fpeare. London, Printed by Thomas Creeds, i^c, 1602..

(Quarto.)

The Same, in 16 12,

The
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The Tragedie of King Richard the Third. Con-

tayning his treacherous Plots againft his Brother Cla-

rence : The pittifull Murder of his innocent Nephewes:

his tyrannical Ufurpation : with the whole Courfe of

his detelled Life, and mod deferved Death. As it

hath been lately adted by the King's Majefties Ser-

vants. Newly augmented. By William Shake/peare.

London, Printed by Thcrnas Purfoot, and are to be fold

by Mather La-uo^ dwelling in Pauh Churchyard at

the S gneof the Fo^ie^ necre St. Aujiim^ Gate, 1624.

(^arto.)
The Same. Printed by John Norton, and are to be

fold by Mathen.u Laiv, &c. 1629. (^arto.)
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It feemed not amifs to introduce the following Obfer-

vations with one general Criticifm on our Author's

Dramatick Works, by dividing them into four

Claffes, and fo giving an eftimate of each Play re-

duced to its proper Clafs.

COMEDIES.
Class I,

1 Tempefl, Vol. i

.

2 Merry f^ives of WindCoT. Vol. i.'

3 Meafure for Meafure. Vol. i

.

4 Merchant of Venice. Vol. 2.

5 Tn^jelfth- Night. Vol 3.

Class II.

1 Midfummer-Night's Dream, Vol. i.'

2 Much Jdo about Nothing. Vol. 2.

3 Js you like it. Vol.2.

4 Jll''<L_nveil that ends 'well. Vol. 3.

5 Winter s Tale. Vol. 3.

Class III.

1 Two Gentlemen of Verona. Vol. i

.

2 Lo've's Labour s Lof. VoL 2.

C L A s s IV.

1 Taming of the Shrevj. Vol. 2.

2 Comedy of Errors* Vol, 3.

TRACE-



TRAGEDIES.
C L A S S I.

I Henry 1 V. Part i . Vol 4.

^2 Henry IV. Part 2. Vol. 4.

3 AT/wg- Lear. Vol. 6.

4 Macbeth. Vol. 6.

5 Julius Csefar. Vol. 7. \

6 Hamlet. Vol. 8, ,
-

7 Othello. Vol. 8.

^ C L A S S 11.

1 King John. Vol. 3.

2 Henry V. Vol. 4. * -
,

3 Richard III. Vol. 5.

4 Henry VIII. Vol. 5.

5 Timon (s,*^ Athens. Vol. 6.

6 Anthony ^W Cleopatra. Vol. 7.

7 Cymbeline. Vol. 7.

Class III.

1 Richard II. Vol 4.

2 Coriolanus. Vol. 6.

3 Troilus an^ Creffida. Vol. 7.

4 Romeo /zW Juliet. Vol.8.

Class IV.

1 Henry VI. Parti. Vol. 4.

2 Henry VI. Part 2. Vol. 5.

3 Henry A^I. Part 3. Vol. 5.

4. Titus Andronicus. Vol. 6.

The Comedies and Tragedies in the lafl: Clafs are

certainly not of Shakefpear. The moft that can be faid

of them is, that he has, here and there, correded the

dialogue, and now and then added a Scene. It may
be juft worth while to obferve, in this place, that the

whole firft Ad or Fletcher's Tnvo Noble Kin/men was

wrote by Shakefpear, but in his worft manner.
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TEMPEST.
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Dramatis Ferfqfix.

ALONSO, King of Naples.

Sebaftian, ^/j Brother.

Profpero, the rightful Duke of Milan,

Anthonio, his Brother, the ufurping Du}e of Milan,

Ferdinand, Son to the King of Naples.

Gonzalo, an hone
ft

old Counjellor of Naples.

Adrian, ? ^ ,

Francifco, .? ^^
^'

Caliban, a Sahage, and deformed Sla've,

Trinculo, a Jefter.

Stephano, a drunken Butler,

Mafttr ofa Ship, Boatfnxjain, and Mariners,

Miranda, Daughter to Profpero.

Ariel, an.aiery Spirit.

Iris, •)

Ceres, (
Juno, \ Spirits, employed in the Mafque.

Nympbi, t
Reapers, J

Other Spirits, attending on Proipero,

SCENE, Jin uninhahited Jftani.

THE



^ T H E

TEMPEST,
A C T T. S C E N E I.

On a Ship at Sea.

A tempejiuous noife of thunder and lightning heard :

Enter a Ship-majier, and a Boatswain.

it%?.y^OATSWAIN

B Boat/. Here, mafler : what cheer ?

Maji. Good, fpeak to th' mariners : fall-

to't yarely, orwe run ourfelves a-ground; beitir, bellir.

Enter Mariners. [Exit.

Boat/. Hey, my hearts ; cheerly, my hearts ; yare,

yare ; take in the top-fail ; tend to th' m.afler*s whiflle

;

blow, till thou burft thy wind, if room enough.

Enter Alonfo, Sebailian, Anthonio, Ferdinand, Gonzalo,

and others.

Alon. Good boatfwain, have care : where's the ma-
tter ? play the men.

I The lempcfl.'^ Thefe two firft Plays, the Tctnpe/i and the

Midjummer-night'' s Dream, are the nobleft Efforts of that fublime

and amazing Imagination, pecuhar to Shakefpeary who foars above
the Bounds of Nature without forfaking Senfe : or, more properly,

carries Nature along with him beyond her eftablifhed Limits. Fletcher

feems particularly to have admired thele two Plays, and huh wrote
two in Imitation of them, the Sea"voyate and the Faithful Ship'

herdefs. But when he prelumes to brey.k a Lance with Shaktjpear

y

and write in emulation of him, as he does in the Falje one, which is

the Rival of Anthony and Cleopatra, he is not fo fuccefsful. After
him. Sir John Suckling zni Milton catched the brighteft Eire of their

Imagination from thefe two Plays ; which fhincsfantaftically indeed,

in the Goilins, but much more nobly aad fsreaely in T/ji^ Mask at

hudhw-CaJile^

B 2 B^atf,



4 ^he Tem pest.

Boat/. I pray now, keep below.

Jnt. Where is the mailer, boatfwain ?

Boat/. Do you not hear him ? you mar our labour ;

.ieep your cabins ; you do affifl the ftorm.

Gon. Nay, good, be patient.

Boat/. When the Sea is. Hence —What care thefe

Roarers for the name of King? to cabin-j filence

;

trouble us not.

Gon. Good, yet remember whom thou haft aboard.

Boat/. None, that I moreJove than my felf. You are

a councilor; if you can command thefe elements to

iilence, and work the peace o' the prefent, we will not

hand a rope more ; ufe your authority. If you cannot,

give thanks you have liv'd fo long, and make your-

felf ready in your cabm for the mifchance of the hour,

if it fo hap. Cheerly, good hearts : out of our way,

I fay.
.

C^^^-

Gon. I have great comfort from this fellow ; me-

thinks, he hath no drowning mark upon him; his com-

plexion is perfea gallows. Stand fall, good fate, to

his hanging ; make the rope of his deftiny our cable,

for our own doth little advantage : if he be not born to

be hang'd, our cafe is miferable. iExeunt.

Re-enter Boatfnvain.

Boat/. Down with the top-maft : yare, lower, low-

er; bring her to try with main-courfe. A plague upon

this howling !—
. , . ,r> i

J cry -joithin. Re-enter Sebaftian, Anthonio^»^ Gonzalo.

the/ are louder than the weather, or our office. Yet

again? what do you here? Ihall we give o'er; and

drown ? have you a mind to fmk ?

Seb. A pox o' your Throat, you ^awlmg, blafphc-

mous, uncharitable Dog.

^0^7// Work you then.
• r -, . •/•

Mt Hang, cur, hang ; you whorefon, mfolent noilc-

maker'- we arc lefs afraid to be drowri'd than thou art.

Gon rU warrant him from drov/nmg, tho' the

Ship were no Wronger than a nut.fhell, and as leaky .as

an unftanch'd wench.
, , ,. , r

Boatf. Lay her a-hold, a-hold; fet her two courfes

off to fea again, lay her o£ -^a^r



the Tempest. f
Enter Mariners lAjet.

Mar. All loft ! to prayers! to prayers f all loft! [£.vf

.

Boat/. What, muft oar mouths be cold ?

Gon. The King and Prince at Pray'rs ? let us aftift 'em.

For our cafe- is as theirs.

Seb. I'm out of patience.

Ant. We're m«erly. cheated' of our lives by druif

kards.

This wide-chopt rafcal -would thou might'ft lye drown-

The walhing of ten tides

!

\}^Zt

Gon. He'll be hang'd yet, .

Though every drop of water fwear againft it.

And gape at wid'll to glut him.

ji confufed noife woithin.'] Mercy on us

!

We fplit, we fpiit ! farewel, my wife and children ?

Brother, farewel ! we fplit, we fplit, we fpHt!

Jnt. Let's all fmk v/ith the King. \_ExU.

Seb. Let's take leave of him. [Exiti

Gon. Now would I give a thoufand furlongs of fea

for an acre of barren ground, * long heath, brown,

furze, any thing ; the wills above be done, but I would
fain die a dry death* \,E?:iti

SCENE IT.

Changes to a Tart of the Inchanted IJland near the Cell

of Profpero.

Enter Profpero and Miranda;

iW/r«. 5"TF by your art (my deareft father) you hare

X Put the wild waters in this roar, aJIay them t"

The flcy, it feems, would pour down ftinking pitch.

But that the fea, mounting to th' welkin's cheek,
Dafties the fire out. O ! I have fuffer'd

With thofe tliat I faw fufFer : a brave veffel

a Ung heath.l This is the common name for the trUa hacci^

fera j which the Oxford Editor not underftanding, conjcftured that
Sbakefptar wrote, — Ling, Heath : But, unluckily, if^dri> and Ling
are but two words for the fame plant.

3 J/hyo'*" ^''ff &c.] Nothing was ever better contrived to in-
form the Audience of the Story than this Scene. It ia a convcrfa-
tion that could nof have happened before, and could not bvt happen
JBOW.

»3 (Who



6 The Tempest.
(Who had, no doubt, fome noble creatures in her)

Dafii'd all to pieces. O the cry did knock
y^gainft my very heart : poor fouls, they perifhM I

Had I been any God ofpow'r, I would
Have funk the fea withia the earth -, or ere

It fhould the good fliip fo have fwallow'd, and

The fraighting fouls within her.

Pro. Becolleaed;

No more amazement j tell your piteous heart.

There's no harm done.

Mira. O wo the Day !

Pro, No harm.

I have done nothing but in care of thee,

(Of thee, my dear one, thee, my daughter) who
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing
Of whence I am, nor that I am more better

Than Profpero, mafler ofa full-poor cell.

And thy no greater father.

Mira. More to know
Did never meddle with my thoughts.

Pro. *Tis tirne

I (hould inform thee farther. Lend thy hand.

And pluck my magick garment from me : fo !

\_Lays donvn his mantle.

Lye there myArt. Wipe thou thine Eyes, have comfort.

The direful fpedlacle of the wreck, which touchM
* The very virtue of compaffionin thee,

I have with fuch provifion in mine art

So fafely orderM, that there's no foul loft;

No, not fo much perdition as an hair,

Betkl .to any creature in the vefTel

Which thou heard'ft cr)% which thou faw'ft link: fit down;

For thou muH now know farther.

4. Hie 'very Virtue of compajfton in thee."] We muft not think that

the •vti-y Virtue was intended to fhew the degree of her compafnon,

but the kind. Compaflion for other's Misfortunes ofteneft arifes

from a f^nfe or apprehenfion of the hke. And then it is Sympathy

y

not Virtue. Tho' the want of it may be efteemed •vicious as arifing

from a degeneracy of Nature, which cannot happen but by cur own
fault. Now the ConipaJJion of Miranda ^ who never ventured to Sea,

not being of this kind, Shakejpear with great propriety calls it tlie

itry Virtue
J i, c. the real pure Virtue of CompaiTion.

Mira„



ne TEMPEST. 7
Mira. You have often

Begun to tell me what I am, but ftopt,.

And left me to a bootlefs inquiiition ;

Concluding, Stay ; not yet.

Pro. The hour's now come.

The very minute bids thee ope thine earj-

Obey, and be attentive. Canft thou remember
A time, before we came unto this cell ?

I do not think, thou carifl, for then thou waft not"

Out three years old..

Mira. Certainly, Sir, lean.

Pro. By what ? by any other houfe, or perfon ?

Of any thing the image tell me, that

Hath kept in thy remembrance.
Mira. 'Tisfaroif;

And rather like a dream, than an afTurance

That my remembrance warrants. Had I not

Four, or five, women once, that tended me ?

Pro. Thou hadft, and more, Miranda: buthowlsitj
That this lives in thy mind ? what feeft thou elfe

In the dark back-ward and abyfme of time ?

li thou remember'ft aught, ere thou cam'fthere,

,

How thou cam'ft here, thou may'ft.

Mira. But that I do not. [fince^

Pro. 'Tis twelve years fmce, M/r^2»//^ ; twelve yeari

Thy father was the Duke of Milan, and

A Prince of Pow'r.

Mira. Sir, are not you my father ?

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and

She faid, thou waflmy daughter; and thy father

Was Duke of Milan, and his onl} heir

A Princefs, no worfe iffu'd.

Mira. Otheheav'ns!
What foul play had we, that we came from thence I

Or bleffed was't, we did ?

Pro. Both, both, my girl:

By foul play (as thou fay'ft) were we heavM thence,

But bleffedly helpM hither.

Mira. O, my heart bleeds

To think o'th' tecne that I have turnM you to.

Which is from my remembrance. Pleafe you, farther.

B 4 Pre.



8 T'he Tempest.
Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, CdXVAjdnthonio——

«

I pray thee, mark me ; —*• (that a brother fhould

Be fo perfidious ! ) he whom next thy felf

Of all the world I lovd, and to him put
The manage of my ilate ; (as, at that time.

Through all the fignories it was the iirfl

;

And Profpero the prime Duke, being fo reputed

In dignity ; and for the liberal arts.

Without a parallel ; thofe being all my fludy :)

The government I caft upon my brother,

And to my ftate grew ftranger ; being tranfported,.

And rapt infecret ftudies. Thy falfe uncle i

(Doft thou attend me ?)

Mira Sir, moll heedfully,.

Pro. Being once perfeded how to grant fuits.

How to deny them ; whom t'advance, and whom
5 To trafh for over-topping ; new-created

TJie creatures, that were mine j I fay, or chang'd 'em,.

.Or elfe new formed 'em ; having both the key
Of officer and office, fet all hearts i'tJi' ftate

To what tune pleased his ear ; that now he was
The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk.

And fuckt my verdure out on't. Thou attend'il not.^

Mira. Good Sir, I do.

Pro. I pray thee, mark me then.

I thus neglefting worldly ends, all dedicated

To clofenefs, and the bettering of my mind.

With that which, but by being fo retired,

O'er-priz'd all popular rate, in my falfe brother

Awak'd an evil nature j and my truft.

Like a good parent, did beget of him
A falfhood in its contrary as great

As my truH was ; which had, indeed, no limit,.

A confidencey2?;?j bound. He being thus lorded.

Not only with what my revenue yielded,

5 To trapi fignifics to cut away the trafh or fuperfluitles ; n%, t«

/</>, fignifies, to cut oft' the top. The Oxford Editor alters it to

fla(hy not confidering that to plajh fignlfits to bind and comoJicate

branches together, and fo is only ufed to lignify the drefiing and

plcatiog of %n Hedgc«

But



The Tempest. p
But what my power might elfe exaft ^ ; like one.

Who having, unto truth, by telling oft.

Made fuch a finner of his memory.
To credit his own lie, he did believe

He was, indeed, the Duke ; from fubllitution,

-And executing th' outward face of royalty.

With all prerogative. Hence his ambition growing—
Doll: thou hear?

Mira. Your tale, Sir, would cure deafiiefs.

Pro. To have no fcreen between this part he plaid.

And him he plaid it for, he needs will be

Abfolute Milan. Me, poor Man !—.my library

Was Dukedom large enough i of temporal royaltie*

He thinks menow incapable : confederates

(So dry he was for fway) wi* th' King of Naples

To give him annual tribute, do him homage;
Subjedt his coronet to his crown j and bend
The Dukedom, yet unbow'd, (alas, poor Milan !)
To moll ignoble Hooping.

Mira. O the Hcav'ns !

Pro. Mark his condition, and th' event; then tell me»
li this might be a Brother ?

Mira. I fhould fm.

To think but nobly of my grand-mother s

6 — like trie

TVho hanjing into truth by tell.r.g of it.

Made fuch a Sinner of his memory^

To credit his oivn lie.] The corrupted reading of the
Second line has rendered this beautiful Similitude quite unintelligible.

For what is [having into truths ? or what doth [/>] refer to ? not to
[trttth'\, becaufe if he told truth he could never credit a lie. And yec
there is no other correlative to which [;>] can belong.

I read and point it thus,
"~~~~^~~~~""~^""

like one,

Who ba'vingy unto truth, by telling OFT,
l\t'Iadefuch a Sinner of his memory,
To credit his ctvn lie.

I. e. by often repeating the fame Story, made his memory fach a
Sinner unto truth as to give credit to his own lie. A miferable de-
lufion to which Story-tellers are frequently fubieA. The Oxford
Editor having, by this Correction, been let into the Senle of thr.

Paflage, gives us this Senfe in his own Words,
Who lo'ving an untruth, and telling't oft,

Makt$ —
B 5 7 Gcoa



10 ^he Tempest.
7 Good wombs have bore bad fons.

Pro. Now the condition :

This King of Naples, being an enemy
To me inveterate, hearks my brother's fuit j

Which was, that he in lieu o' th' premifes.

Of homage, and I know not how much tribute.

Should prefently extirpate me and mine
Oat of the Dukedom; and confer fair Milatiy

With all the honours, on my brother. Whereon
A treacherous army levyM, one mid-night

Fated to th' purpofe, did Anthonio open
The gates of Milan ; and, i'th' dead of darkncfs.

The miniilers for the purpofe hurryM thence

Me, and thy crying felf.

Mira. Alack, for pity !

I, not remembring how I cry'd out then.

Will cry it o'er again ; it is a hint.

That wrings mine eyes to't.

Pro. Hear a little further.

And then I'll bring thee to the prefent bufinels.

Which now's upon's ; without the which this ftory

Were moil impertinent.

Miras Why did they not

That hour deftroy us ?

Pro. Well demanded, wench ;

My tale provokes that queftion. Dear, they duril not

(So dear the love my people bore me) fet

A mark fo bloody on the bufinefs; but

With colours fairer painted their foul ends.

In few, they hurry'd us aboard a bark;

Bore us fome leagues to fea; where they prepar'd

A rotten carcafs of a boat, not rigg'd.

Nor tackle, fail, nor maft j the very rats

Inllindively had quit it : there they hoill us

To cry to th' fea, that roar'd to us ; to figh

7. Good ivomh have bore badJons'] Mr. T^^f^^A/ would give thefe

•words to Profpcro, becaufe Mircnda, bred up in tie defart ijlandfrom
her infancy, could not be Juppo%'d to be furnijhed ivith fuch an cbfernja-

tiofi from life. An idle reafon. Profpero tells us, he had educated
her more carefully than ufual. Would he then fuffer her to be ig-

yjoraot of the moft common cafes in human life ? Yet the Oxford
JLdittr follows Mr, Tbeibald,

To



^he Tempest. ii

To th' winds, whofe pity, fighing back again,

Did us but loving wrong.

Mira. Alack ! what trouble

Was I then to you ?

Pro. O ! a cherubim

Thou waft, that did prefcrve me : Thou didft fmile,

Infufed with a fortitude from heav'n,

* (When I have mock'd the fea with drops full-falt ; :

Under my burthen groan'd ;) which rais'd in me
An undergoing ftomach, to bear up
Againft what (hould enfue.

Mira. How came we a-fhore ?

Pro. By providence divine.

Some food we had, and fome frefli water, that

A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo,

Out of his charity (being then appointed

Mafter of this defign) did give us, with

Rich garments, linnens, fluffs, and necefiaries,

Which fince have fteeded much. So of his gcntlencfs, ,

Knowing I lov'd my books, he furni(h'd me
From my own library, with volumes that

I prize above my Dukedom.
Mira. Would I might

But ever fee that Man !

9 Pro. Now, I arife :

Sit ftill, and hear the laft of our fea-forrow-

Here in this Ifland we arriv'd, and here

Have I, thyfchool-mafter, made thee more proiit

Than other Princes can, that have more time

8 When I ba've mcK''n the feal i.e. honour" d. But this l-

a

poor thought. The Oxford Editor reads brack'd, which is Hill

poorer. I imagine that Sbakefpear wrote mock'd, i. e. lent the
Sea this trifling addition of falt-water : For when any thing is given
or added, the eftedl of which is not {e\t or perceived, it was in the
language of that time properly called mocking.

9 Pro. New I arife:— 1 i.e. now I come to the principal pait
of my Story, for the fake of which I told the foregoing j namely
this, that I have now my Enemies in my Power j and if I omit
this Opportunity, I fhall never have another to recover my Duke*
dojfn. The word is ufed to ufher in a matter of importance. So
Richard III, when he comes to the murder of his Nephews, favs t«

rirrel,
^

•""""'"^ Rife, and Uvd an ear^

For
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For vainer hours, and tutors not fo careful.

Mira. Heav'ns thank you for't ! And now, I pray
you, Sir,

(For flill 'tis beating in my mind) your reafon
For raifing this fea-ilorm ?

Pro. Know thus far forth.

By accident moft ftrange, bountiful fortune

(Now my dear lady) hath mine enemies
Brought to this fhore : and, by my prefcience

I find, my Zenith doth depend upon
A moft aufpicious ftar j whofe influence

If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes

Will ever after droop—— Here ceafemore queftionsj

Thou art inclin'd to fleep. 'Tis a good dulnefs.

And give it way ; I know, thou canft not chufe >

\Mu2xA2iJleepi.
Come away, fervant, come; I'm ready now

:

Approach, my Ariel. Come.

SCENE III.

Enter Ariel.

Ari. All hail, great mafter ! grave Sir, hail J I come
To anfwer thy beft pleafure : Be't to fly j

To fwim ; to dive into the fire ; to ride

On the curl'd clouds : to thy flrong bidding tafk

Ariely and all his qualities.

Pro, Kail thou, fpirif,

ferform'd to point the tempeft that I bad thee ?

Art. To every article.

f boarded the King's fliip : now on the beak.
Now in the wafte, the deck, in every cabin,
I flam'd amazement. Sometimes, I'd divide.
And burn in many places j on the top-maft.
The yards, and bolt-fprit, would I flame diftinaiy;
Then meet and join. Jo^e^ lightnings, the precurfers
Of dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary
And fight out-running were not ; the fire and cracks
Of fulphurous roaring the moft mighty Neptune
.Scem'd to befiege, and make his bold waves tremble

;

Yea, his dread trident ihake.

J*ro. My brave, brav^ ipirit

!

Who
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Who was fo firm, fo conftant, that this coyl

Would not infed his reafon?

Art. Not a foul

But felt a fever of the mind, and plaid

Some tricks of defperation : all, but mariners,

PlungM in the foaming brine, and quit the veflfel.

Then all a-fire with me : the king's fon Ferdinand

With hair up-flaring (then like reeds, not hair)

Was the firft Man, that leap'd ; cry'd, " hell is empty

;

" And all the devils are here.

Pro. Why, that's my fpiritl

But was not this nigh fhore \

Ari. Clofe by, my mailer.

?ro. But are they, Ariel, fafe ?

Ari. Not a hair perifh'd :

On their fullaining garments not a blemifh.

But frefher than before. And as thou badil me.

In troops I have difpers'd them 'bout the Illc

:

The King's fon have I landed by himfelf.

Whom I left cooling o^ the air with fighs.

In an odd angle of the Ifle, and fitting.

His arms in this fad knot.

Pro. Of the King's (hip

The mariners, fay how thou haft difpos'd.

And all the reft o'th' fleet ?

Ari. Safely in harbour

Is the King's (hip; in the deep nook, where once

Thou call'dft me up at midnight, to fetch dew
From the ftill-vext Bermoothes S there flie's hid :

The mariners all under hatches ftov/'d.

Whom, with a charm join'd to their fufFered labour,

1 From the Jit'll -j.'ext Bermoothes,'] Theobald fays Bermoothes is

printed by miftake for Bermudas. No. That was the name by
which the Iflanda then went, as we may fee by the Voyagers of
that time j and by our Author's contemporary Foets. Fletcher,

in his Woman pleafed, fay?. The DevilJcou Id think ofpv.rchafing that

Eggfixll to viEiual out a Witch for the Bermcothe?. Smith, in his

account ofthefe Iflands, p. 172, fays, that the Bermudas ivers f»

fearful to thi ivorld, that many calVd them tht Ifle of Dei'iis.-—-^. 1 74.
-- to all Seamen no Icfs terrible than an mcharted den of Furies. And
no wonder, for the clime was extremely fubjefl to Storms anl Hur-
ricanes ; and the Iflands were furrounded with fcattered Rocks lying

fliallowly hid under the Surface of the Water,

Tve
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I've left pfleep; and for the reft o'th' fleet

(Which I difpersM) they all have met again.
And are upon the Mediterranean flote.

Bound fadly home for Naples',

Suppofing, that they faw the King's fhip wreckt
And his great perfon perifli.

Pro. Ariel, thy charge
Exaaiy is perform'd ; but there's more work

:

^ What is the time o'th' day ?

Art. Paft the mid feafon, atleaft twoglafles.
Fro. The time 'twixt iix and now

Muft by us both be fpent moft precioufly.

Ari. Is there more toil ? fmcc thou doft give me pains.
Let me remember thee what thou haft promis'd.
Which is not yet perform'd me.

Fro. How now ? moody ?

What is't thou canft demand ?

Ari. My liberty.

Pro. Before Vie tim.e be out ? no more.
Art. I pr'ythee,

Remember, I have done thee worthy fervice j

Told thee no lies, made no miftakings, ferv'd
Without or grudge, or grumblings i thou didft promife
To bate me a full year.

Pro. Doft thou forget

From what a torment I did free thee ?

Ari. No.
Pro. Thou doft j and think'ft it much to tread the ooze

Of the fait deep ;

To run upon the ftiarp wind of the North;
To do me bufmefs in the veins o'th' earth.
When it is bak'd with froft.

2 Pro. — - What ii the time o'th' day?
Ari, Paji the mid feafon.

Pro. At leafi tivo glajfes.

In this reading, both the Queftion and the Anfwer are made imper-
tinently. Projpero afks what time of d^y it was, when he knew it
was two glaflTes paft the mid feafon : And Ariel replies indefinitdy,
that it was paft the mid feafon.

The Queftion and Reply fhould be divided th'i«!,

Pro. — tVhat is the time o'th" day f
Ari, Pafi tbe tfiidfeafon, at leafi fuo glaj/es»

Art,
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Jri. I do not, Sir.

Pro, Thou ly'ft, malignant thing ! haft thou forget

The foul witch Sycorax^ who with age and envy

Was grown into a hoop ? hall thou forgot her ?

jiri. No, Sir.

Pro. Thou haft : where was Ihe born? fpeak; tell me.
Jri. Sir, in Argier.

Pro. Oh, was fhe fo ? I muft

Once in a month recount what thou haft been.

Which thou forget'ft. This damn'd witch Sycorax,

For mifchiefs manifold and forceries terrible

To enter hurfian hearing, from Argier,

Thou know' ft, was baniih'd : for one thing fhe did.

They would not take her life. Is not this true ?

Ari. Ay, Sir. [child.

Pro. This blue-ey'd hag was hither brought wiUi

And here was left by th' failors ; thou my ftave.

As thou report'ft thy felf, waft then her fervant.

And, for thou waft a fpirit too delicate

To aft her earthy and abhorr'd commands,
Refuiing her grand hefts, fne did confine thee.

By help of her m.ore potent minifterf.

And in her moft unmitigable rage.

Into a cloven pine ; within which rift

Jmprifon'd, thou didft painfully remain

A dozen years, within which fpace fhe dy'd.

And left thee there : where thou didft vent thy groans.

As faft as mill-wheels ftrike. Then was this Ifland

(Save for the fon that fhe did litter here,

A freckled whelp, hag-born) not honoured with
A human fhape.

Art. Yes; Calibanhtr {on.

Pro. Dull thing, I fay fo : he, that Caliban,
Whom now I keep in fervice. Thou beft know'ft.
What torment I did find thee in j thy groans
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breafts

Of ever-angry bears ; it was a torment
To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax
Could not again undo : it was mine art.

When I arriv'd and heard thee, that made gape
The pine, and let thee out.

Arit



i5 The Tempest.
Jn'. I thank thee, mafter.

Pro. If thou more murmur'ft, I will rend an oak.

And peg thee in his knotty entrails, 'till

Thou'ft howPd away twelve winters.

/fri. Pardon, mafter.

I will be correfpondent to command.
And do my fp'riting gently.

Pro. Do fo : and after two days

I will difcharge thee.

^rx. That's my noble mafter:

What fhall I do ? fay what ? what fliall I do?
Pro. Go make thy felf like to a nymph o'th' fea.

Be fubjedl to no fight but mine : invifible

To every eye-ball elfe. Go take this fhape,

And hither come in it: go hence with diligence. [£;«•/>Ari.

Awake, dear hearf, awakej thou haft flept welli

Awake
Mzra. The ftrangenefs of your ftory put

Heavinefs in me.

Pro. Shake it off: come on;

We'll vifit Caliban my ilave, who never

Yields us kind anfwer.

Mira. 'Tis a villain, Sir,

I do not love to look on

Pro. But, as 'tis.

We cannot mifs him : he does make our fire.

Fetch in our wood, and ferves in offices

That profit us. What ho ! ilave ! Caliban !

Thou earth, thou f fpeak.

Cal. Qwithin.) There's wood enough within.

Pro. fcome forth, I fay; there's other bufinefs for thee.

Come, thou tortoiie ! when ? -—
Enter An&l like a Water-Nymph,

Fine apparition ! my quaint Jriel,

Hark in thine ear.

Jri. My lord, it fhall be done. [Exit.

Pro. Thou poifonous flave, got by the devil himfelf

Upon thy wicked dam, come forth,

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Enter Caliban.

3 Cal " As wicked dew, as e'er my mother briifh^d

** With raveifs feather from unwholfom fen,

« Drop on you both ! a fouth weft blow on ye,

«* And blifter you all o*er

!

Pro. For this, be fare, to-night thou fhalt have cramps

Side-ftitchesthatfhall penthybreaih up; urchms

Shall, for that vaft of night that they may work.

All exercife on thee : thou iVjalt be pmch'd
^ ^

As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more ftrngigg

Than bees that made 'em.

Cal. " I muft eat my dinner.

«* This Ifland's mine by Sycorax my mother,

« Which thou tak'ft from me. When thou cameft hrft,

« Thou ftroak'dft me, and mad'ft much of me
;
and

would'ft give me
« Water with berries in't; and teach me how
" To name the bigger light, and how the lefs,

«* That burn by day and night j and then I lov d thee,

« And fhewM thee all the qualities o'th' Ifle,

« The frefh fprings, brine-pits ; barren place, and iertiic.

3 Cal. At wicked deiv, as e'er my mother brufh^d

ffTitbra'ven's feather from univholfom fen

y

_

Droponyou both,-] Shakefpear hath very artificially givea

the air of the antique to the language of Cahban, m order to heighten

the grotefque of his charafler. As here he f
es wW ^or-n^B^J.

torn. So Sir John Maundevil, in his travels /;. 334- Edit. L(.«/.

K.l^, Llktymes brennethe a Veffelle ofCrtJialUf^^^'of/'-^^'

for to T^e-ven ^odeJmalle and odour to the Empcrour, and to 'voydenanvey

alle w Y K K E D E Eyre^ and Corrupdcum. It was a tradition, it feems,

that Lord Falkfani Lord C. J. Vaughan, and Mr. Selden concurred

in obferving, that Shakefpear had not only found out a new charac-

ter in his Caliban, but had alfo devifed and adapted a new manner of

language for that charafter. What they meant by it, without

doubt, was, thzt Shakefpear z^^-^
his language a certain grotefque

air of the Savage and Antique; which it certainly has. But Dr.

Bentley took this, of a new language, Uterally ;
for fpeaking of a

phrafe in Milton, which he fuppofed altogether abfurd and unmean-

ing, he fays, Satan had not the prhilege as Caliban in Shakefpear,

to\fe new phrafe and dia'ion unknoivn to all others—jind again—y-

topraaice dljiances isftill a Caliban//"/.. Note on Mihon . faradtji

loL 1. 4. V. 945. But I know of no fuch Caliban Stile in Shakt-

fpear that hath new phrafe and diaion unknown to aU others.
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" CursM be I, that I did fo f allthe charms
*' OiSycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you?
" For I am all the fubjeds that you have,
" Who firft was mine own King, and here you fly me
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from' me
The reft of th' Ifland.

Pro. Thou moft lying Have,
Whom ftripes may move, not kindnefs ; 1 have us'd thee
(Filth as thou art) with human care, and lodg'd
In mine own cell, 'till thou didfl feek to violate
The honour of my child.

Cal, Oh ho, oh ho!— I wouM, it had been done \

Thou didft prevent me, I had peopled elfe
This Ifle with Calibans.

Pro. '^ Abhorred flave ;

Which any print of goodnefs wilt not take.
Being capable of all ill ! I pity'd thee,
Took pains to make thee fpeak, taught thee each hour
One thing or other. 5 When thou couldft not, favage.

Shew
£^ Abhorredjlavt

;J In the common Editions this fpeech was givwi
*o Miranda. Mr. Dryderi in his alteration of this play riehtlv tranf-
-lerred it to Prcffero.

^ ^
o

y

5 Whentbou didst not, Sa^-age,
KNOW thy <nvn meaning, but tuoulJJi gahbit Uk$A thing moji brutijh, lerjo'w'd thy purpofes
Tf^ith 'words to make them kr^.ion.] Tae benefit which

Profpero here upb-aids Caliban with having behbowed, was teaching
him language. He Oiews the gieatnefs cf this benefit by marking
the inconvenience Caliban lay under fcr want of it. What was the
Mconvenience ? This, that he did not knciv his o'zvn. meaning. But
lure a Brute, to which he is comp.-^red, doth know its own mean-
ing, that is, knows what it would be at. This, indeed, it cannot
do. It cannot (hixv Its meaning to others. And this certaiflly is
what Profpero woiiM fay,

When thou couldst not, Savage,
Shev/ thy oiun meaning,— —

The following words makes it evident,
_- hut nvoitldji gabble like

A thing moJi brutiff}. —
And when once \Jbe^v'\ was corrupted to [know'] the tranfcribcfj
would of courfe change [cfiuldji'\ into [didft] to make it agree with
the other talfe reading. There is indeed a Senfe in which Ar«ow thy
mon meaning may be well applied to a brute. For it may fig-
oify the not having any reflex knowledge of the operations of its
own mind, which, it would feem, a Brute hath not. Tho' this.
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Shew thine own meaning, but didft gabble like

A thing moft brutifh, I endow'dthy purpofes

With words that made them known. But thy vile race

(Tho' thou didft learn) had that in't, which good natures

Could not abide to be with ; therefore waft thoa

Defervedly confined into this rock.

Who hadft deferv'd more than a prifon

CaL You taught me language, and my profit on't

Is, I know how to curfe: the red plague rid you*

For learning me your language !

Pro. Hag-feed, hence !

Fetch us in fewel, and be quick (thou wert^beft)

To anfwer other bufmefs. Shrug'ft thou, malice ?

If thou negka'ft, or doll unwillmgly

What I command, I'll rack thee with old cramps;

Fill all thy bones with aches, make thee roar.

That beafts fhall tremble at thy din.

Cal No, 'pray thee.

t muft obey; his art is of fuch powV,

It would controul my dam's god Setebos,

And make a vaffal of him.

Pro. So, flave, hence

!

{.Exit Caliban*

SCENE V.

.^«//r Ferdinand; and Ariel innjiftble, playing andftnging^

JRIE Vs SONG.
Come unto thefe yellow fandsy

And then take hands

:

Curt'Jied ivhen you hafve, and kifi

(the nuild nx'a'ves nvhiji ',)

Foot itfeatly here and there,

Jnd^fiveet fprites, the burthen hear.

[Burthen, difperfedly.

Hark, hark, bough-fwaivgh : the watch-dogs bark,

Bough-nva'VJgh.

I fay, may be applied to a brute, and confequently to Caliban, and

tho' to remedy this brutality be a nobler benefit than even the teach-

ing laneuage ; yet fuch a (tnie^ would be impertinent and abfurd in

this place, where only the benefit of language is talked of by an exaft

and learned Speaker. Befides, Prcjpero cxprefly fays, that Caliboft

had purpofes^ which, in other words, is that he did know bts cwit

trjar,!i:7.^
Art.
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Ari. Harky harky I hear
TheJirabi ofjirutting chanticlergf

Cry, Cock-a-doodle-do,

Fer. Where fhould this Mafick be ? i'th' air, or earth ?

—

It founds no more : and, fure, it waits upon
Some God o' th' Ifland. Sitting on a bank.
Weeping againfl the King my father's wreck.
This mufick crept by me upon the waters

;

Allaying both their fury and my pafiion,

With its iV/eet air : thence I have followM it.

Or it hath drawn me rather but 'tis gone.
No, it begins again.

JRIEVs SONG.
^ Fullfathom f^je thy father lyeSy

Of his hones are coral made :

"hofe are pearls, that nvere his eyes.

Nothing of him that dothfade,

6 Full fathomf-ve thy father lies, &c.} Gtldort, who has pre-
tended to criticife our Author, v/ould give this up as an infufferabic

and fenfelefs piece of trifling. And I believe this is the general opi-
nion concerning it. But a very unjufl: one. Let us coniider the lu-
iinefs ^riel is here upon, and his manner of e-^ecuting it. The
Commiflion Profpero had intruded to him, in a whifcer, wa.' plainly
this

J to condu£l Firdwand to the fight cf M;rtfn..,r and to difpofc

him to the quick fentiments of love, while he,, en the other hand,
prepared his daughter for the fame imprel^ion;. . Arid ktz about his
bufinefs by acquainting Ferdinandy in an extraordinary manner, with -

the affliftive news of his father's death. A very odd Apparatas, one
would thmlc, for a love-fir. And yet as odd as it appears, the Poet
has fhewn in it the fjneft conduft for carrying on his plot. Frojpen-.
had faid,

Ifindy my Zenith doth depend uptn

A mofi aujpiciouiftar j ivho^e influence

Jfnotv I court not, but omit, my Fortunes

Will ever after drocp.

In confequence of this his prefcience, he takes advantage of every fa-

vourable circumftance that the occafion offers. The principal affair

18 the Marriage of his daughter with young Ferdinand. But to fe-

ctvre this point it was neceflary they fhouJd be contra£led before the
affair came to Alonx^ the Father's knowledge. For Profpero was ig-
norant how this^orm and fhipwreck, caufed by him, would work
upon Alon^'s temper. It might either foften him, or increafe his
averfion for Profpero as the author. On the otlter hand, to engage,
Ferdinand, without the confent of his Father, was difReult. For
BQt to fpeak of his Quality, where fuch engagements are not made

without
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But dothfuffer afea-changt.

Intofomething rich andftrange.

Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell.

Mark, nonv I hear them, ding-dong, bell.

[Burthen : ding-dong.

Ter. The ditty does remember my drovvnM father;

This is no mortal bufmefs, nor no found

That the earth owns : I hear it now above me.

SCENE VI.

Vro. "> The fringed curtains of thine eyes advance,

Aad fay, what thou fcefl yond.
Mira,

without the confent of the Sovereign, FerJinanti is reprefented

(to fhew it a Match worth the ieeking) of a moft pious temper and

difpofition, which would prevent his contraaing himfelf without his

Father's knowledge. The Poet therefore, with the utmoft addrefs,

has made yfm/perfuade him of his Father's death to remove this

Remora, which might otherwife have either ftop'd, and retarded be-

yond the time of adtcn, or quite fpoiled the whole Plot.

7 T/jefringed curtains of thine eyti advance.

Andfay, nvbat thou feeji yond."]

The Daughters of Profpero, as they are drawn by Drydett, feem

ather to have had their education in a Court or a Play-houfe, than

under the fevere precepts of a Philofopher in a Defert. But the Mi •

randa of Shahfpear is truly what the Poet gives her out. And his

art in prefervirig the unity of her charafter is wonderful. We muft

remember what v.-a3 faid in the foregoing note of Pro;'>fro's intention

to make his daughter /all in love at fight. And notwithftanding

what the -ivits may fay, or the Pretty fellonvi think, on this occa-

fion, it was no fuch eafy matter to bring this naturally about. Thofe

who are the leaft acquainted with human nature know of what force

inftitution and education are to curh and even deface the very ftrongeft

paHions and affeaions. She had been brought up under the rough

difcipline of ftoical Morality, and misfoi tunes generally harden the

morality of virtuous men into Stoicifm. Such a cne was Profpero,

And he tells us, that his daughter fully anfwered the care he bellow-

ed upon her. So that there would be forae difficulty for nature to

regain its influence fo fuddenly as the Plot required- The Poet,

therefore, with infinite addrefs, caufes her to be fcftened by the

tender ftory her father told her of his misfortunes. For pity precedes

love, and facilitates its entrance into the mind. But this Vv-as, evi-

dently, infufficient. Therefore, to make the way the eaCer, fhe is

fupp^fed to be under the influence of her Father's charm, which was

todiflblve, as it were, the rigid chains of virtue and obedience. This

is infinuated to the audience, ^-htn Pro/pen , before he begins his fto-

ry, fays to her.
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Mira What is't, a fpirit ?

Lord, how it looks about \ believe me, Sir,

It carries a brave form. Eut 'cis a fpirit. [fenfes

Pro. No, wench, it eatd, and fleeps, and hath fuch
As we havciuch. This gallanf, which tiiou feeft.

Was in ihe wreck : and, but he's fon.etiimg ftain'd

With grief (that's beauty's canker) thou might'fl call him
h goodly perfon. He iiath loft his fellows.

And ftrays about to find 'em.

Mira. I might call him
A thing divine ; for nothing natural

I ever fav/ fo noble

Pro, It goes on, I fee, \Afide,

As my foul prompts it. Spirit, fine Spirit, I'll free thee

Within two days for this.

Per. Moll fure, the goddefs

On whom thefe ayres attend !
'^ vouchfafe, my pray*r

May know, if you remain upon this Ifland;

And that you will fome good inftru6i;ion give.

How I may bear me here : my primiC requeft

(Which I do laft pronounce) is, O you wonder

!

If you be made or no ?

Mira. No wonder. Sir,

But 9 certainly a maid.

Per,

- - - - -Lend thy hand
And pluck this magick garmentfrom me.

The touch communicated the charm, and its efficacy was to lay her

to fleep. This \h the reafon that Profptro fo often queftions her, as

he proceeds in his ftory, whether /he was attentive: being apprehen-

five the charm might operate too quick, even before he had ended

his relation. Without this interpretation his frequent repetition will

appear extremely cold, and abfurd. For the fame reafon, likewife,

he fays, in conclufion,

Thou art inclined to Jleep. ""Tis a good dulnefs,

jind-ive it way : 1 know thou can'ft not chufe.

-f - _ _ . vouchfafe^ my pray''r

May knonv, j For, / may knoTV. Extremery poetical
j

and moft expreffive of the humility of the Speaker.

9 - —certainly a maid. ] Nothing could be more prettily imagined

to jlluftrate the fingularity of her charadler, than this pleafant

Biiftake. She had been bred up in the rough and plain-dealing do-

cuments of moral philofophy, which teaches us the knowledge of

«ur felves : And was an utter ftranger to the flattery invented by

ticiouc and defigning Men to conupt the other Sex. So that it

cox^A
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Ter. My language I heav'ns

!

I am the bell of them that fpcak this fpeech.

Were S but where 'tis Ipoken !

Fro. I^cw? ihebell?

What vvert thou, if the \. iiig of Naples heard thee ?

Fer. A fingle thinj^. a. I am now, that wonders

To hear thee fpeak o- Naples. He doer near me ;

And, that he doe?, I weep : rry \elf am Naples,

Who, with mine eyes, ^ne^2r iinceat ebb) beheld

The King my father wreck t.

Mira. Akck, for n.ercy !

Fer. Yes, lar h, and ull his lords ; the Duke of Milan,
And his brave fon, being t-.vain.

Pro. TheDake of Milan,

And his more braver daughter, could ' controul thee.

If now 'twere ft to do't : — - At the iirll fight.

They have chang'd eyes: (delicate Ariel^

I'll fet thee free for this.) A word, good Sir.

I fear you've done yourfelf fome wrong : a word—i-

Mira. Whyfpeaks my Father fo ungently? this

Is the third man, that I e'er faw ; the iiril:,

That e'er I ligh'd for. Pity move my father

To be inclin'd my way f

Fer. O, ifa Virgin,

And your affedtion not gone forth, I'll make yoa
The Queen of Naples.

Pro, Soft, Sir: one word more.

They're both in either's power ; but this fwift bufineis

I muft uneafie make, left too light winning

Make the prize light. Sir, one word more; I charge thee.

That thou attend me: thou doft here ufurp

The name thou ow'ft not, and haft put thyfelf

Upon this Illand, as a fpy, to win it

From me, the lord on't.

Fer. No, as I'm a man.

tould not enter into her imagination, that complaifance and a de-

fire of appearing amiable, qualities of humanity which fhe hid been
jinftrufted, in her moral lefTuns, to cultivate, could ever degenerate

into fuch excefs, as that any one fhould be willing to have his fellow-

cfeature believe that he thought her a goddefsoran Immortah
J . controul tbee,

'\ i. c. fhew thee thy error,

Mira,
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Mlra. There's nothing ill can dwell in fuch a temple.

If the ill fpirit have fo fair an houle.

Good things will ftrive to dwell with*t.

Pro. Follow mc
Speak not you for him : he's a traitor. Come,
I'll manacle thy neck and feet together

;

Sea-water (halt thou drink, thy food {hall be

The frcih-brook muflels, wither'd roots, and hufks

Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow.

fer. No,
I will refift fjch entertainment, 'till

Mine enemy has more power.

\He draivs, and is charnidfrom fnoi'ing,

* Mira. O dear father.

Make not too ralh a tryal of him ; for

He's gentle, and not fearful.

Pro. AVhat, I fay.

My foot my tutor ? put thy fword up, traitor.

Who mak'il a fhew, but dar'Il not ftrike ; thy confciencc-

Is fo pofleft with guilt : come from thy ward.

For I can here difarm thee with this flick.

And make thy weapon drop.

Mira. Befeech you, father.

Pro. Hence : hang not on my garment,

Mira. Sir, have pity i

a Mira. dearfather,

Make ni too rajh a trial ofhim j for

1/c' 5 gentle, fl«^ «o? fearful.

This fecms to be a very cdd way of exprefling her ienfe of her

Lover's good qualities. It is certain the beauty of it is not feen at

firft view. Miranday 'till now, had never feen any Mortal (her

father excepted) but Caliban, She had frequently beheld him under

that kind of difcipline which her father here threatens to mfii<ft upoa
lier lover.

/'// ffianaile thy mck andfeet together

:

Sea-ivaterjhah thou drink, thy foodJhall be

Thefrejh-brcok mujfeh, ivither^d roots, and bu/kt

Wherein the acorn cradled.

The pern/erfty of Caliban'' s nature, and the Cowardlinefs of it,

snade punifhmcnt ncceflary, and eafy to be inflifted : Finding there-

fore Ferdinand threatened with the like treatment, out of tender-

Hefs both to her Father and Lover ihe cries-- -H^'i gentle, not like

the favage Caliban, and fo deferves not punifhment ; this fhe ga-

thered from his preceding^ converfation with her-—and not fearf^l^

like that coward, and fo is not to beeafily managed. This fhe col-

kited from his diavyicg his fword, and ftaiiding on his defence.

ru
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I'll be his furety.

Pro. Silence : one word more
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What,
An advocate for an Importer ? hufli

!

Thou think'ft, there are no more fuch (hapes as he,

Having feen but him and Caliban ; foolifh wench

!

To th' moft ofmen this is a Caliban,

And they to him are angels.

Mira. My afFeftions

Are then moft humble: I have no ambition

To fee a goodlier man.

Pro. Come on, obey

;

Thy nerves are in their infancy again.

And have no vigour in them.

Per. So they are :

^ My fpirito, as in a dream, are all bound up.

My father's lofs, the weaknefs which I feel.

The wreck of all my friends, and this man's threats.

To whom I am fubdu'd, were but light to me.

Might T but through my prifononce a day

Behold this maid : all corners elfe o' th' earth

Let liberty make ufe of; fpace enough

Have I, in fuch a prifon.

Pro. It works : come on.

(Thou haft done well, fme Jriel:) follow me.

Hark, what thou elfe (halt do me. [To Ariel.

Mira. Be of comfort.

My father's ofa better nature, fir.

Than he appears by fpeech : this is unwonted.
Which now came from him.

Pro. Thou (halt be as free

As mountain winds ; but then cxaflly do
AH points of my command.

Art. To th' fyllablc.

Pro. Come, follow: fpeak not for him. [^Exeunu

3 ^'^y fP'^f^i ^* '« " drcaWf are all bound ubS\ Alluding to a
common ("tnfation in dreams, when we ftrugele, but with a total im-
puiffance to our endeavours, to run, ftrlke, ©"r

.

Vot.I. C ACT
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A C T II. S C E N E I.

Another Fart of the IJland.^

Enter Alonzo, Seballi^, Anthonioj Gonzalo, Adriaa,.

Franafco, and others.

Gca.TJ ES EECH you. Sir, be merry : you have caufe

TJ (So have we all) of joy ! for our efcape

Is much beyond our lofs ; ^ our flint of v/oe

Is common; ever), uay, feme fail or's wife.

The mailers of fome mferchant, and die merchant.

Have juft our theam of woe;>^t for the miracle,

(I mean our prefervation) few in millions

Can fpeaklikc us: then wifely, good Sir, weigh
Our forrow with our comfort.

Ahn. Pr'ythee, peace. 5

\Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge.

jint. The ^ 'vi{er will not give o'er fo;

^eh. Look, he's winding up the watch of his wit, by

and hy it will ilrike.

Gon. Sir,

^eh. One : Tell,-.,

Gon. When every grief is v;iicertam'd, tliat's ofFer'd ;

comes to the entertainer——— ^

S^eh. A dollor.

Con. Dolour comes to him, indeed ; you \aiXt fpoken

truer than you proposed.

Seh, You have takcR it wifeiier than I meant you

Ihould.

<7ff». Therefore, mj lord. <

4 — our HINT (,f'vooe\ hint ofiuoe, ran fignify only prognoftk

«f woe: which is not the knie required. We fhculd read stint,
i. e. proportion, allotment.

5 All this that lollows after the words Prithee, peace.— to the

words, Ycucram thefe tujrds, Sec. feems to have been interpolated,

fperhaps by the Players) the verfes there beginning sgain ; and all

that is between in profe, not only being very impertinent ftuff, but

xnoft improper and ili-plsc'd drollery, in the mouths of unhappy

fhipwreckt people. There is more of the iame lort interfperfed in

the remaining part of the Scene. Mr. Pcj>e,

6 77je VISITOR Jt'/// net gi-ue o'er Jo.'] This Vijitnr is a Com-
ifcjtex or AdvLfer. We muft read then,

'wisER, /,'. the Advii<;i-. Ant.
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Jnt. Fie, what a fpend-thrift is he of his tongue ?

Alon. I pr'ythee, ipare.

Gon. Well, I have done: but yet

Seb. He will be talking.

Jnt. Which of them, he, orAdriar.y for a good wager,

firft begins to crow ?

Seb. The old cock.

Jfit. Thecockrel.

Seb. Done: the wager?

Jint. A laughter.

Seb. A match.

Jdr. Though this Ifland Teem to be defart

Seb. Ha, ha, ha.—So, you're paid.

Jdr. Uninhabitable, and almoft inaccefTible

Seb. Yet,

JJ,., Yet- •

Jnt. He could not mifs*t.

Jdr. It muft needs be of fubtic, tender, and delicate

temperance.

Jnt. Temperance was a delicate wench.

Seb. Ayy and a fubtle, as he moil learnedly deliver'd.

Jdr. The air breathes upon us here mofl fweetly.

Seb, As if it had lungs, and rotten ones.

Jnt. Or, as 'twere perfum.'d by a fen.

Go7z. Here is every thing advantageous to life.

Ant. True, fave means to live.

Seb. Ofthat there's none or little.

Gou. How lulh and lufty the grafs looks ? how green?

yfnt. The ground indeed is tawny.

Seb. With an eye of green in't.

ylnt. He miffes not much.
Seb. No : he does but mirtake the truth totally.

Gon. But the rarity of it is, which is indeed almoft

beyond credit

Seb. 7 As many voucht rarities are.

Gon. That our garments being (as they were) drench'd
in the fea, hold notwithftanding their frefhnefs and glof-

fes ; being rather new dy'd, thanftain'd with fait water.

7 Ai many 'voiicht rarities are.] A S.itire on the cvinvagnnt Sv-

counis tlut Voysgi;rs then told of the new difcovcrei Wi^rid."

C 2 A^t.
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Jnt. If but one of his pockets could fpcak, would it

not fay, he lies ?

Seb. Ay, or very falfely pocket up his report.

Gon. Methinks, our garments are now as frefh as when
Vv'c put them on firft in ^frick, at the marriage of the

Xing's fair daughter Claribel to the King of 'Tunis,

Seb. *Twas a fweet marriage, and we profper well

in our return.

Jdr. ^unis was never graC*d before with fuch a pa-

ragon to their Queen.
Gon. Not fmce widow Dido's time.

Jnf. Widow, a pox o' that: how came that widow
in ? widow DiJo .?

Seb. What if he had faid, widower JEneas too ?

Good lord, how you take it

!

Jdr. Widow Dido, faid you? you make me ftudy of

that: .hewas oi Carthage, not of Tunis.

X^on. Tiiis Tunis, Sir, was Carthage.

Adr. Carthage ?

Gon. I affare you, Carthage..

Ant. His word is more than the miraculous harp.

Sxb. He hath rais'd the wall, and houfes too.

Ant. What irnpoffible matter will he m.ake eafy next ?

Sfh. I think, he will carry this Ifland home in his

pocket, and give ii; his Ton for an apple.

Ar.t. And fowing the kernels of it in the fea, bring

forth more Iflands.

Gon. Ay,
Ant. Why, in good time.

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments feem

now as frelh, as v/henwe were at Tunis at the marriage of

your daughter, who is now Queen.

Ant. And the rareft that e'er came there.

Seb. Bate, I befeech you, widow Dido.

Art. O, widow Dido ! ay, widow Dido f

Gojs. Is not my doublet, Sir, as freih as the firil: day

T wore it? I mean, in a fort.

Ant. That fort was well iiiVd for.

Gar. When I wore if at your daughter's marriage.]

A/'i'i. You cram chefe words into mine ears aga-nil

rrhc ltom:'.c!i of my i'eiife. Would I had never

Marrle1
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Married my daughter there ! for, coming th^noe

My Ton is loft ; and, in my rate, ihe tooj'

Who is fo far from Itafy remov'd,

I ne'er again (hall fee her : O thoa mine heir

Of Naples and of Milan, what ftrange fifti

Hath made his meal on thee ?

FraM. Sir, he may live.

I faw him beat the furges under him,

And ride upon their backs j he trod the water j

Whofe enmity he flung afide, and breafted

The furge mofl fwoln that met him : his bold head
*Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd

Himfelf with his good arms in lufty ftrokes

To th' ihore ; that o'er Kis wave-worn bafis bow'd.

As ftooping to relieve him : 1 not doubt,

He came alive to land.

jllon. No, no, he's gone.

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourfelf for this great lofs.

That would not blefs our Europe with your daughter,.

But rather lofe her to an African ;

Where fhe, at leaft, is banifh'd from your eye.

Who hath caufe to wet the grief on't.

Mon. Pr'ythee, peace.

$eb. You were kneel'd to, and importunM otherwife

Ey all ofus : and the fair foul herfelf

Wtigh'd between, lothnefs and obedience, at

Which- end the beam fhould bow. We've lofl your fon^

I fear, for ever: Milan and Naples have

More widows in them of this bufinefa' making,

Than we bring men to comfort them :

The fault's your own.

Alon. So is the deareft o'th' lofs,

Gort. My lord Sebafiian,

The truth, you fpeak, doth lack fome gentlenefs.

And time to fpeak it in : you rub the fore.

When you Ihould bring the plaiflcr.

Seb. Very well.

Ant. And moft chirurgeonly.

Gen. It is foul weather in us all, good Sir,

When you are cloudy.

S(b. Foul weather?

C 3 Af/t,
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Jnt. Very foul.

Gon. Had I the plantation of this Ifle, my lord

—

Jnt. He'd fow't with nettle-feed.

Tieh. Or docks, or mallows.

Gon. And were the King on't, what would I do .?

Seb, Scape being drunk, for want of wine.

Gon. •* r th' commonwealth, I would by contraries
** Execute all things : for no kind of traffick

** Would I admit ; no name of magiftrate ;

" Letters fhould not be known ; wealth, poverty,
" And ufe of fervice, none ; contrad, fucceffion,

** Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none j

*' No ufe cfmetal, corPj or wine, or oyl j

** No occupation, all men idle, all,

*^ And women too j but innocent and pure :

'* No Sov'reignty."

Seh. And yet he would be King on't.

Jxt, * The latter end of his commonwealth forgets

the beginning.

Gon. " Ail things in common, nature fliould produce,
^' Without fweat or endeavour. Treafon, felony,
** Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine,
** Would I not have \ but nature fiiould bring forth,

*' Of its o\vn kind, 9 all foyzon, all abundance
*' To feed my innocent people.

Seb. No manying 'mong his fubje£ls ?

Ant. None, man j all idle ; whores and knaves.

Gon. I would with fuch perfedion govern. Sir,

T'excel the golden age.

Seb. Save his Majelly !

Ant. Long live Gonxalol

Gon. And, do you mark me, Sir ?

Jlon. Pr'ythee, no more j thou doft talk nothing to me.

Con. I do well believe your Highnefs ; and did it to

minifter occafion to thefe gentlemen, who are of fuch

fenfible and nim.ble lungs, that they always ufe to laugh

at nothing.

8 The latter- end of his commmiiveahb forgsti tht kjinnin^^.] "^All

this Dialogue is a fine Satire on the Utopian Treatifes of Government,

axid the imprafticable inconfiftent Schemes the\-ein recommended.

9 «// foyzon, all abiif.dance.'} ioyi>ot\Jigr>iJiss the great pletity

«farj thing.

A
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/fit. 'Twas you we laugh'd at.

Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling, am nothing

to you : fo you may continue, and laugh at nothing ftill.

Ant. What a blow was there given ?

Seb An it had not fallen flat-long.

Gon. You are gentlemen of brave metal ; you would
lift the moon out of her fphere, if fhe would continue in

it five weeks without changing.

E7iter Ki'itX playing folemn Mufick.

Seb. We would fo, and then go a bat-fowling.

^4nt. Nay, my good lord, be not angry.

Go7:. No, r warrant you, I will not adventure my dif-

cretion fo weakly : will you Liugh me afleep, for I am
very heavy ?

Jfit. Go, fleep, and hear us.

Alon, What all fo foon afleep ? I wifh, mine eyes

Would with themfelves fhut up my thoughts ; I find^

They are inclined to do fo.

Seb. Pleafeyou, Sir,

'Do not omit the heavy offer of it

:

It feldom vifits forrow j when it doth.

It is a comforter.

Jnt. We two, my lord.

Will guard your perfon, while you .take your reft.

And watch your fafety.

Alon. Thank you : wond'rous heavy

IMjIeep but Seb. and Ant,.

Seb. What a ftrange drowfmefs pofiefTes them ?

Ant. Tt is the quality o' th' climate.

Seb. Why
Doth it not then our eye-lids fink ? I fmd not

Myfelf difpos'd to fleep.

Ant. Nor J, my fpirits are nimble :

They fell together all as by confent.

They dropt as by a thunder-ftroke. What might.

Worthy Sebajiian O, what might no more.
And yet, methinks, I fee it in thy face.

What thou {hould'll be : th' occafion fpeaks thee, and
My ftrong imagination fees a crown
Dropping upon thy head.

Seb. What, art thou waking ?

C 4 AMt.
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Jnt. Do you not hear me fpeak ?

Seb. I do ; and, furely,

It is a ileepy language ; and thou fpeak'ft

Out of thy fleep ; what is it thou didft fay ?

This is a flrange repofe, to be afleep

Wirh eyes wide open : Handing, fpeaking, moving

;

And yet fo faft afleep.

Jnt. Noble Sebajiian^

Thou let'ft thy fortune fleep: die rather: wink'flj

Whilft thou art waking.

Seb. Thou dolt fnore diflinaiy

;

There's meaning in thy fnores.

Jnt. I am more ferious than my cuftom. You
Muft be fo too, if heed me j ' which to do,

Trebles thee o'er.

Seb. Well i I am flanding water.

Ant. ril teach you how to flow.

Ssb. Do fo ; to ebb

Hereditary floth inilrudts me.
Ant. O!

If Tou but knew, how you the purpofe cherifli,

Whiill thus you mock it ; how, in ftripping it.

You more invert it : ebbing men, indeed.

Mod often do fo near the bottom run,.

By their own fear or floth.

Seb. Pr'ythee, fay on ;

The fetting of thine eye and cheek proclaim

A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed.

Which throes thee much to yield.

At:t. Thus, Sir

:

Although this lord of weak remembrance, this,

(Who fliall be of as little memory.
When he is earth'd ;) hath here almoft perfuaded

^

(For he's a fpirit of perfuaflon, only

1 - •— ig.hich to do, Trebles thee oVr.] i. e. follow my adv'ce, and' It

will advance thy fortinc to the height. So Fletcher in \\\% noble Gentle*

manJ J ncnp fee youi- Father'' s boncurs

Trebling uf>cr, you—"
And again In his M^id of tie Mill,

Horv didyou bear her lofs ?

With thy ^/-/^ trebled.

Yet the Oxford Editor alters it tvi. Troubles the net,

Profefie*



Profefles to perfuade) the King, his fon's alive r

'Tis as impoflible that he's undrownM,

As he, that fleeps here, fwims.

Seb. I have no hope,

That he's undrown'd.

^7//. O, out of that no hope,

What great hope have you ? no hope, that way, is

Another way To high an hope, that even

* Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond.

Bat doubt difcovery there. Will you grant, with me.

That Ftrdinand is drown'd ?

Seh. He's gone.

Ant. Then tell me
Who's the next heir of Naples ?

Se^. Claribel.

Ant. She that is Queen of Tunis ; Ihe that dwells

Ten leagues beyond man's life ; ihe that from Naples

Can have no note S unlefs the fun were poft,

(The man i' th' moon's too flow) 'till new-born chins

Be rough and razorable ; fhe, from whom
We were fea-f\v^llow'd ; tho' fome, call again.

May by ihatdelliny perform an aft.

Whereof, wliat's paft is prologue, what to come,

Is yours and my difcharge —
Seb. What Huff is this? how fay you?"

Tis true, my brother's daughter's Queen of 7unit,

So-is fhe heir of Naples ; 'twlxt which regions

I'here is fome fpace.

Ant, A fpace, whofe ev'ry cubit

Seems to cry out, how (hall that Claribel

Meafure us back to Naples ? Keep in funis,

And let Sebajiian wake. Say, this were death

2 Ambition cannot piirct a wink btyondy

But doubt difcovery there.— ^ The meaning i?, i:hat arr.LiUJV

would be lb afFeaed with the pleafmg profpea, that it would doubc

whnher the difcovery, it there made of future greatneis. was a real

reprcfentalion, or only, what f^'ha^efpear, in another place, call'' t

Dream of Adnj-intaze. The Oxford Ed- tor chingti d^uht to drty,

iir.a fo makes^nonfenfe of the whole Scn^-nce ; to pUrce a i^ink ik-

nifi^s to fee or-difcern : and to drzf difcoi'cry fionifi*-? not to fee.
'^f*

that the Sentiment is. If you fee further into th's matter you wUt

r<'t ffc at all.

3 iVc advices by lettrr, Mr. P«/'.

C 5
Th:i{
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That nowhrcth feizM them, wiiy, they were no \^orre

I'han now they are : there be, that can rule Naples,

As well as he that fleeps ; lords that can prate

As amply, and unnecefTarily,

As this Gon'XalQ ; I myfelf could make
^ cliough of as deep chat. O, that you bore
The mind that I do i what a lleep was this

For your advancement ! do you underltand me ?

Seb. Methinks, Ido.
Ant. And how does your content

Tender your own good fortune ?

Seh. I remember,
You did fupplant your brother -Proffro.

Ant. True :

And, look, how well my garments fit upon me

;

Much feater than before. My brother's lervants

Were then my fellows, now they are my men.
Seb. But, for your confcience

Ant. ky^ Sir ; where lyes that ?

If 'twere a kybe, 'twould put me to my flipper :

Bat I feel not this deity va my bofom.

Ten confciences, that lland 'twixt me and Milan

,

^ Candy'd be they, and melt, ere they molefl ?

Here lyes your brother ...

No better than the earth he lyes upon.

If he were that which now he's like, that's dead ;

Whom I with this obedient fteel, tliree inches of it.

Can lay to bed for ever : you doing thus.

To the p^erpetual wink for ay might put

This ancient ^ Moral, this Sir Prudence, who
Should

4. Cindfdbe they, andtndt, eer they molefl \^ i.e. d'd ten con-

iViences play all their tricks with me ; fometimes proving very flub-

barn, and fometimes again as fupple ; now frozen up with co!d, now
liifioived with heat, yet they fhould ne'er moleft, ^c. Shjkej'piar

explains this thought, where in his winter tale he exprefies it thus

diftv-rently,

«-_— ^hofc honcfty tlllnoio

E.ndur''d all iveathen,

5 Thli ancicr.t morsel, this Sir Prudence, &c.] But why mor-

uif How does this charatflerife the perfon fpokcn of ? We muft

"vrr.d Thii ancient Moral.
1. e. this man of old-fafticned honefty, for fuch is his Charaifter.---

An
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Should not upbraid our courfe. For all the reft.

They'll take fuggeftion, as a cat laps milk}

They'll tell the clock to any bufinefs, that.

We fay, befits the hour.

Seb. Thy cafe, dear friend.

Shall be my precedent: as thou got'ft Milan,

I'll come by Naples. Draw thy fword; oneftroke

Shall free thee from the tribute which thou pay'll;

And I the King (hall love thee.

Jfit. Draw together;

And when I rear my hand, do you the like

To fall it on Gon%alo.

Seh. O, but one >^X)rd

Efiter Ariel, imth Mufick and Song.

Jri. My matter through his art forefees the danger.

That you, his friend, are m ; and fends me forth

( For elfe his projea dies) ^ to keep them living.

\_^ings /aGonzalo'j Ear.

Whileyou here dofnoaring lye,

Open-eyd con/piracy

His time doth take:

If of life yen keep a care.

Shake off /lumber and beware

:

A-ivake ! anxsake !

Jnt. Then let us both be fudden.

Gm. Now, good angels preferve the King

!

\They nvake,

Jlon.Whyyhow now, ho ? awake ? why are you drawn?"

Wherefore this ghaftly looking ?

Gon. What's the matter ?

Seb. While we flood here fecuring your repofe,

Ev'n now vve heard a hollow burft of bellowing

Like bulls, or rather lions ; did't not wake you?

Jfi ancient moral is almoft proverbial, in the mouths of Jicentiows

people, to fignify, jnorah toofr'vere, and not fit for the times. This

way of fpcaking is familiar with our Author. Rom. &f JuL Ard

•wby my Lady Wifdom ? hold your tonp'c, good Prudence.

6 ---to keep them living-^ i. e. Alon^o and Antonio } for it wr.s

on their lives that his project depended. Yet the Oxford Editor air

ters them, to you, becaufe in the verfe before, it is faid ---you his

frierj-^ as if, hec&a(e Ariel v/asfent fcrth to fa'ue hisfriend, he could

not have another purpofe in fending him, 'vix. to Jaw hisprokcJ ton.
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It ftrook mine ear moft terribly.

Alon. I heard nothing.

Ant. O, 't^^as a din to fright a monfter's ear ;

To make an earthquake : i^ure, it was the roar

Of a whole herd of lions.

Alo7i. Heard you this ?

Gon. Upon my honour, Sir, I heard a humming.
And tliat a ftrange one too, which did awake me.
I fhak'd you, Sir, and cry'd ;. as mine eyes open*d,

I faw their weapons drawn ; there was a noife.

That's verity. 'Tis beft we Hand on guard

;

Or that we quit this place : let's draw our weapons.

Alon, Lead off this ground, and let's make further

For my poor fon. [fearch

Gon. Heav'ns keep him from thefe bealls

!

For he is, fure, i'th' Ifland.

Alon. Lead away.
Art. Profpero my lord fhall know wh^t I have done.

So, King, go fafely on to feek thy fon.. [_Exeunt.

SCENE 11.

Changes to another part of the IJland.

JEnter Caliban <with a burden of 'zvood ; a noife of
thunder heard.

Cml. '* A LL the infections, that the fun fucks up,

^£\^ " From bogs, fens, flats, on Profper fall,,

and make him
** By inch-meal a difeafe! his fpirits hear me,
** i^nd )-et I needs muft curfc. But they'll not pinch,-
** Fright me with urchin fhews, pitch me i'th' mire,
** Nor lead me,, like a fire-brand, in the dark
" Out of my way, unlefs he bid 'em ; but
** For every trifle are they fet upon me.
** Sometimes like apes, that moe and chatter at me,
** And after bite me ; then like hedge-hog , which
•* Lye tumbling in my bare-footway, and mount
" Their pricks at my foot-fall j fometime am I

** All wound with adders, who with cloven tongues
" Do hifs me into madnefs. Lo I now ! lo ;

Enter Trinculo..

Here comes a fp'rit of his, suid to torment me
Fur
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For bringing wood in (lowly. I'll fall flat

;

Perchance he will not mind me.
Trin. Here's neither bulh nor flirub to bear ofF any

weather at all, and another ftorm brewing ; I hear it fmg
i'th wind; yond fame black cloud, yond huge one," looks

like a foul bumbard that would fhed his liquor. If it

ihould thunder as it did before, I know not where to

hide my head : yond fame cloud cannot chufe but fall by
pailfuls —What have we here, a man or a filh ? dead
or aiive ? a fifh ; he fmells like a fiih : a very ancient and
filh-like fmell. A kind of, not of the newefl, PoorJohn :

a ftrange fifh !
" Were I in England nov/y as once I was,

" and had but this fiih 'painted, not an holiday-fool
" there but would give a piece of filver. There would
" this monfler make a man ; ^ any ftrange beaft there
" makes a man ; when they will not give a doit to re-
'^ lieve a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to fee a dead
" Indian^ Legg'd like a man I and his fins like arms

!

warm o' my trotli! I do now let loofe my opinion,

hold it no longer, this is no fifh, but an Iflander that hath
lately fufFer'd by a thunder-bolt. Alas ! the ftorm is

come again. My beft way is to creep under his gaber-

dine : there is no other fhelter hereabout j
" mifery ac-

" quaints a man with ftrange bed-fellows :
" I will here

fhrowd 'till the dregs of the ftorm be paft.

Enter Stephano, fmging.

Ste. IJhall no more to fea.tofea^ here/hall I die a-fi^ore.

This is a very fcurvy tune to fing at a man's funeral

;

well, here's my comfort. {Drinks,

7 Looks lih <i_/c«/ Bumbard] AlargeVefTel for holding Drink,

a? well as the Piece of Ordnance fo call'd. Mr. Theobald.

8 Any jlrange beaji tbire mah: a man 'y] I cannot but think this

Satire very juft upon our Countrymen : who have been always very

ready to make Denifons of the whole Tribe of the Pitheci, and

compliment them with the Dcnum Ci'vitatis, as appears by the names
in ufe. Thus Monkey, which, the Etymologjfts tell us, comei

ixom Monkin, ^ii3,*j//(/r, homunculus. Baboon, from 5*3^^, rh-: ter-

mination denoting addition and increment, a large Bate. Mui.tjgre

fpeaks its or.gmal. And when they have brought their Surnames
with them from their native Country, as Ape^ the rcmmcn people

hivtasit w«re Ciyiilen'd them-by the addition oi Jack-an -Ape.

Cal.
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Sings. The M^fitr^ the f'wabher, the hoatfivaain and 7,

T^he gunner^ and his matSy

Lo'vd ivlall, Meg, and Marrian, and Margery,
But none of us car dfor Kate ;

For Poe had a ToTigue <uiith a tang.

Would cry to a failor^ go hang :

She lo'vd not thefavour of tar nor ofpitch.
Yet a taylor mightfcratch her, 'vjhere-e^erjhe did itch,

Then tofea,boys,and let her go hang.

This is a fcurvy tune too : but here's my comfort. \_Drinhs.

Cal. Do not torment me, oh

!

Ste. What's the matter? 9 have we devils here? do you
put tricks upon's with falvages, and men of hide? ha?

I have not 'fcap'd drowning, to be afraid now of your

four legsi for it hath been faid, as proper a man, as ever

went upon four legs, cannot make him give ground ; and

it Ihall be faid fo again, while Stephana breathes at his

Fiofb-ils.

Cat The fpirit torments me : oh

!

Ste. This is fome monfter of the Ifle with four legs,

who has got, as I take it, an ague : where the devil

fliould he learn our language? I will give him fome relief,

if it be but for that : if I can recover him, and keep him
tame, and get to Naples with him, he's a prefcnt for any

Emperor that ever trod on neats-leather.

Cal. Do not torment me, pr'ythee ; I'll bring my
wood home faller.

6"/^. He's in his fit now ; and does not talk after the

wifeft: he (hall tafte of my bottle. If he never

drunk wine afore, it will go near to remove his fit : if I

can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take too

much for him. ; he iliall pay for him, that hath him, and

that foundly.

9" Hcptit "u^ devih here ? '—— Salvages and men o,*^Inde ? your

four legs. \\ All this is a pleafant ridicule of MaundeinW % relations in

his Voyages. JVho pretended to ha-ve tra'veled thro'' an enchaunted

Vale clepen the i<ale of Denjclci, ivbich Vale, fays he, is alls fulle of

De-veles, andhathe ben alletveys. And Men jeyn there, that it is en

of the entrees efHslle. The fame Author likewife in his account of

the Salvages ard Men cflnde has tranfciibed, as of his own knovT-^

ledge, ail the fables of P//ny concerning men with long Ears, one

Eye, one Foot, without Heads, &c,

Cal.



The Temt»est. ?9

Cal Thou doll me yet but little hurt ; thou vnh anon,

I know it, by thy trembling : now Pro/per works upon

thee.

Ste. Come on your ways ; open your mouth ; here is

that which will give language to you, Cat; open your

mouth J this will ftiake your (haking, I can tell you, and

that foundly : you cannot tell who's your friend ; open

your chaps again.

Trin. I ftiould know that voice : it fhould be but

he is drowTiM ; and thef§ are devils ; O ! defend me.—-

Ste. Four legs and two voices ; a moft delicate mon-

ger !
" his forward voice now is to fpeak well of his

" friend ; his backward voice is to fpatter foul fpeeches,

«* and to detract." If all the wine in my bottle will re-

cover him, I will help his ague : come : Jmen / I will

pour fome in thy other mouth.

Trin. Stephano!

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me ? mercy ! mercy

!

this is a devil, and no monfter ; I will leave him j I

have no long fpoon.

Trin. Stephana! If thou beeft Stephana, touch me,

and fpeak to me i for I am Trinculo '» be not afraid, thy

good friend Trinculo.

Ste. \i thou beeft Trinculo, come forth, I'll pull thee

by the leffer legs : if any be Trinculo''^ legs, thefe are

they. Thou art very Trinculo indeed : how cam'ft thou

to be the fiege of this ^moon-calf ? can he vent Trinculo's ?

Trin. 1 took him to bekilFd withathunder-ftrokerbut

art thou not drown'd, Stephana? I hope now, thou art

not drownM : is the ftorm over-blown ? I hid me under

the dead moon-calf's gaberdine, for fear of the ftorm :

and art thou living i'/f^^flwo? O Stephana, two Neapo-

litans 'fcap'd

!

Ste. Pr'ythee, do not turn me about, my ftomach is

not conftant.

Cal. Thefc be fine things, an if they be not fprlghts

:

that's a brave god, and bears celellial liquor : 1 will

kneel to him.

Ste. How didft thou 'fcape ? howcam'ft thou hither ?

1 Mcon-calff'\ It was imagined that the Moon had an ill influence

on the infant's underilanding. Hence Idiots were called Mjon-cal-ves,

fwear.
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fvrear, by this bottle, how thou cam'H hither: I efcap'd

upon a butt of fack, which the failors heav'd over-board,

by this bottle! which I made of the bark of a tree, with

mine own hands, fince I was c5^ a-fhore.

Cal. I'll fwear upon that bottle, to be thy trujc

{ubjed ; for the liquor is not earthly.

Ste. Here : fwear then, how efcip'dft thou ?

7rin. Sworn a-fhore, man, like a duck ; I can fwim
like a duck, I'll be fworn.

Ste. Here, kiis the book. Though thou canft fwim"

like a duck, thou art made like a goofe.

Trin. O Stephanoy hail any more of this ?

Ste. The whole butt, man ; my cellar is in a rock

by th' fea-fide, where my wine is hid. How now,
moon-calf, how does thine ague ?

Cal. Haft thou not dropt from heav'n ?

Ste. Out o'th' moon, I" do affure thee. I was the

man in th' mooa when time was.

Cal. I have (^tn thee in her ; and I da adore thee

:

my miftrefs ihew'd me thee, and thy dog and thy bu(h.

Ste. Come, fwear to that; kifs the book* I will fur-

nifh it anon with new contents : fwear.

Trin. By this good light, this is a very fhallow mon-
fter : ^ I afraid of him ? a very fhallow moniler : the man
i'th moon ? a moft poor credulous monfter : well

drawn, monfter, in good footh.

Cal. ril fhew thee every fertile inch o':h* Ifie, and

I will kifs thy foot: I pfythee, be my god.

Trin. By this %hr, a moft perfidious and drunken

monfter ; when his god's afleep, he'll rob his bottle.

Cal. Til kifs thy foot. I^ll'fv/ear myfelf thy fubjed.

St£. Come on then ; down, and fwear.

Trifi. I fhall laugh my{e^i^ to death at this puppy-
headed monfter : a moft fcurv)' monfter I could find =

in my heart to beat him—
Ste. Come, kifs.

2 /afraid of him? a very JhaItem' fHcr.ffer, ire.] It is to be ob-

ferved that Trintu's the fpeakeris not charged vikh ou.nv afraid : but
it was his Confcioufnefs that he vas 'o that drew this Ui'gg from
him. This is Nature.

Trin-
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7V/^, . But that the poor monftcr's in drink: an

abominable monfter

!

T,rt t t .l

Cal. " ril (hew thee the beft fprmgs; I H pluck thee

"
I'll filh for thee, and get thee wood enough, [berries,

* A plague upon the tyrant that I ferve !

" I'll bear him no more flicks, but follow thee,

" Thou wond'rous man.
'

Trin. A moft ridiculous monfter, to make a wonder

of a poor drunkard.

Cal. " I pr'ythee, let me bring thee where crabs grow,

«' And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts

;

" Shew thee a jay's nefl, and inftrudthee how
" To fcare the nimble marmazet ; I'll bring thee

" To cluft'ring filberds, and fometimes I'll get thee

« 5YoungShamois from the rock. Wilt thou go with me?

Ste, I pr'ythee now, lead the way without any more

talking. Trincub, the King and all our company elfe

being drown'd, we will inherit here. Here bear my

bottle ; follow Trinculo, well fill him by and by again.

Cal. \Si7tgs drunkenly:] Tarenjjely majhn fargnvel,

fareixjel.

Trin. A howling monfter r a drunken monfter.

Cal. No more dams Fll makefor fijh,

Nor fetch infiring at requiring.

Nor fcrape trencher, nor ^ojajh dijh,

Ban\ Ban, Cacalyban

Has a neiv mafier, get a ne'W man.

Freedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom ! freedom, hey-

day, freedom

!

Bte. O brave monfter, lead the way. {Exeunt

3 Young ScAMZL% from the rock] We fhould read Shamois,

f . e. young Kids,

ACT IIT. SCENE I.

^^'orf Profpero' J CelL

Enter Ferdinand, bearing a log.

f.-r.nPHERE be fome fports are painful, but their

\ labour

Delight in them fets off: fome kinds of bafenefs

Are
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Are nobly undergone, and moft poor matters
Point to rich ends. This my mean tafk wou'd be
As heavy to me, as 'tis odious, but
The miftrefs, which I ferve, quickens what's dead.
And makes my labours pleafures; O, flie is

Ten times more gentle, than her father's crabbed:
And he's compos'd of harfhnefs. I muft move
Some thoufands of thefe logs, and pile them up.
Upon a fore injundlon. My fweet miftrefs
Weeps when ihe itt^ me work, and fays, fuch bafenefs
Had ne'er like executer; I forget;
But thefe fweet thoughts do ev'n refrefh my labour,
Moft bufie-lefs, w^hen I do it.

£*/^r Miranda ; ^WProfpero, at a dijlance tmfeex.

Mira. Alas ! now, pray you,
Work not fo hard ; 1 would the lightning had
Burnt up thofe logs, that thou'rt enjoin'd to pile

:

Pray, fct it down and reft you ; when this burns.
Twill weep for having weary'd you ; my father

I« hard at ftudy ; pray now, reft yourfelf 5

He's fafe for thefe three hours.

Fer. O moft dear miftrefs.

The fun will fet before I ihall difcharg^

What I muft ftrive to do.

Mlra. Ifyou'll fit do^\^^,

I'll bear your logs the while. Pray, give me that;
I'll carry 't to the pile.

Fer, No, precious creature,

I'd rather crack my fmews, break my back.
Than you ftiould fuch diftionour undergo,
While I fit lazy by.

Mira. It would become me,
As well as it does you i and I fhould do it.

With much more eafe ; for my good will is to it.

And yours it is againft.

Pro. Poor worm I thou art infe(Sied j

This vifitation ftievvs it.

Mira. You look wearily.

Fer, No, noble miftrefs ; *tis frefh morning with me.
When you are by at night. I do befecch you,

(Chiefly
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(Chiefly that I might fet it in my prayers)

What is your name ?

Mira, Miranda. O my father,

I've broke your heft to fay fo.

Fer. A^mir'A Miranda!

Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth

What's deareft to the World ! full many a lady

Tve ey'd with bell regard, and many a time

Th' harmony of their tongues hathmto bondage

Brought my too diligent ear ; for feveral virtues

Have I lik'd feveral women, never any

With fo full foul, but fom.e defeft in her

Did quarrehvith the noblell grace (he ow'd.

And put it to the foil. But you, O you.

So perfea, and fo peerlefs, arc created

Of every creature's beft.

Mira. I do not know

One ofmy fex ; no woman's face remember,

Save from my glafs mine own j nor have I leen

More that I may call men, than you, good friend.

And my dear father ; how features are abroad.

I'm fkihefs of; but, by my modefty,

(The je-.vel in my dower) I would not wilh

Any companion In the world but you;

Nor can imagination form a fhape,

Befides yourfelf, to like of. But I prattle

Something too wildly, and my father s precepts

I therein do forget.

Fer. I am, in my condition,

A Prince, Miranda ; I do think, a King

;

(I would, not fo!) and would no more endure

This wooden flavery, than I would fufFer

The flefh-fly blow my mouth. Hear my foul fpeak i

The very inftant that I faw you, did

My heart fly to your fervice, there refides

To make meflave to it, and for your fake

Am I this patient log-man.

Mira. Do you love me ?

Fer. O heav'n, O earth, bear witnefs to this found,

And crown what I profefs with kind event,

If I fpeak true ; if hollowly, invert
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What beft is beaded me, to mifchief ! f,

Beyond all limit of what clfe i'th' world.

Do love, prize, honour you.

Mira. I am a fool,

To weep at what Tm glad of.

Pro. Fair encounter

Oftwo moft rai'e afFedions f heav'ns rain grace.

On that which breeds between 'em !

Fer. Wherefore weep you l

Mira. At mine unwonhinefs, that dare not offer.

What I deiire to give ; and much lefs take.

What I Ihall die to want; but this is trifling y
And all the more it feeks to hide itfelf.

The bigger bulk it fliews. Hence, baihful cunning i-

And prompt me, plain and holy innocence.

I am your wife, ifyou will marry me y
If not, I'll die your maid ; to be your fellow

You may deny me ; but I'll be your fervant.

Whether you will or no.

Fer. My miftrefs, deareft.

And I thus humble ever.

Mira. My hufband then ?

Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing

As bondage e'er of freedom ; here's my hand.

Mira. And mine, with,my heart in'^t j and now farewcl,

'Till half an hour hence.

Fer. A thoufand, thoufand. [Exeunt,

Fro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be.

Who are furpriz'd withal j but my rejoicing

At nothing can be more. I'll to my book j

For yet, ere fupper time, mull I perform

Much bufinefs appertaining. [Exit.

S C E N E II.

Changes to another part of the IJlandi

Enter Caliban, Stephano and Trinculo.

^te. Tell not me ; when the butt is out, we will

drink water, not a drop before ; therefore bear up,and
board 'em, fervant-moniler ; drink to me.

*Frin. Servant-monller ! the foily of this ifland ! they .
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fay, there's but five upon this ifle ; we are three of them,

if the other two be brain'd like us, the ftate totters.

Ste. Drink, fervant-monfler, when I bid thee ;
thy

eyes are almoil: fet in thy head.

Trin. Where (hould they be fet elfe? he were a

brave monfter indeed, if they were fet in his tail.

Ste. My man-monfter hath drown'd his tongue m
fack • for 'my part, the fea cannot drown me. I fwam,

ere I could recover the Ihore, five and thirty leagues,

off and on ; by this light, thou Ihalt be my lieutenant,

moniler, or my ftandard. n j j

Trh. Your lieutenant, if you lift ; he's no ftandard.

S/e. We'll not run, monfieur monfter.

Trin. Nor go neitiier : but youMl lie like dogs and

yet fay nothing neither.

Su, Moon-calf, fpeak once in thy life, if thou beeft

a good moon-calf.

Ca/. How does thy honour? let me lictc thy Ihoe ;

ril not lerve him, he is not valiant.

Trin. Thou lieft, moft ignorant monfter, I am in

cafe to i
ftle a conftable ; why, thou deboftiM fifti thou,

was mere ever a man a coward ;hat hath drunk fo much

fack as 1 to day ? wilt thou tell a monftrous lie, being

but half a fifh, and half a mo.ifter ?

Cal. Lo, how he mocks me : wilt thou let him, my

^Hn. Lord, quoth he ! that a monfter ftiould be fuch

a natural !

, , t » i.

Cal . 0, lo, 'again ; bice him to death, I pr ythee.

Ste Trinculo, keep - good tongue in your head j if

you prove a mutineer, th.^ next tree the poor mon-

fter's my lableil, and -r fhall nor -affer indignity.

CaL i thank my ncbic lord. V/ilt thou be pleas d

to hearken once a^.-. .< to the iuit I made to thee ?

Ue. Many, Will ^ kneel and repeat it ; I will ftand.

and lo ftiali rir:

li- Ariel in<vifihle.

CaL As r told u : before, I am fubje^ to a tyrant,

a forcerer, that b; .s cunning hath cheated me of the

Iftand.

Ari. Thou licit.

Cal.
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Cai. Thou Heft, thon jefting monkey, thou j

I would, my valiant mailer would deftroy thee ;

I do not lie.

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in's talc,

by this hand, I will fupplant fomeof your teeth.

Trin. Why, I faid nothing.

Ste. Mum then, and no more ; proceed.

Cal. I fay, by forcery he got this ille j

From me he got it. If thy greatnefs will

Revenge it on him, (for, I know, thou dar'i^

But this thing dares not.
)

Ste. That's moft certain.

Cal. Thou {halt be lord of it, and Til ferve thee.'

Ste. How now lliall this be compaft ? canil thou bring

me to the party ?

Cal. Yea, yea, my lord, V\\ yield him thee aflcep.

Where thou may'ft knock a nail into his head.

Jri. Thou lieft, thou canll not.

Cal. What a py'd ninny's this ? thou fcurvy patch !

I do befeech thy greatnefs, give him blows.

And take his bottle from him ; when that's gone.

He Ihall drink nought but brine, for I'll not Ihew him
Where the quick frefhes are.

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger : interrupt

the monller one word further, and, by this hand, I'll

turn my mercy out of doors, and make a Ilock-fiih of

thee.

Trin. Why, what did I? I did nothing; I'll go fur-

ther off.

Ste. Didft thou not fay, he ly'd ?

Jri. Thou lieft.

Ste. Do I fo ? take you that. [Beats him.

As you like this, give me the lie another time.

Trin. I did not give thee the lie ; out o' your witr,

and hearing too ? A pox o' }''our bottle ! this can fack

and drinking do. A murrain on your monfter, and the

devil take your fingers!

Cal. Ha, ha, ha.

Ste. Now, forv,ard with y©ur tale ; pr'ythee. Hand
further off.

CaL
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Cal. Beat him enough ; after a little time

I'll beat him too.

Ste. Stand further. Come, proceed.

Cal. Why, as I told thee, 'tis a cnftom with him
Tth' afternoon to fleep ; there thou may 'ft brain him.
Having firfl: feiiz'd his books : or with a log

Batter his (kull, or paunch him with a ilake.

Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Remember,
Firft to poffefs his books ; for without them
He's but a fot, as I am ; nor hath not

One fpirit to command. They all do hate him.
As rootedly as I. Burn but his books ;

He has brave utenfils, (for fo he calls them,)

Which when he has an houfe, he'll deck withal.

And that moil deeply to confider, is

The beauty of his daughter ; he himfelf

Calls her a non-pareil : 1 ne'er faw woman.
But only Sycorax my dam, and (he :

But (he as far furpaffes Sycorax,

As greateft does the leail.

Ste. Is it fo brave a Lafs ?

Cal. Ay, lord ; fhe will become thy bed, I warrant.

And bring thee forth brave brood.

Ste. Monfter, I will kill this man : his daughter and
I will be King and Queen, fave our Graces .* and Trin-

chIo and thy felf fhall be Vice-Roys. DoH thou like

the plot, Trinculo?

Trin. Excellent.

Ste. Give me thy hand J I am forry, I beat thee: but,

while thou liv'il, keep a good tongue in thy head.

Cal Within this half hour will he be afieep ;

Wilt thou deftroy him then ?

Ste. Ayy on my honour.

Ari. This will I tell my mailer.

Cal, Thou mak'ft me merry ; I am full of pleafurc ;

Let us be jocund. Will you troul the catch,

You taught me but while-ere ?

Ste. At thy requeft-^ monfter, 1 will do reafon, any
rcafon : ct)me on, Trinculo, let us fmg. ['^%-^-

Flout 'fw, and shout 'em j and shut '*/«, end fiont
Urn i thought isfree,

C^.
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CaL That's not the tune.

[Ariel plays the Tune on a Tahor and Pipe.

Ste. What is this fame ?

Trin. This is the tune of our catch, plaid by the

pifture of no-body.

Sfe. If thou be'fi: a man, fnew thy felf in the like-

nefs ; if thou be'ft a devil, take't as thou I'lH.

Trin. O, forgive me my fms

!

Ste. He that dies, pays all debts : I defie thee. Mer-
cy upon us

!

Cal. Art thou afraid ?

Ste.. No, monfler, not T.

Cal. Be not afraid ; the ifle is f;i •i of noifes.

Sounds, and fweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not.

Sometimes a thoufand twanging inftraments

Will hum about mine ears, and iometimes voices

;

That, if I then had wak'd afier long fleep.

Will make me fleep again ; and then in dreaming.

The clouds, methought, would open, and fliew riches

Ready to drop upon me j that v\ hen I wak'd,

I cry'd to dream again.

Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, where
I ftiall have my mufick for nothing.

Cal. When Profpero is deftroyM.

Ste. That fhall be by and by : I remember the ftor/.

Trin. The found is gomg away ; let's follow it, and

after do our Work.
Ste. Lead, monfler ; we'll follow. I would I could

fee this taborer. He lays it on.

Trin. Wilt come ? I'll follow Stephafio. {^Exeunt.

SCENE HI.

Ch/^nges to another Part of the Ifand.

^/r/^rAlonfo, Seballian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, Adi-ian,

Francifco, i^c.

G<?«.T5 Y'R lakin, I can go no further. Sir,

_£J My old bones ake : here's a maze trod, indeed,

Through forth-rights and meanders ! by your patience,

1 needs muft reft me.

Aim.
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Alctt. Old lord, I cannot blame thee.

Who am my felf attached with wearinefs.

To th' dulling of my fpirits ; fit down and reft.

Ev'n here I will put offmy hope, and keep it

No longer for my flatt'rer : he is drown'd.

Whom thus we ftray to find, and the fea mocks
Our fruflrate fearch on land. Well, let him go.

Jnt. I am right glad that he*s fo out of hope.

Do not, for one repulfe, forego the purpofe

That you refolv'd t'effeft.

Seb. The next advantage

Will we take throughly.

.4nt, Let it be to night j

For, now they are opprefs'd with travel, they

Will not, nor cannot, ufe fuch vigilance.

As when they're frefli.

Seh. I fay, to night : no more.

Solemn andJirange mtifick i and Prolpefo on the top, tn^vU

fible. Enter fe'veralJirange^apes, bringing in a ban-

quet; and dance about it iKiith gentIs actions offaluta-

tion \ and, in-viting the King, &c. to eat, they depart.

Alon. What harmony is this? my good friends, hark!

Gon. Marvellous fwcet mufick !

Abn. Give us kind keepers, heaven [ what were thefe;

Seb. A living drollery. Now I will believe.

That there are unicorns j that, in Arabia

There is one tree, the phoenix' throne ; one phofnix

At this hour reigning there.

Ant. I'll believe both

:

And what docs elfe want credit, come to me.

And I'll be fworn 'tis true. Travellers ne'er did lie,

Though fools at home condemn 'em.

Gon. If jn Naples

I Ihould report this now, would they believe me f

If I (hould fay, I faw fuch lilandcrs

:

(For, certes, thefe are people of the ifland)

Who tho' they arc of monHrous fhapCj yet, note.

Their manners are more gentle, kind, than of
Our human generation you Ihall fjid

Many j nay, almoll any*

Vol. I. D Prt.
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Pro. Honeft lord,

Thou haft faid well ', for fome of you there prefent

Are worfe than devils.

Alon. I cannot too much mufe.

Such Ihapes, fuch gefture, and fuch found, expreffing

(Although they want the ufe of tongue) a kind
Of excellent dumb difcourfe.

"^ Pro. Praife, in departing.'

Fran. They vanilh'd ftrangely.

Seb, No matter, fmce
They've left their viands behind ; for we have ftomaChs.

Wilt pleafe you tafte of what is here ?

Jlon. Not I. [boys,

Gon. F^ith, Sir, you need not fear. When we were
"Who would bejieve, that there were mountaineers,

Dew-lapt like bulls, whofe throats had hanging at 'em
Wallets of flelh, or that there were fuch men,
Whofe heads flood in their breafts ? which now we find,

s Each pptter out on five for one will bring us

Good warrant of-

Jlon. I will ftand to, and feed.

Although my laft ; no matter, fince I feel

The beit is paft. Brother, my lord the Duke,
Stand to, and do as we.

S € E N E IV.

thunder and lightfimg. Enter Ariel like a harpy, clafs

his njoings upon the table, and ^jjith a queint device th£

banquet ^vanijhes.

Ari. You are three men of fm, whom deftiny

(That hath to inftrum.ent this lower world,

And

4 Pro* Praife in departing.'] This is a fairarm. They were

prai Ting the mufic and attendaiiceof this viHon^ry Entert.unrrent :

but their commendation? woe too haRy, for the Banquet was pre-

itrtly lr.?tciied from th,em : fo that the rru.^jc was only a preiud-

to a' Mockery. Prcfpsro therefore fays. Stay ysu- pratj'e: 'tiii yru

bate ended \cur ei.tertainment.

Praise in depart ir.t^.

The phrafe alludes to the cullom of Guef^s praifing their ente'r-

tainment when they rife from the Banquet.

5 Each putter out on f.-vc fir ore ] A Satireon the Voyagers of

• iot time, who ]iad juil difrovered ? j.^w Worid j and, as v/as na-

tui-a!.
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And what is in't) the never-furfeited fea
Harh caufed to belch up; and on this Ifland
Where mnn doth not inhabit, you 'mongft men
Being mofl unfit to live. I have made you mad ;

And ev'n with fuch like valour men hang and drown
Their proper ftlves. You fools f I and my fellows
Are minifters of fate ; the elements,
Of whom your fwoids are tempered, may as well
Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at llabs
Kill the ftill-cloiing waters, as diminilh
One down thai's in my plume : my fellow -miniilers
Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt.
Your f^^ords are now too maffie ibr your ilrengths.
And will not be up-lifted. But remember,
(For that's my bufinefs to you) that you three
From Milan did fupplant good Profpero :

Expos'd unto the fea (which hath requit it)

Him, and his innocent child ; for which foul deed
The powers delaying, not forgetting, have
Incens'd the feas and fhores, yea, all the creatures,
Againft your peace: thee of thy fon, A'lonfo,
They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me,
Ling'ring perdition, worfe than any death
Can be at once, fliall ftep by ftep attend
You and your ways; whofe vvrath togaard you from
(Which here in this moil defolate Ific elf^alls
Upon your heads,) is nothing but heart'slorrow.
And a clear life enfuing.

He^amf^ss in thunder: then, to foft muftck. Enter the
Jhapes again, and dance n^ith mops and mo-jjes, and
iarryi7ig out the table.

Pro. Bravely the figure of this harpy hafl thou
Perform'd, my Jriel ; a grace it had, devourincr •

Of my inftrudtion haft thou nothing 'bated,
°

In v/hat thou hadft to fay : fo wi^h good life.
And obfervation ftrange, my meaner minifters
Their feveral kinds have done ; my high charms work.

Vent'f y^- ''''''^Y^^^'
^«^""t« oi the woniers of it. Their

or;^^:;;':>:^tr "''""''' '^

" ^'^ '^''^ ^^^^^ ^'=™>

^ i And
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Andthefe, mine enemies, are all knit up
In their diftradlions: they are in my power ;

And in thefe fits I leave them, whilft I vifit

Young Ferdinand, (whom they fuppofe is drown*d,)

And his and my lovM darling.

{Exit Profpero/rc/« above,

Gon. Fth* name offomething holy. Sir, why ftand you
'In this ftrange ftare ?

Jlon, O, it is monftrous ! monftrous

!

** Methoughts,,the billows fpoke, and told me of it

;

" The winds did fing it to me ; and the thunder,
" That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd
'* The Name oi Pr^fper: it did bafe my trefpafs.

Therefore my fon i' th' ooze is bedded ; and

I'll feek him deeper than e'er plumniet founded,

yind with him there lye mudded. {Exit^

Self. But one fiend at a time,

I'll fight their legions o'er,

Jnf, I'll be thy fecond. {Exeunt.

Gon. All three of them are defperatc ; " tlieir great

.guilt,

" Likepoifon giv'n to work a great time after,

** Now 'gins to bite the fpirits. I do befeech you.

That are of fi^plcr,joints, follow them fwiftly.j

And hinder them from what this ecllafie

May now provoke them to.

j'.dri. Follo^j^f, I pray you. l^Exeum.

A C T IV. S C E N E I.

ProfperoV Cell.

Enter Profpero, Ferdinand, and Miranda,

fro. 1 F I have too aufterely puniih'd you,

1 Your compenfation makes amends \ for I

Have giv'n you here a (a) thread of mine own life :

Or that for which I live ; w^hom once again

I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations

Were but my trj'als of thy love, and tliou

(7^;-';irwi— Mr. rbecbah!,'- wis. third.'^

Jbia!t
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Haft llrangely flood the teft. Here, afore heaven,

1 ratify this my rich gift: O Fcrdinandy

Do not fmile at me, that I boaft her of/;

For thou Ihalt find, (he will outflrip all praife.

And make it halt behind her.

Fer. I believe it,

Againil an oracle.

Pro. Then as my gift, and thine own acquifi'tioii'

Worthily purchased, take my Daaghter. But
** If thou doft break her ^ virgin-knot, before
'* All fanftimonious ceremonies may
" With full and holy Rite be miniiler'd,
*' No fv>'eet afperfions fhall the heav'ns let fall

** To make this contraft grow : but barren hate,
** Sour-ey'd difdain, and difcord fhall beftrew
** The union ofyour bed with weeds fo loathly,

** That you Ihall hate it both : therefore take heed^.

As Hymen % lamps fhall light you.

Fer. As I hope
For quiet days, fair ifTue, and long life.

With fuch love as 'tis now ; the murkiefl den.

The mofl opportune place, the fhong'fl fuggeflion

Otir worfer G^»/«j can, fliali never melt

Mine honour into lull ; to take av/ay

The edge of that day's celebration.

When I fhall think or Thahus' ileeds are foundcr'd^

Or night kept chain'd below.

Pro. Fairly fpoke.

Sit tlien, and talk with her, fhe is thine own.

What, Ariel', my induftrious fervant, Ariel -^-mm.

SCENE II.

F,Kter Ariel.

Art. What would my potent mailer ? here I am.
Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your laft fervicc

Did worthily perform ; and I mull ufe you
In fuch another trick ; go, 7 bring the rabble,

6 tlrgin-inoty-"-'\ Alluding to the Latin phrafe cf Zonam

7 ^"bringtit rahble,} i, e. of fpirits,

D'3; O'er
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O'er whom I give thee power, here to thisplace :,

Incite them to quick motion, for I muft
Bellow upon the eyes of this young couple
Some vanity of mine art; it is my promife.
And they expert it from me.
Jru Prefently?

Fro, Ay, with a twink.
Ari. Before you can fay. Gome, and go>.

And breathe twice; and cry, fo, fo ;

Each one, tripping on his toe.

Will be here v/ith m.op and mow.
Do you love me, mafter ? no ?

Pro. Dearly, my delicate ^;vV/; do not approach,
'Till thou dofl hear me call.

Art. Well, I conceive. \_Exit.
Fro. Look, thou be true j do not give dalliance

Too much the rein; the Urongefl oaths are flraw
To th' fire i*th' Mood : be more abflcmious,
Or eife, good-night., your vow!

Fer. I warrant you, Sir

;

The white, cold, virgin-fnow upon my heart
Abates the ardour of my liver.

Fro, Well.

Kow come, my Ariel', « bring a corollary.
Rather than want a fpirit; appear, and pertly ' »

No tongue; all tyt%\ be filent. {To Ferdinand.

{^oft MuftcL

SCENE III.

A MAS^E. Enter his.

Iris Ceres, moll bounteous lady, thy rich leas

Of wheat, rye, barley, fetches, oats, and peafe ;

Thy turfy mountains, where live nibling fheep,

And fiat meads thatch'd with ilover, them to keep ;

Thy banks with piony'd, and tiilip'd brims,

8 bring a corollary,] CoroUarinm fignifies what we call fw-

pernurKerary, or, what is more than jufi: fufEcient. Xhe word 3»?.s

kere a fmgular propriety and elegance.. For corollar:av:ert, arrjoncft

the Romaris, the little gifts ei^'en to the people when plays were ex-
hibited to them z$. their p-ablic feftivals ; and corolla crowns givdn to

thole Adors who p leafed more than ordinary.

Which
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Which rpungy JpriUt thy heft betrims.

To make cold nymphs chafte crowns ; and thy {a) brown

groves,

Whofe ftiadow the difmifled batchelor loves.

Being lafs-lorn ; thy " pale-clipt vineyard,

And thy fea-marge fteril, and rocky-hard^

Where thou thyfelf do'il air; the Queen o' th' fky,

Whofe- wat'ry arch and mefTenger am T,

Bids thee leaVe thele ; and with her Sov'reign Graces

Here on this grafs-plot, in this very place,^

To come and fport ; her peacocks fly amain:

Approach, rich Cere^j hec to entertain.

Enter Ceres;

Cer. Hail, many-co!our*d mefTenger, that ne*ef

'

Doft difobey the wife of Jupiter :

Who, with thy faffron wings, upon my flowers

Diffafeft honey drops, refrefliing fliowers j

And with each end of thy blue bow do'ft crowrt

My bofky acres, and my UTiflirub'd down,

Rich Ic rf to my pr^oud earth r why hath thy Qucern

Summoned me hither, to this fliort-grafs green ?

Iris. A contrail of true love to celebrate,

And fome donation freely to eftate

On the blefs'd lovers.

Cer- Teil me, heavenly bow.

If Venus cr her fon, as thou do'ft know,

Bo not attend the Queen : fmce they did plot

The means, that duflcy Dis my daughter got,

9 Thy POLE-CLIPT iiineyard.

And thy fea-mar^e Jlt'ril, and rocky-bard.'} Gildon who has

made what he calls a Ghfj'.iry on ^hakejpear^ fays- -Pok-clift, dipt

in the head. What he had in his head is not worth enquiring. Clipt

hrrc fignifies embraced: hat po/e-clipt is a corrupt reading. It founded

wdl, becaufe vines are fupported by Poles, to fay pole- dipt 'vineyard.

And found was what the Player- Editors only attended to. But a

Jittle fenfe might have taught them that "vinei could not be called

peU-dift, tho' PcUi might be called i-ine-dipt. Shakefpear wrote

'Thy PALE-CLIPT Vineyard.

. e. the i;/wjj;t/ inclofed or fenced with Pa/eJ, in oppofition to the

wide and o^<tn jea-}nar^e or coaft. . ... Rocky-bard Ihould be read

• 1th an hyphen. It is one of the epithets to fea-marge, < as

r.-.rd as a rcch.

[(a) —- hrotvr,vyr,i'es^ Ox/j/-^ Edit.—rulg. kroom groves.]
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Her and her blind boy^s fcandal'd company
I have forfworn.

Iris Of her fociety

Be not afraid ; I met her deity

Cutting the clouds towards Paphos, and her Ton

Dove-drawn with her ; here thought they to have done
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid,

Whofe vows are, that no bed-right fhall be paid

'Till Hymen's torch be lighted; but in vain

Mars*s hot minion is return'd again;

Her wafpifh-headed fon has broke his arrows

;

Sweirs, he v.'ill flioot no more, but play with fparrows,.

And be a boy right-out.

Cer. High Queen of Hate,

Great Juno, comes; I know her by her gate.

[Juno defcendsf and enters*

*Jun. How does my bounteous fifter ? go with me
To blefs this twain, that they may profp'rous be.

And honoured in their iflue.

Jun. Honour, riches^ marrlage-hlejjing^

hong continuance and encreajing.

Hourlyjoys be ftill upon you /

^\r[iO fings her blejjings on you :

Cer. Earth's increafe, andfoyfon-plentyy
Barns and garners ne^ver efvpty.

Vines, ivith cluftring hunches grouoing^

Plants, '-with goodly burthen ho'vjing^

Spring come to you, at thefartheji.

In the 'very end of har'veft f

Scarcity and njjantfhallfhun you ;

V Ceres' hlefjtngfo is on you.

fer. ^ This is a moft majeftick vilion, and
Harmonious charming Lays : may I be bold

To think thefe fpirita ? Pyg.

I 77)/ J i% a moft majejiick vifion, and
Harmonious charmingly.] What was intended to be h?re

commended was, i. The vifion of the Goddeffes. 2. ThelrSong?.
The 'vljion is commended in thefe Words, This is a tr.oji majejlic

nnjion. But for the Jongs, we are put off with this ncnfenfe •- •

and harmonious Charmingly. To reftorc Senfe, and the other part cf

the commendation, we rouft needs r«acl

' • and.
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Pro. Spirits, which by mine art

I have from their confines call'd to enaffe

My prefent fancies.

Ter. Let me live here ever

;

So rare a wonderM father, and a wife.

Make this place paradife.

Vro. Sweet now, filencc :

Juno and Ceres whifper ferioufly ;

There's fomething elfetodo; hulh, and be mute.

Or elfe our fpell is marred.

lano and Ceres fwhij^er, andfend Iris on Imployment.

Iris. You nymphs, callM Nayads, of the windirg

brooks,

V/ith your fedg'd crowns^ and ever-harmlefs looks.

Leave your crifp channels, and on this green land

Amfwer your fummons, Juko does command :

Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate

A contraft x)f true love ; be not too late.

Enter certain nymphs.

You fun-bum'd ficklemen, of Juguji weary.

Come hither from the furrow, and be merry ; •

Make holy-day i your rye-flraw hats put on,

And thefe frefh nymphs encounter every one

In country footing.

S C E N E IV.

Enter certain reapers, properly habited ; theyjoin nvith the

nymphs in a graceful dance', to-xvards the end <vjhereof

Vrofytro Jiartsfuddenly, andfpeaks; after nvhich^ to a

JirangCy bolloiju and confufed noife, they 'vanify heavily.

Pro. I had forgot that foul confpiracy

Of the beaft Caliban, and his confed'rates,

Againll my life ; the minute of their plot

Is almofl come. Well done, avoid ; no more.
'

. ar.i

Harmonious charir.ing lays.
And then both %}\z I'ifions and the/c-n^J will have their duj pra'/pi.

The word charming cznnoX. with propriety bs applied to nny thing but

muf.c and poetry, becaufe thefe were fuppofcd to operate, 2^ charms.

In cur Author's time the word was gener.illy \'o applied, tho' it be

cow ufcd rldiculounv on every object of p'ealure.
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.

Fer. This is mofl flrange; your father's in fome
paffion

That works him ftrongly.

Mir r>rever 'till this day
Saw I him touch'd with anger fo diftemper'd.

Pro. You looic, my fon, in a mov'd fort,

As if you were difmay'd ; be chearful, Sir:

Our revels now are ended :
* * thefe our a6lors,

* As

'^Pceje our ABorS,
Ai Ifo^-etoldyou, ivere alljfiriti^ and
Are meltfd into Air, into thin Air

j

Ard like tee bajelefs Fabrick 9/" their Vision,
Tkechud-captTcivcrs, the gorg-eous Palaces,

Tkefcler.n Temples, the great Globe it felf,

yea all, 'which it irkerit, Jhall dijfoliie
;

Ard like this infuhjiantial Pageant fadedy

Leat-e not a Rack behind ] In this reading, all fuolunsry

things, on account of their fleeting exiftcnce, are compared to the

rrsafk of fpirits, which, at the beck of- Profper, vanifhed fuddcniy

away. But then there is a wretched tautology in the lines.

And like the bafelefs Fr.brick, &c.

And like this injubjiantial Pageant Sec.

Not to mention the ankward exprefTion of \_their Vijion], whlth
Mr. Theobald, upon what authority I know not, hath changed intd

[this yifionl. 1 fuppofe to make the expreflion a little more natu-

ral. I would read,

Ard like thehafelefs Fabrick cf th' Air Visions.
He had juft before faid, that the Spirits were melted—-/nro y^?V, into

thin Aif, This forniflies him with the fine fimilirude of Air Viji-'

ens, wh'ch generally appearing, as Sbakeft>car in another place favs,

like

A tonver''d Citadel, a pendant Bock, ..

Aforked Mountain, or blue Promontory,

he very properly calls bafelefs Fabricks, which doth not To well arree

with fpirits in a human form. By this emendation the tautology,

taken notice of above, is avoided : and the Pcet, with great per-

fpicuity, and phyfical exa£lnefs, compares the Globe, and all /Van;

-

mate things upon it, to Air Vifions ; and men and animals, in the

words yea, all, nvhich it inherit—— to the "vi^on of Spirits,

which the fpeaker hadjult before prefented to them. Further, that

the Compariibn was indeed to Air Vifions is ftill evident from the

Words,
——— leaKje not a Rack behind.

which can refer only to Air Vifcns. For Rack is the veftige of an

embodied cloud, which hath been broken and diflipated by the Winds,

But laftly, to put the emendation out of all rcafonable queflion, we
have this verj' Similitude of Air Vijiom again in Anthony and Cleopa-

tra
^



The Tempest. f5?

^ As I foretold yoa, were all fpirits, and
* Are melted into air, into thin air;

' And, like the bafelefs fcibrick of th' air-vifiOTis,

* The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces,

* The folemn temples, the great globe it felf,

* Yea, all, which it inherit, iliall diilblve ;

* And, like this infubllantial pageant faded,

* 5 Leave not a rack behind ! we are fuch Huff

* As dreams are made on, and our little life

* Is rounded with a fleep.'. ^ Sir, I am vext;

Beat

tr.if with this difference only, that it is ^^cY5 applied to the tranfient

glory of one man, and kere^ to that of human thingsin general.

Anthony and Cleopatra.

Sometimes ive fee a Cloud that's dra^onijhy

A 'vjpiur
,
fametimes , like a Ixaror lion,

, A tciver'd Citfdel, a pendant Rocky

Aforked Mountain or blue Pi-vmoritcry
j

-

'

' fhtu'/ifeefftltiefejignsy

They are black. Vefper's Pageants ———
Ibat ivhi<h is new a Horfe, even ivith a thought^ -

^he Rack dijlimns and makes it indifiinEiy

Asnoater is in ivater —.— Tt(yiv thy Captain is

Ei'en fuch a body ; here Vm Anthony,
Tet cannot hold this "jiftble Shape, Sec.—-^

I will only add, that the thought—-— "^Tbey are black Vefper^s Pa-
geants, is wonderfully beautiful. As it characterizes theie Air Vi'

Jions, which appear only in the Evening, when the fctting Sun re-

tle£ts its hght upon the oppofite Clouds ; and as it gives a vaft force to

the Similitude, which infmuates that human glory is as certainly

fucceededby Mifery, as thefe gaudy Appearances by a dark cloudy

Night. It is obfervable, that the lime at which Profpero ufes this

Similitude of Air Vijions, is the livening.

-i^ Leave net a Rsck heinnd '.--'[ The Oxford Editor not knowing
wh^t Mariners call the Rack of a Cloud, namely the Veftige of it,

after it has been broken and driven by the Wind, alters it to Tracks

^ . Sir, I am -vext,

Brar iviti' my rxeahiij's, r:y old brain is troubled :\
Pro'bero here difcovers a great emotion of anger on liis fudden re-

coilcciion of Caiiba?i"s Plot. This appears tVom the admirable re-

fiexion he makes on the infignificancy of hilman things. For
thinking men are never under greater depreflion of mind than when
they moralize in this manner : and yet, if we turn to the occafiou
of his diforder, it does not appear, at firft view, to be a thing ca-
pable of moving one in Profpero^ circumftances. The Plot of a con-
temptible Savage and two'drunken Sailors, all of whom he had-abfo*
lately in his power. There was then no apprehenfion of danger;
Hut if we lock m'?re aearly into ths cafe, v.'e fliail liave rnfon to

i'.drnir-
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Bear with my weaknefs, my old brain is troubled

.

Be not difturb'd with my infirmity -,

If thou be pleasM, retire into my cell.

And there repofe : a turn or two I'll walk.
To ftill my beating mind.

Fer. Mira. We wilh your peace.

[Exe. Fer. and Mir.
Tro. Come with a thought ; 1 thank you :

jirielf come.

Profpero comes fornvard from the Cell; enter Ariel

to him.

Aru Thy thoughts I cleave to ; what's thy plea-

fare ?

Fro. Spirit,

We mull prepare to meet with Calihan.

Ari. Ajy my commander j when I prefented Ceres,

I thought to have told thee of it ; but I fear'd,

Leil I might anger thee.

Pro. Say again, where didft thou leave thefe varlets ?

Ari. I told you. Sir, they were red hot with drink-

ing;

So full ©f valour, that they fmote the air

For breathing in their faces; beat the ground

For kifTmg of their feet j yet always bending

Towards their projeft. Then I beat my tabor.

At which, like unbackt colts, they prickt their ears,

Advanced their eye-lids, lifted up their nofes.

As they fmelt mufick ; fo I charmM their ears,

That, calf-like, they my lowing follow'd through

Tooth'd briars, iharp furzes, pricking gofs and thorns,

admire our Author's wonderful knowledge of nature. There was

ibmeihing in it with which great minds are moft deeply affefted, and

that is the Serje cf Ingratitude. He recalled to mind the obligations

this Cjliban lay under for the inftruftions he had given him, and the

conveniencles of life he had taught him to ufe. But thefe reflexions

ch Caliban'^ Ingratitude would naturally recal to mind his brother's:

And then thefe two working together were very capable ofproducing

z\\ the diforder of paflion here reprefented.—That thefe two, who
L^d received, at his hands, the twobeft Gifts mortals are capable of,

vvhcn rightly employed, Rejal potver and the Ufe of reafon ; that

thefe, in returc, fhould conspire againft the life of the D^nor, would

•litrsly ai£i/£t a generous mind to its utmoft bearing.

Whick
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Whichditer'd their frail Ihins : At laft I left them

r th' filthy mantled pool beyond your cell,

There dancing up to th' chins, that the foul lake

O'er-ftunk their feet.

Pro. This was well done, my bird;

Thy fliape invifible retain thou ftill;

5 The trumpery in my houfe, go bring it hither.

For ftale to catch thefe thieves.

j4ri. I go, I go. [Exit*

Pro. A devil, a born devil, on whofe nature

Nurture can never Hick ; on whom my pains.

Humanely taken, all, all loft, quite loft ;

And, as with age, his body uglier grows.

So his mind cankers ; I will plague them all.

Even to roaring : come, hang them on this line.

[Profpero remains ifit'ijih/e>

SCENE V.

Eftfer Ariel loaden nvith gUfiering apparel. Sec. Enter

Caliban, Stephano, and Trincalo, all ivet.

Cal. Pray you, tread foftly, that the blind mole may
not

Hear a foot fall ; we now are near his cell.

Ste. Monfter, your Fairy, which you fay Is a harm-
lefs Fairy'y has done little better than plaid the Jack
with us.

Trin. Monfter, I do fmell all horfe-pife, at which
my nofe is in great indignation.

Ste. So is mine : do you hear, monfter ? if I fliould

take a difpleafure againft you ; look you
Trin. Thou wer't but a loft monfter.

Cal. Good, my lord, givie me thy favour ftill

:

Be patient, for the prize, I'll bring thee to,

5. n>e trurr.pery In my houfe, go bring it hither,

Fcrfiak to catch thefe Thie-veS' ] If it be afked v.'hat neceiTi-

ty there was for this apparatus, I anfwer that it was the fuperlli-

tious fancy of the people, in our Author's time, that Witches,
Conjurors, &€. had no power over thofe againft whom they would
employ their Charms, till they had got them at this advantage,
committing feme fin or other, as here of ih.-ft.

Shall
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Shall hood-wink this mifchaiiCc ; therefore," fpeak

foftly:

All's hufht as midnight yet.

Trin. " Ay, but to lofe our bottles in the pool,

Ste, " There is not only difgrace and difhonour in

** that, monfter, but an infinite lofs.

Trin " That's more to me than my wetting : yet
** this is your harmlefs Fairy, moniler.

Ste. " I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er

*^ ears for my labour."

Cal. Pr'ythee, my King, be quiet : feefl: thou here.

This is the msudi o' th' cell; no noife, and enter

;

Do that good mifchief, which may make this I/land-

Thine own for ever ; and I, thy Calihany

For ay thy foot-licker.

Ste. Give me thy hand : I do begin to have bloody

thoughts.

trin. ^ O Y^iXii Stephana! O Peer! O worthy .S/f-

phpjio !

Loak, what a wardrobe here is^ for thee !

Cal. Let it alone, thou fool, it is but trafh. -

7rin. Oh, oh, monfter ; we know what belongs to

a frippery ; O, King Stephana !

Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo ; by this hand^ I'll

have that gown.

Trin. Thy grace fhall have it.

CaL T.h&drophe drown this fool I what do you mearf>

To doat thus on fuch luggage ? let's along,

And do the murder iirll : if he awake,

From toe to crown he'll fill our Ikins with pinches 5

Make us flrange fluff.

Ste, Be you quiet, monfter. Mrftrefs line, is not

this my jerkin ? now is the jerkin under the line : now,

jerkin,. you are like to4ofe your hair, and prove a bald

jerkin.

6 TrIn. C AT/^^ Stephano ! Fscr! ivcrthy Stephano !

Lo'jk, ivbat a ivardrcbe kere is for tkee!'\ The Humour
of thefe lines confifts in their being an allufion to an old celebrated

Ballad, which begins thus, ^>7 Stephen iva: a ivcrth'y Peer—

—

and celebrates that King's parfimony with regard to his leardribs.—
There arc tv.'C Stanzas of this ball&d in Othello.

rr^>^
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Trin. Do, do ; we fteal by line and level, an't like

your Grace.

St€* " I thank thee for that jeft, here's a garment
" for't : wit fhall not go unrewarded, while I am
" king of this country : Ileal by line and level, is an'

" excellent pafs of pate ; there's another garment
'' for't.

T^rin. Mpnfter, come, put fome lime upon your

fingers, and away with the reft.

CaL I will have none on't ; we Ihall lofe our time.

And all be turn'd to barnacles, or apes

With foreheads villainous low.

Ste* Monfter, lay to your fingers ; help to bear this

away, where my hogfliead of wine is, or I'll turn yoa
out of my kingdom ; go to, carry this.

Trin, And this,

Ste. Ay, and this.

A noife cf hunters heard. Enter di'vers f^irits In Jhape

of houndsy hunting them about ; Profpero and Ariel

fettUig them on. Calib. Steph. and Trine, dri'ven

out, roaring.

Pro. Hey, Mountain, hey.

Ari. Siher ; there it goes, Siher.

Pro. Fury, Ftiry, there, 7)r««/, there > hark, hark ;

Go, charge my goblins that they grind their joints

With dry convulfions ; Ihorten up their fmews

With aged cramps ; and more pinch-fpotted make
them.

Than pard, or cat o* mountain.

Ari. Hark, they roar.

Pro. Let them be hunted foundly. At this hour

liVe at my mercy all mine enemies :

Shortly fhall all my labours end, and thou

Shalt have the air at freedom ; for a little.

Follow, and do me fervice. {Exeunt-,

ACT
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ACTV. SCENE I. ***

Before the Cell.

Enter Profpero in his magick Robes, and Arid.

Pro. "y^T ^W does my projed gather to a head

;

JL% My charms crack not ; my fpirits obey,

and ^ time

Goes upright with his carriage : how's the day ?

Art. On the fixth hour, at which time, my lord.

You faid, our work fhould ceafe.

Pro. I did fay {o.

When iirft I raised the tempeft j fay, my fpirit.

How fares the King and 's followers ?

Jri, Confin'd

In the fame fafhion as you gave in charge j

Juft as you left them, all your prifoners, Sir,

Jn the Li?ne-Grofve which weather-fends your cell.

They cannot budge, 'till your releafe. The King,

.

His brother, and yours, abide all three diftraftcd 5

And the remainder mourning over them,

Brim-full of forrow and difmay ; but, chiefly,

Him that you term'd the good old lord Gonzalo.

His tears run down his beard, like winter drops

From eaves of reeds i your charm fo llrongly workt

'em,

That if you now beheld them, your affedions

Would become tender.

Pro. Do'ft thou think fo, fpirit ?

Jri. Mine would. Sir, were 1 human.
Pro. And mine fhall.

Haft thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling

Of their aiiiidions, and fhall not myfelf.

One of their kind, that relifh all as fharply,

I

Time

Goes iiprirjjt ivitb bis Carriage^'} The thought is pretty.—

Time is ulualTy reprefented as an old man almoft worn out, and

I mding under his load. He is here painted as in great vigour, and

walking upright, to denote that thijigs went profperoufly on.

Paflron
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Faflion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art ?

Tho' with their high wrongs I am flruck to th' quick.

Yet, with my nobler reafon, 'gainft my fury

Do J take part j the rarer aftion is

In virtue than in vengeance ; they being penitent.

The fole drift of my purpofe doth extend

Not a frown further ; go, releafe them, Ariel',

My charms I'll break, their fenfes Til rei^ore.

And they fhall be themfelves..

Art. I'll fetch them. Sir. ^xit.\

SCENE II.

fro. * Ye elves of hills, brooks, (landing lakes and

groves,

* And ye, that on the fands with printlefs foot
* Do chafe the ebbing Neptune; and do fly him,.
• When he comes back ; you demy-puppets, that

• By moon-fhine do the- green four ringlets make,
< Whereof the ewe no: bites ; and you,, whofe paflirae

• Is to make midnight muihrooms, that rejoice

* To hear the folemn curfew ; by whofe aid

fpe. beak mailers tho' ye be) ^ I have be-dimm'd
* Th€

Ihave he-dmni'd

*The nooH'tide Sun, caWdforth the mutinoui winds

^

And ""tiv'txt the green Sea and tie azur""d vault

^

Set roaring War j ti the dread ratling thunder

Have 1 giv''n fire, and rifted Jove' J Jiout Oak
With his oivn belt : thefircng-bas''d Promontory.

Have I madejhake, and by the Jf^urspluckt up.

*The Pine and Cedar : Graven at my command-

Have wak'd their Heepers j op'd and let them forth

By myfo potent Art.
"l

Here is evidently an abfurd tranfpofitiop.

•f the words in the laft line but one. But Mr. Theobald'' s defence of

the prefen t reading is ftill more abfurd. He juftifies the expreflion

cf Graves nvaking their Jleefers, by Beaumont and Fletcher'' s faying—

-

Fame ivakens the ruined Monuments—w- which is an expreflion pure-

ly metaphorical, to fignify that thofe monuments are brought again

into remembrance ; and is therefore juftifiable. But

—

Graves ivak-

ing their jleepers muft needs be underftood literally. For Proffers

wculd infinuatc that dead men werea^uallyraifed to life by his Art.

Therefore
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* The noon-tide fan, call'd fcth the mutinous winck,
* And 'tvvixt the green fea and the azur'd vault
*

' Set roaring war ; to the dread ratling thunder
* Have I giv'n fire, arid rifted Jove?> ilout oak
* With his own bolt : the ftrong- bas'd promontory
* Have r made Ihake, and by the fpurs pluckt up
*' The pine and cedar : graves, at my command,
* Have open'd,.and let forth their ileepers, wak'd
* By my fo potent art.

*'
9 But this rough magick

I here

The cfore the expreflion is abAiid, and confcquently none oi Shake-

fpear''s, who certajrily wrote

Gr^.jes, Gt my commandy -'
. .

Hive open'd-!, and let forth their Sleepers, wak'd
By my fo f ettt Art.

As a further proof that Sbakejpear wrote it thus, we may obfcrvc,

that he borrowed this fpeech from Medea's in Ovid*

Stantia concu^'n cantu freta, nubila pello
j

JNub'.laque induco . ventcs ahigoque i/ocoqui i

Vipereai ruvtpo •v&rhis, &' carminefauces : ^
'

Vifaquefax. Ivz ccitvulfaque robora terra

^

Et JilTjas mo 1,(0 : jubeoque tremefcere Monies

^

Et mugirefolum *m'Ai^esq.ue ex ire sepulcris.
Now manefque exire fepalcrii is juftly exprefled as we haYfy,' ' -

the lines, ••'^('^";
^

Graves, at ?«v comrr.and, 4 v

Have cpen'd, and l:t fcrtb tteirfeepcrs^ ivuh ^
By my fo potent Art •

The third line of his original cont?''^="' nn atchievement little in ufe

amongft modern Inchanters he has wi^ii jadgment omitted it in his

imitation.

9 But this rough rr.agic'k

I here allure;. And "when I have requir''d

Some heavenly mufick, ivhicb {v''n notu I dof

(To luork mine end upon their Ser.fez, that

This ary charm is for ;) PU break my Jiajf, &c.—] If the

prefent reading be genuine; then, by (airy charm) is meant the

heavenly mufck two lines before. But this admitied, the confe-

quence will be, l. A wretched tautology ; He had laid Some heh-

venly mufick to nvork mine end; and then immediately adds this airy

charv: of mahck is for working mine end 2. As unpardonable a

defeSI
-y

for, according to this lenfe and reading, we are not informed

whac this end was, by not being told the 'State of their Senfes. We
muft needs then by (airy charm ) underftaad the fire and cracks of

julphurous roaring, as it is called in the 3d. Scene of A<£V I. and

thunder and lightning in the 4th Scene of A£l III. which had in the

higheft degree teiiified the psrfons concerned. That this was the

airy charm is farther evident from thefe words^ in the following
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I here abjure ; and when I have required

Some heavenly mufick, which ev'n now I do,

(To work mine end upon their fenfes, that

This airy chai.xi has frail'd ;)' ' I'll break my ftafT;

Bury't a certain fadom in the earth ;

And deeper than did ever plummet found,

I'll drown my book. [Solemn MuJicL

S C E N E JIT.

Here enters Ariel before ; then Alonzo 'voith a frantick

gefture, attended by Gonzalo. Seballian and An-
thonio in like manner, attended by Adrian and Fran.-

cifco. They all enter the circle i-lich Profpero had

sJ/ji^r and there Jland chartnd', njulich Profpes-Q 0^-

^l^ingy fpeaki.

A folemn air, and the bell comforter
Tb an unfettled fancy, cure thy^bfains

Now ufelefc, boil'd within thy 4j|^ There ftand,

Fory^u are fpell-ftopt.

.

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man^
Mine eyes, even fociable to th' fl^j^f thine.

Scene, The cbartn JlJJll'ves apace, and as. Sec. It was dilToIved, we
fee, by the heatJsnly^rjificL anr" therefore different from it. But if

this be the fenfe o^ qir^^crmy^xhtn we fee the reading [is roa,]

muft be corrupt
; and that Shakefpear wrote,

heanjenly mujick

.
To ivork mire efid-vp'jr^':'jlnf • , .hat
This airy ccarm ., f «; fr a i:''n.

7. e, v/h.ch fenfes the airy caarm of y^rzV/ above-mentioned has di-

fturbed and /hatter'd. For that this was their condition appears

from the lines which follow in the next fcene.

"ihe charm dijj'ol-ves apace
j

Ai^d as the morr.ijigfleals upon the nighty
Melting the darknefs j fo their rifing fenfes
Begin to chafe the ign''rantfumes that mantk
Their clearer reafon

I V II break tnyflaf ,

Bury it CQxXr.nfadorns In the earth.'] Certain in its prefent fig-

nification is predicated or" a precife determinate number. But this

fenfe would make the thought flat and ridiculous. We muft con-
ilider the word certain therefore as ufed in its old fignificrtlon of a
many, Indefinitely. So Bale in his X-7j of Englijh Votaries fays,

—

But he took Kvitk him a c e p. t e n o/" his idle companions, for a many.
So thit Shakefpear, I fuppofe, wrote the line tlius,

Bury't A CERTAIN Fadom in the Earth.

FaH
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Fall fellow-drops. The charm difTcIves apace ;

And as the morning fteals upon the night,

* Melting the darknefs ; lo their rifing fenfes

' Begin to chafe the * ign'rant fume , that mantle
* Their clearer reafbn.' O my good Gonzalo,

My true preferver., and a loyal Sir

To him thou fbllow'ft ; I will pay thy graces

Home both. in word and deed. — Moft cruelly

Didll thou, Jlonz.0, ufe me and my daughter :

Thy brother was a furtherer in the ad ;

Thou'rt pinch'd for't now, Sebajiiariy fleni and blood.

You, brother mine, that entertain'd ambition,

Expeird remorfe and nature j who with Ssbaftian

(Whofe inward pinches therefore are mofi; Strong)

Would here have kiil'd your King ;T do forgive thee,

Unnat'ral though thou art. " Their underliiindiiig

** Begins to fwell, and the approaching tide

" Will Ihortly fill the reafonable Ihore,

** That now lies foul and muddy. Not one of them.

That ye'; looks on me, or would know me —Jriel,

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell

}

I will dif-cafe me, and myfelf prefent,

.

\^Exit Ariel, and returns tm?itidiatelj<,

As I was fometime Milan : fjuickly. Spirit ;

Thou fhalt e>r long be free.

Ariel Jings, and helps to attire- htm.

* Where the hee fucks, there fuck I',

In a co<vj/!ip*s bell I lie

:

7here I couchy n.\)hen oiuls da ctj.

On thejbi^t^s hack I do Jly, .

After '' Sufnmery mgrrify^,^

Merrily i

* jI^k'/v?/?^ fumes,] Ignoraitt, foritartful to reafon.

-2. Where the bee fuckty there fuck ij.] Mr. Theobald.tt\h us, be

has \\trt 'ventured to 'vary from the pri»t4d Copiti , and read lurk If

Becaufe 3. Spirit tanmt be intended, as he expredcs. it, to luant food.

How Shakefpear, or any other good Metaphyfician would have »V'
tended to fupport thefe Spirits, had they been of their own making,

I do not know : But the people who gave them birth brought them

up to good eating and -drinking.

3 Afttr Summer, merrily.'^ This is the reading of all the Editi-

Ofl«, Yet Mr, Theobald has fubftitutcd Suti-[et, bocaisfc Ariel talka
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Merrily, merrily, Jhall I li've xo^u.

Under the hlojfom, that hangs on the houghs

Tro. Why, that's my dainty Jriel; I (ball mifs thee |

•But yet thou fhalt have freedom. So, fo, fo.

To the King's (hip, inviiible as thou art

;

There ihalt thou find the marhiers afleep

Under the hatches,; the mailer and the boatfwa;n.

Being awake, enforce them to this place;

And prefently, I pr'ythee.

Jri, I drink the air before me, and return

Or e'er your pulfe twice beat. \_Exit,

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement
Inhabits here ; fome heav'nly power guide us

Out of this fearful coantr}'

!

Pro. Behold, Sir King,

The wronged Duke of Milan^ Trofptre :

For more ailurance that a living Prince

Does now fpcak to thee, I embrace thy body

;

And to thee and thy company I bid

A hearty welcome.

JIon. Be'Il thou he or no.

Or feme inchanted trifle to abufe me.

As late I have been, I not know ; thy pulfe

Beats, as of flefh and blood ; and Ijnce I faw thee,

of riding on the Bat in this expedition. An idle fincy. That clr-

curaftance is given .only to deHgn the time of night in which faines

travel. One wculd think the confideration of the circumftancts

fliould have fet him right. Ariel was a fpirit oi great delicacy, bound

by the charms of Pre fftro, to a constant attendance on his occafions.

So that he was confined to the Ifland Winter and Summer. Bat
theroiighnefs of Winter is reprcfsntcd by Sbakejpccr as difagreeable to

fairies, and fuch like delicate fpirits,who on this account conftantly fol-

low Summer. Was not this th'-n the mo.'l agreeable ciraimftance of

Ariel" %, new recovcr'd liberty, that he could nov/ avoid Winter, and

follcv/ Summer q\i'te round the Globe. But to put the matter out

cf queftion, let us confider the meaning of this line.

There I cjuchy when OtvIs do cry.

Jfkere? in the C:'Wjlip''i bell, vnA'wtere the Bee fucks , he tells ust

th"9 muft needs be in Summer. When? when Oio's cry, and this is

\niyiiiter, M^hen bicod ii nipt, andnvayi be foul,

*rkcn tri.'htlyjings theflaring civl.

The Song of fVinter in Love^ s Labcur Loy,

The confequence if, thnt And fiici After-Summer. Yet the (3*-

ford Zditir ha? adopted this iudiicious emendation of Mr, Theobald.
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Th' afFxI<5l2on of my mind amends, with which,

I fear, a madnefs held me ; this mull crave

(And if this be at all) a moft llrange ftory :

Thy Dukedom I refign, and do intreat.

Thou pardon me my wrongs ; but how Ihould ProfperG

Be living, and be here ?

Pro. Firft, noble friend,

Let me embrace thine age, whcfe honour cannot

Be meafur'd or confinM.

Gon, Whether this be,

Or be not, I'll not fwear.

Pro. Yon do yet taile

Some fubtilties o' th' hie, that will not let you

Believe things certain : welcome, my f iends all.

But you, my brace of lords, were I fo minded,

1 here could pluck his Highnefs' frov/n upon you.

And juftify you traitors ; at this time

I'll tell no tales.

Seb. The devil fpeaks in him.

Pro. No:-^
For you, moft wicked Sir, whom to call brother

Would even infe^Tt my mouth, I do forgive

Thy rankell faults ; all of them ; and require

My Dul,=-dom of thee, which perforce, I know.

Thou mull rellore.

Alon. If thou be'ft Profpero,

Give us particulars of thy preiervation,

How thou haft met us here, who three hours fince

Were wreckt upon this Hiore ; where I have loft

(How Iharp the point of this remembrance is !)

My dear fon Ferdinand.

Pro. I'm woe for't, Sir.

Jlon. Irreparable is the lofs, and Patience

Says, it is paft her cjre.

Pro. I rather think.

You have not fought her help; of whofe foft grace.

For the like lofs, I have her fov'reign aid,

And reft myfelf content.

Jlon. You the like lofs
?'

Pro. As great to me, as late ; and, fupportable

To make the dear lofs, have I means much weaker
Than
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Than you may call to .comfort you j for I

Have loft my daughter.

AIon A da-jghter ?

heav'ns ! that they were living both in Naples

j

The King and Qween there! that they were, I wifh,

Myfelfwere mudded in that oozy bed,

Where my ibn lies. When did you lol'e your da .?g!uer ?

Pro. In tli's laft tempelt. I perceive, thefe lords

At this encounter do lo much admire,

That they devour their reafon ; and fcarce think.

Their eyes do offices of truth, their words
Are rsatural breatii: but howfoc'cr you have
Betn juftled from your fenfes, know for certain,

Thar I am Pyofp''ro, and that very Duke
Wh «-h was thruft forth oi Milan \ who moft ftrangdy

Upo ciiis ihore, where you were wrecKt, was landed

To L • the lord on't. No more yet of this j

For 'lis a chronicle of day by day.

Not a relation for a brenkfaft, nor
Befitting this iirfi; meeting. Welcome, Sir;

This ceii''. my court i here have I few attendants,

An'ifubjeds none abroad ,- prn.y you, look in;

My OukedWh fmce you've given me again,

1 will requite you with as g^-jod a thing;

At lcj{^, bring forth a wonder to content ye.

As much as me my Dukedom.

SCENE IV.

Opens to the Entrance of the Cell,

Here Profpero eii/co'vers Ferdinand and Miranda playinv

at Chefs.
^

^^

Mira. Q WE E T lord, you play me falfe.

v3 ^^'''- ^Oy rny ^ear love,

I would not for the world.
Mira. ^ Yes, for a fcore of kingdoms you ihould

v/rangle,

And; I vvould call it fair play.

4 r«, for a Score cf Kingdoms] i. e. If the fub;eft or "bet were
fv ngdoms

:
.^iore here not fignifyins the nuiuber tzC-enty, but account.

Mom,
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Jilott. If this prove

A vifion of the illand, one dear fon

^hall I twice lofe.

Seb. A moll high miratle !

Fer. Though the feas threaten, they are merciful

:

I\'e curs'd them without caufe.

Jlon. Now all the bleffings [Ferd. knech.

Of a glad Father compafs thee about

!

Arife, and fay how thou cam'il here.

Mira. O ! wonder f

How many goodly creatures are there here ?

How beauteous mankind is ! O brave new world>

That has fuch people in't !

Pro. 'Tis new to thee.

Jlon^ What is this maid, with whom thou wail at

play ?

Your eld'fl acquaintance cannot be three hours 1

Is fhe the goddefs that hath fever'd us.

And brought us thus together ?

Fer. Sir, ihe's mortal

;

But, by immortal providence, fhe^s mine.

I chofe her, when I could not ask my father

For his advice : nor thought, I had one : fl#

Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milan,

Ofwhom fo often I have heard renown,

But never faw before ; of whom I have
Received a fecond life, and fecond father

This lady makes him to me.

j^hn. I am hers

;

Bat, oh, how oddly will it found, that 1

Muft afk my child forgivenefs

!

Pro. There, Sir, ftopj

Let us not burthen our remembrance with

An hcavinefs that's gone.

Gon. Fve inly wept,

Or fhould have fpoke ere this. Look dowii, you Go^s,

And on this couple drop a bleffed crown :

For it is you, that have chalk'd forth the way,

Which brought us hither

!

JIon, I fay, Amen, Gon^alof

Con-

i
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Gott. Was Milan thru ft from Milauy that his ifiue

Should become Kings of Naples ! O rejoice

Beyond a common joy, and fet it down
In gold on lafting pillars ! in one voyage

Did Claribel her hufband find at Tunis

;

And FerdinaniJ, her brother, found a wife.

Where he himfelf was loft ; Profpero his Dukedom,
In a poor ille ; and all of us, ourfelves.

When no man was his own.

Alon. Give me your hands :

liCt grief and forrow ftill embrace his heart.

That doth not wifli you joy !

Gon. Be't (o. Amen

!

SCENE V.

Enter Ariel, <^ith the Majier and Boatf^ain amazedl^

follon-mng.

look. Sir, look, Sir, here are more of us

!

1 prophefy'd, if a gallows were on land.

This fellow could not drown. Now, blafphemy.

That fwear'ft grace o'erboard, not an oath on fhore i

Haft thou no mouth by land ? what is the news ?

Boatf. The beft news is, that we have fafely found

Our King and company ; the next, our ftiip.

Which but three glaffes fince we gave out fplit.

Is tight and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when
We firft put out to fea.

Art. Sir, all this fervice

Have I done fince I went.

Pro. My trickfey fpirit

!

Alon. Thcfe are not natural events ; they ftrengthen.

From ftrange to ftranger. Say, how came you hither ?

Boatf. If I did think. Sir, I were well awake,
I'd ftrive to tell you. We were dead a-fleep.

And, how we know not, all clapt under hatches.

Where but ev'n now with ftrange and fev'ral noifes

Of roaring, ftirieking, howling, jingling chains.

And more diverfity of founds, all horrible.

We were awak'd ; ftraightway at liberty ;

Vol. I. E Where
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5 Where we, in all her trim, frefhly beheld

Our royal, good and gallant fhip : our mafler

Cap'ring to eye her ; on a trice, fo pleafe you,

Ev'n in a dream, were we divided from them,

And were brought moping hither.

Jri, Was't well done ?

Fro, Bravely, my diligence, thou Ihalt be free.

J/ofi, This is as ftrange a maze as e'er men trod.

And there is in this bufmefs more than nature

Was ever conduct of ; fome oracle

Mufl rcdlify our knowledge.

Pro. Sir, my Liege,

Do not infeft your mind with beating on

The Itrangenefs of this bufmefs j at pickt leifure

(Which (hall be fhortly) ^ fmgle I'll refolve you.

Which to you Ihall feem probable, of every

Thefe happened accidents ; till when be chearful.

And think of each thing well. Come hither, fpirit j

Set Caliban and his companions free :

Untie the fpell. How fares my gracious Sir ?

There are yet miffing of your company

Some few odd lads, that you remember not.

SCENE VI.

Enter Ariel, ciri<vifig in Caliban, Stephano, and Trin-

culo, in their ftolen Apparel.

Ste. Every man fhift for all the reft, and let no man

take care for himfelf; for all is but fortune 5 Coragio,

bully-moniler, Coragio

!

. , j

Irin. If thefe be true fpies, which I wear m my head,

hereVa goodly fight.
. , 1, ft

Cal. O Setebos, thefe be brave fpirits, indeed ! ^
How fine my matter is ! I am afraid.

He will chailife me.

5 Where ire, in all our Tnnt, freply b.^i^d

Our royal, good ar.d gallant bh^p-.-^^^ The Trim is to be

underftcod of the Ship, and not of the Crew fo that wt fliould

read her trim,
^

D^. ^rhrlby.
^

6 ^..^.^firtgle rilrefol'veyou.li Becavife the conlpiracy, agamlt

him, of his Brother 5.'Z.^/;.»« and his ownBioiher ^«f/.^?;/J, would

make part of the relation.
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Seb. Ha, ha;

What things are thefe, my lord Anthonio!

Will money buy 'em ?

Ant. Very like; one of them
Is a plain fifh, and no doubt marketable.

Fro. Mark but the badges of thefe men, my lords.

Then fay, if they be true : this mif-fhap'd knave.
His mother was a witch, and one fo ftrong

That could controul the moon, make flows and ebbs.

And deal in her command without her power.
Thefe three have robb'd me; and this demy-devil
(For he's a baftard one) had plotted with them
To take my lifen two of thefe fellows you
Mull know and own j this thing of darknefs I
Acknowledge mine.

Cal. I (hall be pincht to death.

Alon. Is not this Stephana, my drunken butler ?

Seb. He's drunk now : where had he wine ?

Alon. 7 And Trinculo is reeling ripe; where ihould
they

7 Afid Tnncvilo is reeling ripe
-^
'whereJhould they

Find this grand lic^uor, that bath gilded 'em.] Shake
ffiear, to before, wrote—grand 'lixir, alluding to the gra^d
Elixir of the alchymi/ls, which they pretend would reftore yourh
and confer immortality. This, as they faid, being a preparation
of Gold, they called Aurum potabile ; which Shakefpear alluded
to in the word gilded

j as he does again in Anthony and Cleopatra,
H01V much art thou unlike Mark Anthony ?

Tet coming from him, that great med'cine hath.
With his Tina, gilded thee.

But the joke here is to infinuate that, notwithftanding all the
boafts of the Chymifts, Sack was the only reftoier of youth and
beftower of immortality. So Ben Johnfon in his E-very man out
of bis humour Canarie the i/fry Ehxar andfpirit of <wine^
This feemi to have been the Cant name for Sack, of which the
Enghfh were, at that time, immoderately fond. Randc'f in h=«
Jealous Levers, fpcaking of it, fays,— A Pottle of Elixar at
the Pegafusbra-vely caroufed. So again in Fletcher^ Monfieur
T.homas, Aft III.

•'—
-
Old reverend Sack,iohich, for ovght that I can readyet,

^fj ,f f P^'¥°pber'sJione the -wife King Ptolomeus
JJia all bts wonders by,

The phrafe too of being j-//^.^ was a trite one on this occafioa.

^ M ".
>

^^''^'" ^''^^' ^^A ^ot drunk too f Whore.^
A///.gUded oVr, 5,r} Old Sack, Old Sack, Boys!

E 2 Pi^j
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Find this grand 'lixir, that hath gilded 'em r

How camMl thou in this pickle ?

Trin. I have been in fuch a pickle, fince I favv you

laft, that, I fear me, will never out of my bones : I

ihall not fear fly-blowing.

Seb. Why, how now, Stephana P [cramp.

Ste. ^ O, touch me not : I am not Stephana, but a

Fto. You'd be King o' th' ifle. Sirrah ?

Ste. I ihould have been afore one then.

Akn. 'Tisa ftrange thing, as e'er I look'd on.

Pro. He is as difproportion'd in his manners.

As in his ftiape : go, Sirrah, to my cell.

Take with you your companions ; as^you look

To have my pardon, trim it handfomly.

Cal. Ay, that I will i and I'll be wife hereafter,

And feek for grace. What a thrice-double afs

Was I to take this drunkard for a God ?

And w'orfhip this dull fool ?

Pro. Go to, away !

Alon. Hence, and bellow your luggage where you

found it.

SeL Or Hole it rather.

Pro Sir, I invite your highnefs, and your tram.

To my poor cell j where you Ihall take your reft

Q toi-ch me not : I am not Stephano, but « cramp.] In reading

.-u- r^lv I aU along fufpeaed that Bhakejptar had taken it from

TflhllitJ-, the C/./r/.. being all fo regularly obfcrved,

^T /no d amatic writers but the Italian obferved fo early as our

''^'l ^^^. and which Shakejpear has obferved no where but
Author s tune and^-h^c ^^^JP^^ ^^^ ^^^^^ ^^^ ^j^ ^^^^^.^„^^

V" 'rmvch'confirmed in mv fufpicion when I came to this place.

l\TsX a joke Tas intended , but where it lies is hard to fay.

iV r^ A there was a quibble in the Original that would not bear

^
^ftfant ted which ran thus, lam not Stephano ^.r Staffilato

l°.#/rSing, in^.^.«,^a man well lafhcd or flayed, which

''"l!!irT."lv LSr ',
Jafp'fur^es^ickUrtg gofs and thorns

Which entcr^dtbeir frail S^^^^^^^^

^^^^

Andthe touching a raw part bemg^^^j^P ^^ J ^^^^^^^

plays are
Y^^Jf

'

J- q;,.Angela Petruca, proa. But whether

^g;^^^t^:;;ti^omei^erof theie, not having ieen them,

I caanot fay.
J7qj-
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For this one night, which (part of it) I'll wafte

With fuch difcourfe, as, I not doubt, ihall make it

Go quick away ; the ftory of my life.

And the particular accidents gone by.

Since I came to this ifle : and in the morn
I'll bring you to your fhip ; and fo to Naples ;

Where I have hope to fee the nuptials

Of thele our dear beloved folemniz'd ;

And thence retire me to my Milan, where
Every third thought fhall be my grave.

Alon. I long

To hear the ftory of your life, which muft
Take the ear llrangely.

Pro. I'll deliver all ;

And promife you calm feas, aufpicious gales.

And fail fo expeditious, that fhall catch

Your royal fleet far olF: My Ariel, chick.

That is thy charge : Then to the elements

Be free, and fare thou well ! Pleafe you, draw near.

[Exeunt omnes.

E P I-



EPILOGUE,
Spoken by Profpero,

NOW my charms are all o'er-thro'wn,

And njjhat Jirength Iha^ve's mine ovjn v

Which is moft faint : and nonVf 'tis true^

I fnuji be here confind by you,

Orfent to Naples. Let me not.

Since I ha've my Dukedom got.

And pardon d the deceinjer, dnvell

In this bare ijland by yourfpell

:

But reJeafe ms from my bands.

With the help of your good hands

^

Gentle breath of yours my fails

Muji fill, or elfe my projed fails.

Which was to pleafe. For noiv I nAjank

Spirits i e-nforce, art to enchant ;

9 A'tid my ending is defpair,

Vnlefs I be relienj'd by prayer ;

Which pierces fo, that it affauUs

Mercy itfelf, andfrees all faults.
^

As you from crimes would pardon d be.

Let your indulgence fet me free !

^ And my endir.g is defpair,

Ut}Iefs I be relie'v'd by prayer
;J

This alludes to the old Stories told of the defpair of Necromancert

in their laft moments j and of the efficacy of the prayers of theic

friends for them.
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DREAM.
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Dramatis Perfonae.

THESEUS, Duke of Athens,

Egeus, an Athenian Lor^.

Lyfander, in lo've ivith Hermia.

Demetrius, in lo<ve mjith Hermia.

Philoflrate, Mafter of the Sports to the Dukt.

Quince, the Carpenter,

Snug, the Joiner.

Botto.n, the Weanjer.

Flute, the Bellows-mender,

Snowt, the Tinker,

Starveling, the Tailor.

Hippolita, Princefs of the Amazons, betrotFd ts

Thefeus.

Hermia, Daughter to Egeus, in lonje 'with Lyfander.

Helena, in love 'with Demetrius.

Attendants,

Oberon, Kingof the Fairies,

Titania, ^een of the Fairies,

Puck, or Robin-goodfellow, a Fairy,

Peafebloffom,

Cobweb,
5^ p^.^.^^^

Moth,
Muftard-feed,

Pyramus, "}

Thisbe, /

Wall, >
Moonihine, I

Lyon. J

CharaBers in the Interlude per^*

formd by the Clowns.

Lyoi
Other Fairies attending on the King and ^een,

SCENE, Athens J and a Wood notfar from it.

A MI



A MiDSUMME R-N I G H T 'S

DREAM.
ACT I. SCENE I.

The Duke^s Palace in Athens.

Enter Thefeus, Hippolita, Philoflrate, nvith Attendants,

Theseus.

NOW, fair Hippolita, our nuptial hour
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring ia

Another moon : but, oh, methinks, how flow

This old moon wanes ! flie lingers my defires.

Like to a ftep-dame, or a dowager,
' Long wintering on a young man's revenue.

Hip. Four days will quickly deep themfelves in night j

Four nights will quickly dream away the time ;

And then the moon, like to a filver bow.
New bent in heaven, fhall beliold the night

Of our folemnities.

The. Go, Philojirate,

Stir up th' Athenian youth to merriments

;

Awake the pert and nimble fpirit of mirth

;

Turn melancholy forth to funerals.

The pale companion is not for our pomp. [^Exit PhL
Hippolita, I woo'd thee with my fword

;

And won thy love, doing thee injuries

:

But I will wed thee in another key.
With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling.

1 Long WITHERING OUT a young Mart's revenue] Long tvi~
thering out is, certainly, not good Englijh. I rather think Shaken
£pear yiXQitj Ling wintering on a pungmaii'i-nveiiue.

E 5 MnU:^
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Enter Egeus, Hermia, L) fander, and Demetrius.

Ege. Happy be Thefeus, our renowned Duke

!

The. Thanks, good Egeus ; what's the news with thee ?

Ege. Full of vexation, come I with complaint

Againft my child, my daughter Hermia..

Standforth y Demetrius.—My noble lord.

This man hath my confent to marry her.

Standforth, Lyfander. - And, my gracious Duke,
This man hath witch'd the bofom of my child : *

Thou, thou, Lyfander, thou haft giv'n her rhim^s.

And interchanged love-tokens with my child :

Thou haft by moon-light at her window fung,

Wijth feigning voice, verfes of feigning love

;

And * ftol'n th' imprefiion of her fantalie.

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits,

Knacks, trifles, nofegays, fweet- meats; (melTengers

Of ftrong prevailment in unharden'd youth)

V/ith cunning haft thou filchM my daughter's hearty.

Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me.

To ftubborn harihnefs : And, my gracious Duke,

Be't fo, ihe will not here before your Grace

Confent to marry with Demetrius ;

J beg the ancient privilege of Athens,

As fhe is mine, I may difpofe of her

:

Which fliall be either to this gentleman,

3 Or to her death, according to our law, --

Immediately provided in that cafe.

The. What fay you, Hermia? be advis'd, fair maid.

^ To you your father fhould be as a God,
One,

Z—^JioVn tV imprejf.on of her fantafe.'] The exprefiion is ele-

gant and pretty. It alludes to the taking the impreflion of a Key
in Wax, in order to have another made to unlock a Cabinet.

3 Or to her death^ according to our laiv.~\ By a Law of Soloti'Sy

Parents had the abforute power of life and death over their chil-

dren. So it fuited the poet's purpofe v/ell enough to fuppofe the

Athenians had it before.- - - - - Or perhaps he neither thought nqr

knew any thing of the matter.

4 To you yourfiber Jhould be as a God,

One, that compound your beauties
;
yea, and one.

To ivhojn you are but as a form in ivax

By him imprinted j and luitbin hispoiuer

To iZhVE thefgure or disfigure /V.J We /hould readf

T> 'iEVE thefgure^ &c» i. A
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One, that composM your beauties ; yea, and one.

To whom you are but as a form in wax
By him imprinted ; and within his power
To 'leve the figure, or disfigure it

:

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.

Her. So is Lyfander.

The. In himfelf he is ;

But in this kind, wanting your father's voice.

The other muft be held the worthier.

Her. I would, my father look'd but with my eyes.

The. Rather your eyes muft with his judgment look.

Her, I do intreat your Grace to pardon me :

5 I know not, by what pow'r I am made bold

;

Nor how it may concern my modefty.

In fuch a prefence here, to plead my thoughts

:

But, I befeech your Grace, that I may know
The worft that may befal me in this cafe.

If I refufe to wed Demetrius.

The. Either to die the death, or to abjure

For ever the fociety of men.
Therefore, fair Hermia, queftion your defires

;

Know of your youth, examine well your blood.

Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice.

You can endure the livery of a nun

;

For aye to be in fliady cloifter mew'd,.

To live a barren fitter all your life.

Chanting faint hymns to the eold, fruitlefs, moon?
Thrice bleffed.they, that matter fo their blood,

i. e. relevCy to heighten or add to the beauty of the figure, which.

is faid to be imprinted by him. 'Tis from the French^ rclsvcr.

Thus they fay, Tapijft.ries releviez d'or. In the fame fenfe they
ufe enUt-er, which Maundeijile makes Englip of in this Manner

And alle the ivalhs ivithinne ben conjered ivith gold and
fyh'cr, in fyn Plates : and in the Plates ben Stories and Batayles

of Knyghtes enleved. p. 428. Rablais, with a Itrain of buffoon

humour, that equals the fober elegance of this paflage in our
Poet, calls the fmall gentry of France, Gentilhamtms de bas relief.

5 I kr.oiv not, byivhat poiv''r I am made bold (] It was the
Opinion of the Ancients, that when a perfon did or faid any tiling

that exceeded his common faculties of performance, that he did it

by the Afiiftance of feme God. So here ihe infinuates, that it waff

Love that enabled her to plead his caufe.
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To undergo fuch maiden pilgrimage !

But earthlier happy is the rofe diftill'd.

Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn.

Grows, lives, and dies, in finglebleflednefs.

Her, So will I grow, fo live, fo die, my lord.

Ere I will yield my virgin patent up

Unto his lordfhip, to whofe unwifh'd yoak

My foul confents not to give Sov'reignty.

The. Take time to paufe i and by the next new
moon,

•;The fealing day betwixt my love and me.

For everlafting bond of fellowfhip)

Upon that day either prepare to die.

For difobedience to your father's will;

Or elfe to wed Demetrius, as he would ;

Or on Dianas altar to proteft.

For aye, auftcrity and fmgle life.

Dtm. Relent, fweet Hermia-, and, Lyfander, yield

Thy crazed title to my certain right.

Lyf. You have her father's love, Dcmitrim ;

Let me have Hermia'' s ; do you marry him.

Ege. Scornful Lyfatider ! true, he hath my love

;

And what is mine, my love fhall render him.

And fhe is mine, and all my right of her

I 6.0 eftat€ unto Dtmetrius.

Lyf. I am, my lord, as well deriv'd as he.

As well poffeft : my love is more than his

:

My fortune's every way as fairly rank'd.

If not with vantage, as De7netrius

:

And, which is more than all thefe boafls can be,

I am belov'd of beauteous Hermia.

Why fhoald not I then profecute my right ?

Demetrius (I'll avouch it to his head)

Made love to Nedars daughter, Helena ;

And won her foul j and fhe, fweet lady, doats.

Devoutly doats, doats in Idolatry,

Upon this fpotted and inconftant man.

'The. I m.uft confefs, that I have heard fo much.

And w'th Demetrius thought t'have fpoke thereof;

But, being over-full of felf-affairs.

My mind did lofe it. But, Dmetrius, come j

And
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And come, Egeus ; you fhall go with me

;

I have fome private fchooling for you both.

For you, fair Hermia, look, you arm your felf

To fit your fancies to your father's will

;

Or elfe the law of Athens yields you up
(Which by no means we may extenuate)

To death, or to a vow of fmgle life.

^ Come, my Hippolita ; what cheer, my love ?

Demetrius, and Egeus, go along ;

I muft employ you in fome bufmefs

Againft our nuptials, and confer with you
Of fomething nearly that concerns your felves.

Ege. With duty and defire we follow you.

[ExeunK

SCENE II. Manent Lyfander and Hermia»

Lyf. How now, my love ? why is your cheek fo pale ?

How chance, the rofes there do fade fo faft ?

Her. Belike, for want of rain ; which I could well
7 Beteem them from the tempeft of mine eyes.

Zv/. Hermia, for aught that ever I could read.

Could ever hear by talc or hiilory.

The courfe of true love never did run fmooth

;

But, either it was different in blood •

Her. O crofs ! too high, to be enthralPd to

low f — (a)

Lyf. Or elfe mifgrafFed, in refpedl of years—
Her. O fpight ! too old, to be engaged to young I

Lyf. Or elfe it flood upon the choice of friends—^

Her. O hell ! to chufe love by another's eye

!

Lyf. Or if there were a fympathy in choice.

War, death, or ficknefs did lay liege to it i

6 Come, my Hippolita j ivhat cheer, my love .?] Hippolita had
not fa id one fmgle word all tliis while. Had a modern poet had
the teaching of her, we ftiould have found her the bufieft amongll
them ; and, without doubt, the Lovers might have expefted a
more equitable decifion. But Shakefpear knew better what he
was about ; and obferved decorum.

7 Beteem, or pour doivn upon them. Mr. Pope
[(a) _ to law^ Mr. ncohald,—- Vulg. to /ove.]

Making
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Making it momentary as a found.

Swift as a (hadow, fhort as any dream,
** ^ Brief as the lightning in the 9 collicd night,

" That (in a fpleen) unfolds both heav'n and earth ;

** And ere a man hath power to fay, Behold I

*' The jaws of darknefs do devour it up j

So quick bright things come to confiifion. ^

Her. If then true lovers have been ever croft.

It ftands as an edid in deftiny :

Then, let us teach our tryal patience :

Becaufe it is a cuftomary crofs.

As due to love, as thoughts and dreams, and fighs,

Wifties and tears, poor fancy's followers

!

Lyf. A good perfuafion ; therefore hear me, Hermia.

I have a widow-aunt, a dowager
Of great revenue, and ftie hath no child ;

From Athens is her houfe remov'd feven leagues.

And (he refpedls me as her only fon.

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee ;

And to that place theft-jarp Athefiian law

Cannot purfue us. ^ li thou lov'ft me then,

Steal

8 Brief as the lightning in the collied Night,
That, in a Spleen, unfolds both Heaven and Earth,
And ere a man hath poiver to fay, behold !

ThejaiL-s of darknefs do de'uour it up.'] Tho' the v>ord Spleen

be here employed odly enough, yet I believe it right. Shakefpear

always hurried on by the grandeur and multitude of his Ideas af-

fumes, every now and then, an uncomm.on licence in the ufe of

his words. Particularly in complex moral modes it is ufual with

hjm to employ one, only to exprefs a very few ideas of that num-
ber of which it is compofed. Thus wanting here to exprefs the

ideas of a fudden, or in a trice, he ufes the wci d i^pleen
j

which, partially confidered, frgnifying a hafty fudden fit is encugh
for him, and he never troubles himfelf about the fuither or fuller

fignification of the word. Here, he ufes the word Spleen for a

fudden hafty jit j fojuft the contrary, ip the T-uo Gcntleircn ofVe-
rona, he udisfudden for fpleenatic fudden quips. And it muft
be owned this fort of converfion adds a force to the didion.

9 Ccliied or black. Mr. Pope,

I Lyf. —-- If thou Ic'v'ji me, then

Stealforth thyfather''s houfe, &c.
HeJ-. My good Lyfander,

I fiiear to ibee. by Cn^id'
s
^rongef} hoiv^

By &c, &c,
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Steal forth thy father's houfe to morrow night

;

And in the wood, a league without the town.

Where I did meet thee once with Helena

To do obfervance to the morn of May,

There will I ftay for thee.

Her, My good Lyfander,

Lyf. I fwear to thee by Cupid's llrongeft bow,.

By his bed arrow with the golden head.

By the Simplicity of Menus' doves,

By that, which knitteth fouls, and profpers loves ;

And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Queen,..

When the falfe Trojan under fail was feen ;

By all the vows that ever men have broke,

In number more than ever women fpoke

;

Her, In that fame place thou haft appointed me.
To morrow truly will I meet with thee.

Lyf. Keep prom ife, love. Look, here comes Helena

i

SCENE in.

Enter Helena.

Her, God fpeed, fair Helena ! whither away ?

In that fame place thou haft appointed me
To morrciu truly tvill I meet ivith thee.'\ Lyfander does

hut jufl- propofe her running away from her Father at midnight,
and ftraightfhe is at her oaths that ihe will meet him at the place

of Rendezvous. Not one doubt or hefitaticn, not one condition
of afTjrance for Lyfander'' % conftancy. Either fhe was naufeoufly

coming
; or {he had before jilted him ; and he could not believe

her without a thoufand Oaths. But Shakefpear obferved nature
at another Rate. The fpeeches are divided wrong, and muft
be th IS reftified ; when Lyfander had. propofed her running away
with him, ihe replies.

Her. My good Lyfander -
' —

and is going on, to a/k fecurity for his fidelity. This he perceives,
and interrupts her with the grant of what ihe demands,

Lyf. Iftucar tj thee by C\i^iA'' s ftrcngeft boiv Sec,

By all the njon.vi that ever men ha-ve broke

^

In number more than e-ver ivomen fpoke —
Here /he interrupts him in her turn ; declares herfelf fatisfied, and
coufents to meet him, in the following words.

Her. In that fame place thou haft appointed me,
Tomorroiv traly 'will Itneetiuith thee.

This divifion of ths lines, befides preferving the charadlerj gives
tlie dialogue infinitely more force and f^irit*

mi
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Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair again unfay ;

Demetrius \o\tsyon, fair ; O happy fair !

Your eyes are load-ftars, and your tongue's fweet air

More tuneable than lark to fhepherd's ear,

When wheat is green, when haw-thorn buds appear.

Sicknefs is catching : oh, were favour fo !

(a) Your's would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go ;

My ear (hould catch your voice, my eye your eye;

My tongue (hould catch your tongue's fweet melody.

Were the world mine, Demetrius being 'bated.

The reft I'll give to be to you tranflated.

O teach rae, how you look ; and with what art

You fway the motion of Demetrius' heart.

Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me ftill.

Hel. Oh, that your frowns would teach my fmiles

fuch {kill !

Her. I give him curfes, yet he gives me love.

Hel. Oh, that my pray'rs could fuch afFeftion move I

Her. The m.ore I hate, the more he follows me.

Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me.

Her. His Folly, Helena, is no fault of mine.

Hel. None, but your beauty ; would that fault were

mine !

Her. Take comfort ; he no more fhall fee my face i

Lyfander and my i"elf will fly this place.

Before the time 1 did Lyfander fee,

Seem'd Athens like a Paradife to me.

O then, what graces in my love do dwell.

That he hath turn'd a heaven unto a hell ?

Z>/. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold ;

To morrow night, when Phcehe doth behold

Her fiiver vifage in the v.at'ry glafs.

Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grafs ;

(A time, that lovers flights doth ftill conceal)

Through Athens'* gate have we devis'd to fteaL

Her. And in the wood, where often you and 1

Upon faint primrofe-beds were wont to lye.

Emptying our bofoms of their counfels fwell'd ;

[(a) YiuriiUQuld I catchy Qx^S.^^^.-^^Vyili.your'wordi Id
fetct.}

Thexff,
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There, my Lyfander and my felf fhall meet

;

And thence from Athens turn away our eyes.

To feek new Friends and ftrange Companions,

farewel, iweet playfellow ; pray thou for us.

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius !

Keep word, Lyfander ; we muft ftarve our fight

From Lovers' food, till morrow deep midnight.

[Exit Hermia.

Ly/. I will, my Hermia.'—-^ Helena, adieu i

As you on him, Demetrius doat on you ! [Exit Lyfand.

Hel. How happy fome, o'er other fome, can be !

Through Athens I am thought as fair as fhe.

But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not fo :

He will not know, what all, but he, do know.
And as he errs, doatingon Hermia'seyes,

So I, admiring of his qualities.

Things bafe and vile, holding no quantity.

Love can tranfpofe to form and dignity :

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind ;

And therefore is wing'd C«/»;V painted blind.

Nor hath love's mind of any judgment tafte;

Wings and no eyes figure unheedy hafte :

And therefore is Love faid to be a child,

Becaufe in choice he is fo oft beguil'd.

As waggifh boys themfelves in game forfwear.

So the boy Love is perjur'd every where.

For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne.

He hail'd down oaths, that he was only mine ;

And when this hail fome heat from Hermia felt.

So he diflblv'd, and (howers of oaths did melt.

I will go tell him of fair Ht^rmia's flight :

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night,

Purfue her ; and for this intelligence

If 1 have thanks, it is a dear expence.

But herein mean I to enrich my pain,

To have his fight thither, and back again. [£a-;V.

SCENE
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SCENE IV. Changes to a Cottage, %
Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt, and

Starveling.

^in. TS all our company here ?

X Bot. You were beft to call them generally

man by man, according to the fcrip.

j^/«. Here is the fcrowl of every man's name,
which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our

interlude before the Duke and Dutchefs, on his wed-
ding-day at night.

Bot. Firft, good Peter ^ince, fay what the play

treats on j then read the names of the aftors ; and fo

* go on to a point.

^«/«. Marry, our play is the moft lamentable co-

medy, and moft cruel death of Pyramus and Thijby.

Bot. A very good piece of work, I afiure you, and

a merry. Now, good Peter ^ince, call forth your

aflors by the fcrowl. Mafters, fpread yourfelves.

^in. Anfwer, as I call you. Nick Bottom, the

weaver.

Bot. Ready : name what part I am for, and proceed;

^in. You, Nick Bottom^ are fet down for Pyramui*

Bot. What is Pyramus, a lover, or a tyrant ?

^in. A lover, that kills himfelf moft gallantly for

love.

Bot. That will afk fome tears in the true performing

of it ; if I do it, let the audience look to their eyes ; I

will move ftorms ; I will condole in fome meafure. To
the reft ; yet, my chief humour is for a tyrant ; ' I

could

2 Grow ontoapoint.'^ read Go on &c.

3 I could play Ercles rarely y or a part to tear a cat /«.]

We fliould read.

A part to tear a CAT in,

for as a ranting whore was called a tcar-peet, [ad part of Hen. IV. j
fo a ranting bully was called a tear-cap. For this reafon it is, the

Poet makes bully Bottom, as he is called afterwards, wiih for a

part to tear a cap in. And in the ancient plays, the bombaft and

the rant held the place of the fubhme and pathetic : And indeed

vonftituted the very cflence of their tragital Farces. Thus Bale
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could play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a Cap in :

To make all fplit ** the raging rocks, and fhiver-

" ing fhocks fhall break the locks of prifon-gates

" and Phibbus" carr (hall fhine from far, and make
" and mar the foolirti fates." This was lofty.

Now name the reft of the players. This is Ercles' vein,

a tyrant's vein ; a lover is more condoling.

^uiti. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender.

Flu. Here, Peter ^ince.

^in. You muft take Jhijhy on you.

Flu. What is T^hijhy, a wand' ring Knight ?

^in. It is the lady, that Pyramus muft love.

Flu. Nay, faith, let not me play a woman j I have a

beard coming.

^in. That's all one, you (hall play it in a mafque ?

and you may fpeak as fmall, as you will.

Bot. An I may hide my face, let rae play Tmjhy

too ; I'll fpeak in a monftrous little voice, Thifne^

thifne \ ah Pyramus^ my lover dear, thy ^hijby dear^

and lady dear.

^in. No, no, you muft play Pyramus ;. and FlutCy

you, 'fhijby,

Bot. Well, proceed.

^in. Robin Starnfeling, the taylor.

Star. Here, Peter ^ince.
^in. Robin Starvelings you muft play fhijhy^i Mo-

ther.

Tom Snooty the tinker.

SnoiJu. Here, Peter ^ince.
^in. You, F);r^w«/'s father ; myfelf, Thijhy^i fa-

ther ; Snugi the joiner, you, the lion's part : I hope,

there is a play fitted.

Snug, Have you the lion's part written ? pray you,
if it be, give it me, for I am flow of ftudy.

^in. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing

but roaring.

Bot. Let me ptay the lion too j I will roar, that I

will do any man's heart good to hear me. I will roar,

in his Afts of Englijh votaries, part 2d, fays
Xermagauntei in a play^
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that I will make the Duke fay, let him roar again, let

him roar again.

j^/«. If you fhould do it too terribly, you would
fright the Dutchefs and the ladies, that they would
fiiriek, and that were enough to hang us all.

All. That would hang us every mother's fon.

Bot, I grant you, friends, if you fhould fright the

ladies out of their wits, they would have no more dif-

cretion but to hang us ; but I will aggravate my voice

fo, that I will roar you as gently as any fucking dove ;

I will roar you an 'twere any nightingale.

^in. You can play no part but Pyramusy for Pyra-

tnus is a fweet-fac'd man ; a proper man, as one Ihall

fee in a fummer's day ; a moll lovely gentleman-like

man : therefore you muft needs play Pyramus.

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were
I beft to play it in ?

^in. Why, what you will.

Bot. I will difcharge it in either your flraw-colour'd

beard, your orange- tawny beard, your purplc-in-grain

beard, or your French crown-colour'd beard i your
perfect yellow.

^«/«. Some of your French crowns have no hair at

all, and then you will play bare- fac'd. But, matters,

here are your parts i and I am to intreat you, requeft

you, anddefire you, to con them by to-morrow night j

and meet me in the palace-wood, a mile without the

town, by moon-light, there we willrehearfe ; for ifwe
meet in the city, we ftiall be dog'd with company, and
our devices known. In the mean time I will draw a
bill of properties, fuch as our play wants. I pray you,
fail me not.

Bot. We will meet, and there we may rehearfe more
obfcenely and courageoufly. Take pains, be perfeft,

adieu.

^itt. 4- At the Duke's oak we meet.

Bot. Enough j hold, or cut bow-ftrings.—

—

\_Exeunt,

ACT
4 At the Duke's Oak we meet hold, or cut bowftrings.]

This proverbial phrafe came originally from the Camp. When a

Rendezvous
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ACT IL SCENE I.
***

A WOOD.
Enter a fairy at one Door, and Puck [or Robin-good-

fellow) at another.

Puck. T TOW now, fpirit, whither wander you ?

JL A Fat. Over hill, over dale.

Through bufh, through briar.

Over park, over pale.

Through flood, through fire,

I do wander every where.

Swifter than the moon's fphere ;

And I ferve the Fairy Queen,

To dew her orbs upon the green ;

The cowflips tall her penfioners be.

In their gold coats fpots you fee,

Thofe be rubies. Fairy- favours :

In thofe freckles live their favours :

I muft go feek fome dew-drops here.

And hang a pearl in every cowllip's ear.

Farewcl, thou lob of fpirits, I'll be gone.

Our Queen and all her elves come here anon.

Puck. The King doth keep his revels here to night.

Take heed, the Queen come not within his fight.

For Oheron is paffing fell and wrath,

Becaufe that flie, as her attendant, hath

A lovely boy, ftol'n from an Indian King

:

She never had fo fweet a changeling j

And jealous Oberon would have the child

Knight of his train, to trace the forefts wild ;

3ut fhe per-force with-holds the loved boy.

Rendezvous was appointed, the militia Soldiers would frequently
make cxcufe for not keeping word that their hozv-Jiritigi lua'^
broke, i. e. their arms unferviceable. Hence, when one would
give another abfolute aflurance of meeting him, he would faypro-
verbially—— iio/c/, or cut hoiv-Jirings -— i. e. whether the bow-
ftring held or broke. For cut is ufed as a neuter, like the verb
fret%. As when we fay, the firing frets^t\iS. filk frets, for the
paflive, it is cut oi fretted.

Crowns
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Crowns him with flow'rs, and makes him all her joy.
And now they never meet in grove, or green,

By fountain dear, or fpangled ftar-light fheen,

But they do » fquare, that all their elves for fear

Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there.

Fai. Or I miftake your fhape and making quite,

OreHe you are that (hrewd, and knavifli fpritc,

Caird Rohin-goodfello'w. Are you not he.

That fright the maidens of the villageree.

Skim milk, and fometimes labour in the quern.

And bootlefs make the breathlefs hufwife chern :

And fometime make the drink to bear no barm,
Mif-lead night-wand'rers, laughing at their harm ?

Thofe that Hobgoblin call you, and fweet ?uck.
You do their Work, and they fhall have good luck.

Are not you he ?

Puck. Thou fpeak'ft aright ;

I am that merry wand'rer of the night

:

I jell to Oberon, and make him fmile.

When I a fat and bean -fed horfe beguile.

Neighing in likenefs of a filly -foal ;

And fometimes lurk I in a goffip's bowl.
In very likenefs of a roaftedcrab.

And when (he drinks, againft her lips I bob.

And on her wither'd dewlap pour the ale.

The wifeft aunt, telling the faddell tale,

Sometimes for three-foot flool miftaketh me ;

Then flip I from her bum, down topples ftie.

And [a) rails or cries, and falls into a cough ;

And then the whole quire hold their lips, and lofFe,

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and fwear,
A merrier hour was never wafled there.

But make room. Fairy, here comes Oberon,

Fai» And here ray millrefs : would, that he were
gone !

I /, e. quarrel or jar. Mr. Pope.

[{aJ^M^^rails cr cn'cs, Oxf. Ed.-—»Yulg. Taylor cries.]

S CENE
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SCENE II. ***

Enter Oberon King of Fairies at one door luith his train,

and the ^een at another nvith hers.

Oh. Ill met at moon- light, proud Titania.

^een. What, jealous Oberon ? Fairies, fkip hence,

I have forfworn his bed and company.

Oh. Tarry, rafh Wanton ; am not I thy lord ?

^ueen. Then I muftbe thy lady ; but I know.
When thou haft ftoPn away from fairy land.

And in the (hapc of Corin fate all day,

Playing on pipes of corn, and verfing love

To am'rous Phillida, Why art thou here.

Come from the fartheft fteep of India ?

But that, forfooth, the bouncing Amazon,
Your bu&in'd miftrefs and your warrior love,

To Thefeus muft be wedded ; and you come
To give their bed joy and profperity.

Ob. How can'lt thou thus for ftiame, Titania, .

Glance at my credit with Hippolita ;

Knowing, I know thy love to Thefeus P [night
* Didft thou not lead him glimmering, through the
From * Perigune, whom he raviftied ;

And make him with fair jEgie break his faith.

With Ariadne, and Antiopa F

^ueen. Thcfe are the forgeries of jealoufie :

3 And never fince ^ that middle fummer's fpring

Met

* Didji thou not lead him through the glimmering night.J We
I

ihould read.

I'
Didji thou not lead him glimmering, through the night.

The meaning is. She condudled him in the appearance of fire
I through the dark night.

I

2 Perigenia, Vid. Plut. vit. Thcfei, Mr. Pep.:

I J And neverfinee that middle fummer's spring, &c.] There are
i not many paflages in Shakefpear of which one can be certain he
has borrowed from the Ancients ; but this is one of the few that
I think, will admit of no difpute. Our Author's admirable de-
fcription of the miferies of the Country being plainly an imitatioa
of that which Ot//V/ draws, as confequent on the griefof Cer«, for

j

the lofsofher daughter.

Nefcit adhuc ubi Jit : terras tamen increpat omnes :

I Ingratafju( -vocat^ necfrugum munere dignas,

^Ergo
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Met we on hill, in dale, forcft, or mead.

By paved fountain, or by rufhy brook,

Or on the beached margent of the fea.

To dance our ringlets to the whittling wind.

But with thy brawls thou haft difturb'd our fport.

Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain.

As in revenge, have fuck'd up from the fea

Contagious fogs ; which falling in the land.

Have every pelting river made fo proud.

That they have over- borne their continents.

The ox hath therefore ftretch'd his yoak in vain.

The ploughman loft his fwcat ; and the green corn

Hath rotted, ere its youth attain'd a beard.

The fold ftands empty in the drowned field.

And crows are fatted with the murrain flock ;

5 The nine-mens morris is fill'd up with mud.
And the queint mazes in the wanton green.

For lack of tread, are undiftinguifhable.

^ The human mortals want their winter heried.

No night is now with hymn or carol bleft ;

Therefore the moon, the governefs of floods.

Pale in her anger, wafhcs all the air

;

That
mmmm^Ergo ilHc fa'va 'vertentia glebas

Fregit aratra manu, parilique irata colonos

Ruricolafqiie bo'ves letho dedit ; ar'vaqiie jujjit

Fallere depofitum, vitiataque femina fecit.

Ftrtilitas terra latum 'vulgata per orbem

^parja jacet. Primis fegetes moriuntur in heibis.

Et modo fol nimiusj nimius modo corripit imber :

Sideraque ventique nocent.

4 The middle fummer'' s fpring.'] We fliould read that. For

it appears to have been fome years fince the quarrel firft began.

5 The nir.e-meris morris.'} A kind of rural chefs.

6 The human mortals ivant their ivinter here.] But fure it

was not one of the circumftances of mifery, here recapitulated,that

the Sufferers wanted their Winter. On the contrary, in the poe-

tical defcriptions of the golden Age, it was always one circum-

ftance of their happinefs that they wanted Winter. This is an idle

blunder of the Editor's. Shakefpear without queftion wrote.

The human mortals ivant their ivinter heried,
7. e. praifed, celebrated. The word is obfolete : But ufed both by

Chaucer and Spencer in this fignification.

The'' ivouldfji thou Icamc to caroli. of love.

And H E R Y luith H y M N E s //-> V LaJJ'e''i glove.

Spenc. Cal. Feb.

The
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That rheumatick difeafes do abound.

And thorough this diftemperaturc, we fee

The feafons alter; hoary-headed frofts

Fall in the frelh lap of the crimfon rofe ;

And on old Hyems' chin, and icy crown.
An od'rous chaplet of fvveet fummer-buds
Is, as in mockery, fet. 7 The fpring, the fummer.
The ^ childing Autumn, angry winter, change

Their

The following line confirms the emendation.

No night is tioiu ivith Hymn or Carol bkfl j

and the propriety of' the fentiment is evident. For the winter is
the feafon of rural rejoicing, as the gloominefs of it and its vacancy
from country labours give them the inclination and opportunity
for mirth

; and the fruits, now gathered in, the means. Well
therefore might ihe fay, when fhe had defcribed the dearths of the
feafons and fruitlefs toil of the husbandmen, that

The human mortals ivant their tuinter heried.

But, principally, fmce the coming of Chriftianity this feafon ixi

commemoration of the birth of Chrift, has been particularly de-
voted to feftivity. And to this cuftom, notwithftanding the im-
propriety. Hymn or Carol bleji certainly alludes. Mr. Theobald
fays, he Jhould undoubtedly have adnjanccd this conjeElure into the
text

J but that Shakefpear feems rather fond of halloiv^d. Rather
than what ? halloived is not fynonymous to heried, but to blefi.
What was he thinking of? The ambiguity of the Englijh word
^/tyf confounded him, which fignifies cit'azr praised ox fanBified^

7 7he Spring, the fummer, ^
The childing Autumn, angry luinferj change
Their wonted Liveries j and th'' amazed ivorldy
By their Increase noiv knows not ivhich is ivhich •-—1

v/hofe increafe ? or what increafe ? Let us attend to the Senti-
ment—Spring, Summer, Autumn and Winter change their Z/w-
rifs, j. e. Spring and Summer are unfeafonably cold ; and Autumn
and Winter unnaturally warm. This temperature he calls the
Zi-veries or the covering of the feafons. Which, he fays, con-
founds the amazed world, that, now, knows not which is which.
This bemg owing then to the feafons changing their garb, the laft
line was doubtlefs wrote thus.

By their Inch A s E now knows not which is which.
i. e. by the temperature in which they are fct. The metaphor
before was taken from Clothing, here from Jewels. Inchafe
coming froni the French, Enchajeure, a term in ufe amongft
Coldfmiths for the fetting a ftone in Gold.

8 ThezniT>i-iiGAutumn.'\ The Quarto of 1600, and the Folio
ut 1623, read CHitDiNC, and this is right. It is an old word
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Their wonted liveries J and th' amazed world,

By their inchafc, now knows not which is which

;

And this fame progeny of evil comes

From our debate, from oar difienfion ;

We are their parents and original.

Ob. Do you amend it then, it lyes in yea.

Why fhould Titania crofs her Oberon ?

I do but beg a little changeling boy,

To be my 9 henchman.

^een. Set your heart at reft,

The fairy-land buys not the child of me.

His mother was a votrefs of my order,

And, in the fpiced Indian air by night,

Full often (he hath goffipt hy my iide ;

And fat with me on Neptune'^ yellow fands.

Marking th' embarked traders on the flood.

When we have laught to fee the fails conceive,

And grow big- bellied with the wanton wind :

a Which Hie, with pretty and with fwimming gate,

Follying (her womb then richvvith my young fquire)

Would imitate ; and fail upon the land.

To fetch me trifies, and return again.

As from a voyage rich with merchandize.

But Ihe, being mortal, of that boy did die ;

which fignified'teeming, bearing fruit. So Chaucer, in his Bal'

lade of our Ladie, faj'S,

Cho/in of Jofeph, ivbom he toh: to tvi've,

Unhioiuyng hym, c h I L D I N G by miracle '

This is the proper epithet of Autumn, and not chiding,

9 Or uilier. Pvlr. Pope.

J, Which pe, ivith pretty a-ndivithfiuinmi-fig gate,

FOLLOWING (her ivomb then rich ivith my young fquire)

Would imitate—] Folloiving what ? fhe did not follow the

fliip, whofe motion fhe imitated : for that failed on the water, fhe

on the land. If by folloiving we are to underftand imitating, it

will be a raere pleonafm imitating ivould imitate. From the

Poet's defcription of the aftion it plainly appears we fhould read

Follying —
Would imitate.

7. e. wantoning in Sport and Gaiety. Thus the old Englijh wri-

ters and they belecven f o l Y l Y andfalfy -—~ ••- fays Sir J.

Maufide'ville, from and in the fenfe oifolatrcr, toplay the wanton.

This exaftly agrees to the aaicn defcribed —full often has fit

go^ipt by my fide^and-'ivhen ive ha-ve laughed to fee.
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And, for her fake, I do rear up her boy ;

And, for her fake, I will not part with him.

Oh. How long within this wood intend you ftay ?

^een. Perchance, 'till after Thefeus' wedding-day.

If you will patiently dance in our round,

And fee our moon-light revels, go with us

;

If not, fhun me, and I will fpare your haunts.

Oh. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee.

^ieen. Not for thy fairy kingdom. Elves, away :

We IhalLchide down-right, if I longer ftay.

{^Exeunt ^een and her train.

Oh. Well, go thy way ; thou fnalt not from this

grove,

'Till I torment thee for this injury.

My gentle Fuck, come hither j - thou remember'ft

Sinc^

% —— thou rememher'jl

Since once Ifat upon a promontory.

And heard a mermaid^ on a dolphin'' s back.

Uttering fuch dulcet and harmonious breathy

that the rude fea grenv civil at her fong ;

And certain Jiars Jhot madlyfrom their fpheres

To hear the fea-maid's miifick ] The firfi: thing obfer-

vable on thefe words is, that tiiis aftion of the Mermaid is laid in

the fame time and place with Cupid\ attack upon the VefiaL By
the Vcjial every one knows is meant Queen Elizabeth, It is

I'cry natural and reafonable then to think tiiat the Mermaid ilands

for feme eminent perfonage of her time. And if fo, the allegorical

covering, in which there is a mixture of fatire and panegyric,

v/ill lead us to conclude that this perfon was one of whom it had

been inconvenient for the author to fpeak openly, either in praife

or difpraife. All this agrees with Mary ^usen of Scots, and with

no other. Queen Elizabeth could not bear to hear her com-
mended 5 and her fuccelfor would not forgive her fatirift. But
the poet has fo well marked out every diftinguifhed circumftance

of her life and charafter in this beautiful allegory, as will leave

no room to doubt about his fecret meaning. She is called a Mer-
maid, I. to denote her reign over a kingdom fituate in the fea_,

and 2. her beauty and intemperate lufr,

- Ut turpitcr atrtm

Dejlnat in pifcem mulierformofa fuperne,

for as Elizabeth for her chaftity is called a Vejial, this unfortu-
nate lady on a contrary account is called a Mermaid. 3. An
antient ftory may be fuppofed to be here alluded to. The em-
peror yK//<?« tells us, Epiftle4i. that the Sirens, (which, with all

the modern poets, are Mermaids) contended for precedency with

the Mufes, whQ overcoming them, took away their wings. Tne
F % quaj-relf
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Since once I fat upon a promontory,

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back.

Uttering fuch dulcet and harmonious breath.

That the rude fea grev/ civil at her fong

;

And certain ftars fhot madly from their fpheres.

To hear the fea-maid's mufick.

quarrels between Mary and Elizabeth had the famc-caufe, and the

fame ilTue.

II On a Dolphiri'i back.'j This evidently marks out that

diftinguifhing Circumftance of Mary's fortune^ her marriage with

the dauphin of France, fon of Henry II.

Uttering fuch dulcet and harmonious breath.] This alludes to

her great abilities of genius and learning, which rendered her

the moft accompli/hed princefs of her age. The French writers

tell us, that, while fhe was in that court, fhe pronounced a Latin

oration in the great hail of the Vvwvre, with fo much grace and

eloquence, as filled the whole court with admiration.

'That the rude fea greiv civil at her jor.g j] By the rude fea is

meant Scotland encircled with the ocean ; which rofe up in arms

againft the regent, while fhe was in France. But her return

liome prefently quieted thofe diforders : And had not her ftrange

3li conduft afterwards more violently inflamed them, fhe might

have palTed her whole life in peace. There is the greater juftnefs

and beauty in this image, as the vulgar opinion is, that the raer-

jnaid always fings in rtorms.

jind certain Jiars Jh'jt madly from their fpheres,

To hear the fea-niaid'smujick.'] Thus concludes the defcription,

*N-lth that remarkable circumftance of this unhappy lady'i fate,

the deftrudlion fhe brought upon feveral of the Englifh nobihty,

whom Ihe drew in to fupport her caufe. This, in the boldefl:

exprefTionof the fublime, the poet images by certain fiars foooting

madly from their fpheres : By which he meant the earls of Nor.

ihumberland and IFefimorland, who fell in her quarrel j and prin-

cipally the great duke of Norfolk, whofe projeiled marriage with

her was attended with fuch fatal confequences. Here again the

reader may obferve a peculiar juftnefs in the imag'ry. The vulgar

opinion being that the mermaid allured men to deftruftion by lier

fongs. To which opinion Shakefpcar alludes in his Comedy of Er-

rors,

train me not, fweet mermaid, with thy note.

To drown me in thy ffer'^s flood of tears.

On the whole, it is the nobleft and jufteft allegory that was ever

written. The laying it m fairy land, and out of nature, is in the

charafter of the fpeaker. And on thefe occafions Shakefpear al-

ways excels himfelf. He is borne away by the magic of his enthu-

liafm and hurries his reader along with him into thefe ancient

regions of poetry, by that power of Verfe, which we may well

fancy to be like what,
-— Olim Fauni Vatf^ne caKehant,

Pud,
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Tuck. I remember.

Oh. That very time I faw, but thou cou'dft not.

Flying between the cold moon and the Earth,

3 Cupid alarm'd : a certain aim he took

At a fair + Veftal, throned by the well.

And loos'd his love-fhaft fmartly from his bow.
As it fhould pierce a hundred thoufand hearts ;

But I might fee young Cupid's fiery (haft

Quench'd in the chafte beams of the wat'ry moon.
And the Imperial Votrefs pafTed on,

Jn maiden meditation, fancy-free.

Yetmark'd J where the bolt ofCupid fell.

It fell upon a little weftern flower ;

Before milk-white, now purple with love's wound ;

5 And maidens call it Love in idlenefs.

Fetch me that flow'r ; the herb 1 (hew'd thee once ;

The juice of it, on fleeping eye-lids laid.

Will make or man, or woman, madly doat

Upon the next live creature that it fees.

Fetch me this herb, and be thou here again.

Ere the Leviathan can fwim a league.

3 Cupid ALL armM :
—— ] Surely this prefentjus v/ith a very

unclaflical Image. In ancient books and monuments we never lee

Cupid armed with more than his bov/ and arrows j and with thefe

we find him furnifhed in all humours. Thefe too are the only
arms he had occafion for in the prefent aftion j a more illuflrious

one than any his friends, the claific poets, ever employed him in,

I would read therefore

Cupid alarm'd.

The change, I make, is fo fmall, and the beauty it gives the
thought, fo great, that, I think, we are not to hefitate upon it.

For how great an addition is it to the comphment on this virgin
Queeji's cehbacy, that it alarmed the power of love. As if his em-
pire was in danger, when the Imperial Votrefs had declared her-
felf for a fingle life : So great an influence would her example
have amongft her fex. Queen Elixabeth could not but be pleafed
with the delicacy of this compliment.

4 A compliment to Queen Elixabith, Mr. Pope,

5 And maidens call it Love in idlenefs. ] This is as fine a meta-
morphofis as any in Ovid : With a much better moral, intimating
that irregular love has only power when people are idle, or not
well employed.

F 3 Ptid^
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Puck. rU put a girdle round about the earth

In forty minutes. [Exif,

Ob. Having once this juice,

I'll watch Titania when (he is afleep.

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes :

The next thing which Ihe waking looks upon,

(Be it on lyon, bear, or wolf, or bull,

On medling monkey, or on bufy ape)

She fliall purfue it with the foul of love :

And ere I take this charm from off her fight,

(As I can take it with another herb)

I'll make her render up her page to me.

But who comes here ? I am invifible ;

And I will over-hear their conference.

SCENE III.

Enter Demetrius, Helena follo'wing him.

Dem. I love thee not, therefore purfue me not.

Where is Lyfander^ and fair Hermia ?

The one I'U flay ; the other [a) llayeth me.

Thou told'H me, they were floPn into this wood j

And here am I, and ^ wood within this wood ;

Becauie I cannot meet my Hermia.

Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more.

He I. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant.

But yet you draw not iron ; for my heart

Is true as fleel. Leave you your pow'r to draw.

And I Ihall have no pow'r to follow you.

Dem. Do I entice you ? do I fpeak you fair }

Or rather do I not in plaineft truth

Tell you, I do not, nor I cannot, love you ?

Hel. And ev'n for that do I love thee the more ;

I am your fpaniel j and, Demetrius^

The more you beat me, I will fawn on you :

Ufe me but as your fpaniel, fpurn me, ftrike me,

Neglea me, lofe me ; only give me leave.

Unworthy as I am, to follow you.

6 Wood, or mad, wild, raving. Mr. Fope,

£ {a) Slay,pyetb. Dr. Ti>//-%. Vulg. py,Jiayeth.'\

What
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What worfer place can I beg in your love,

(And yet a place of high refpeft with me)

Than to be ufed, as you ufe your dog ?

Dent. Tempt not too much the hatred ot my Ipirit

;

For I am Tick, when I do look on thee.

Hsl. And I am fick, when I look not on you.

Dem. You do impeach your modefty too much.

To leave the city and commit yourfelf

Into the hands of one that loves you not ;

To truft the opportunity of night,

And the ill counfel of a defart place,

With the rich worth of your virginity.

Hel, Your virtue is my privilege ; for that

It is not night when I do fee your face.

Therefore, I think, I am not in the night.

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company ;

For you in my refpe6l are all the world.

Then hov/ can it be faid, I am alone ;

When all the world is here to look on me ?

Dem. ril run from thee and hide me in the brakes.

And leave thee to the mercy of wild Beads.

Hel. The wildeft hath not fuch a heart as you

;

Run when you will, the ftory fhall be chang'd :

Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chafe ;

The dove purfues the griffin ; the mild hmd

Makes fpeed to catch the tyger. Bootlefs fpeed

!

When cowardife purfues, and valour flies.

Dem. I will not flay thy queftions ; let me go :

Or if thou follow me, do not believe,

But I ihall do thee mifchief in the wood.

Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field.

You do me mifchief. Fie, Demetrius

^

Your wrongs do fet a fcandal on my fex :

We cannot fight for love, as men may do ;

We fliou'd be woo'd, and were not made to WOO.

I follow thee, and make a heav'n of hell

;

To die upon the hand, I love fo well. [Exeunt.

F4 SCENE
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S C E N E IV.

Oh. Fare thee well, nymph ; ere he doth leave this

grove,

Thou fhalt fly him, and he fhall feek thy love.

Haft thou the ilow'r there ? welcome, wanderer.

Enter Puck.

Par^. Ay there it is.

Ob. I pray thee, give it me ;

I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows.

Where ox-lip and the nodding violet grows,

O'er-canopy'd with lufcious woodbine.

With fweet mufk-rofes, and with eglantine.

There fleeps Titania, fome time of the night,

XulPd in thefe flow'rs with dances and delight ;

And there the fnake throws her cnammel'd fkin.

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in :

And with the juice of this I'll ftreak her tyti.

And make her full of hateful fantafies.

Take thou fome of it, and feek through this grove ^

A fvvect Athenian lady is in love

With a difdainful youth \ anoint his eyes ;

But do it, when the next thing he efpies

May be the lady. Thou (halt know the Man,
By the Athenian garments he hath on.

EiFedl it with fome care, that he may prove

More fond of her, than fhe upon her love ;

And, look, you meet me ere theiiril cock crow.

Fuck. Fear not, my lord, your fervant fhall do fo.

\Exeunt*

SCENE V.

Enter ^een of Fairies y wuith her Train.

^leen. Come, now a roundel, and a Fairy fong :

^ Then, for the third part of the midnight, hence ,*

Some

7 Tkcn, for the third part of k minute, hence
j ] Wc

fcould read the third part of the midnight. The common
reading
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Some to kill cankers in the mulk-rofe buds,

Some war with rear- mice for their leathern wings,

To make my Tmall elves coats j and fome keep back

The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders

At ^ our qucint fports. Sing me now afleep ;

Then to your Offices, and let me reft.

Fairies fmg,

7ou /potted fnakesiuith double tongue, '

]

Thorny hedgehogs t
be not feen ; \

Nerjuts and blind ^jortns, do no nvrong ;

Come not near ourfairy ^uein,

Philomel, ou/V^ melody.

Sing in yourfnueet lullaby j

Lulla^ lulla^ lullaby ; lulla^ lulltty lullaby :

Ne'ver harniy nor fpell, nor charm.

Come our lovely lady nigh ;

So good night 'with lullaby, \
'

2 Fairy.

Wea'vingfpiders come not here ;

Hence, you long-legd/pinnen^ hence :

Beetles black, approach not near.

Worm, nor/nail, do no offence,

Philomel, ivith melody, &c.

I Fairy.

Hence, aixjay ; «ow all is 'well

:

One, aloof, Jiand Centinel.

[£;v^««/ Fairies. The QQeen Jleepu

Enter Oberon.

Ob. What thou feeft, when thou doft wake^^

Do it for thy true love take :

Love and languifti for his fake ;

reading is nonfenfe. Poflibly Shakefpear might have ufed the
French word Minuit.

% mm our queint Spirits.-*] We Aould read sports,
F 5 Bti
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Be it ounce, or cat, or bear,

Pard, or boar with brillled hair.

In thy eye that fliall appear.

When thou wak'ft, it is thy dear ;

Wake, when fome vile thing is near. [Exit OberoR.

SCENE VI.

Enfer Lyfander and Hermia,

Lyf. Fair love, you faint with wandring in the wood *

'And, to fpeak troth, I have forgot our way

:

We'll reft us, Hermia, if thou think it good.

And tarry for the comfort of the day.

Her. Bc't fo, Lyfander ; find you cut a bed.

For I upon this bank will reft my head.

Lyf, One turf ftiall ferve as pillow for us both.

One heart, one bed, two bofoms, and one troth.

Her. Nay, good Lyfander ; for my fake, my dear.

Lye further off yet, do not lye fo near.

Lyf 9 O take the fenfe, fweet, of my conference ;

Love takes the meaning, in love's innocence ;

I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit

;

So that but one heart can. you make of it :

Two bofoms, interchained with an oath 5

So then two bofoms, and a fingle troth :

Then, by your fide no bed-room me deny ;

Forlying fo, Hermia, I do not lye.

Her, Lyfander riddles very prettily 5

9 take the fenfe, fweet, of my innocence
;

Lo-ve takes the meaning, in lo^e''s conference.] Here,

by fome mifchance or other, Innocence and Conference have been

jumbled into one another's places, and thereby deprived a very

fenfible reply of all kind of meaning. Reftore each to its right

place and the fenfe will be this j
» when fhe had interpreted his

words to an evil meaning, he replies,

take the fenfe, fweet, of my conference ;

i. e. judge of my meaning by the drift of my whole fpeeeh, and

do not pervert the fenfe of an ambiguous word to a meaning quite

foreign to the difcourfe. Beiides, fays he,

Lo-ve takes the meaning, in lo've's innocence.

2. e. The innocence of your love may teach you to difcover the in-

nocence of mine. Thefe are the fcntiments, which were quite

loft in this aukward tranfpofitioa,

Now
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Now much befhrew my manners, and my pride.

If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfaneier\y"d.

But, gentle friend, for love and curtefie

Lye further off,- in human modefly.

Such feparation, as, may well be faid.

Becomes a virtuous batchelor and a maid,

So far be diftant ; and good-night, fweet friend

;

Thy love ne'er alter, till thy fweet life end !

Lyf. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, fay I

;

And then end life, when I end loyalty !

Here is my bed ; fleep give thee all his reft !

Her. With half that wiih the wifher's eyes be preft f

lUeyJleep,

Enter Puck.

Puck. Through the foreft have I gone.

But Jtbenian found I none.

On whofe eyes I might approve

This flower's force in ftirring love

:

Night and filence ! who is here ?

Weeds of Athens he doth wear ;

This is he, my mafter faid,

Defpifed the Jthenian maid.

And here the maiden ileeping found

On the dank and airty groinid.

Pretty foul ! fhe durft not lye

Near to this lack-love kill-curtefic.

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw

All the pow*r this charm doth owe

:

When thou wak'ft, let love forbid

Sleep his feat on thy eye -lid ;

So awake, when I am gone :

For I mull now to Oheron, \Exito

SCENE vir.

Enter Demetrius and Helena running,

Bel. Stay, tho' thou kill me, fweet Demehiu^ '

Dm. I charge thee, hence, and do no :

thus.
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Hel. O, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not (o,

Dem. Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go.

\_Exit Demetrius,

Eel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chace ;

The more my prayer, the leffer is my grace.

Happy is Hermia, wherefoe' er fhe lies

;

For fhe hath blefled, and attradlive, eyes.

How came her eyes fo bright ? not with fait tears ;.

If fo, my eyes are oftner wafh'd than hers

:

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear ;

For hearts, that meet me, run away for fear*

Therefore no marvel, tho' Demetrius

Do (as a monfter) fly my prefence thus.

What wicked, and diffembling, glafs ofmine
Made me compare with Hermia's fphery eyne ?

But who is here ? Lyfander on the ground :

Dead or afleep ? I fee no blood, no wound :

Lyfander^ if you live, good Sir, awake.

Lyf, And run thro' fire I will, for thy fweet fake.

\_Waking^

Tranfparent Heleriy nature here fhews art.

That thro' thy bofom makes me fee thy heart.

Where is Demetrius ? Oh, how fit a word
Is that vile name, to perifh on my fword !

HeL Do not fay fo, Lyfatider, fay not fo ;

What tho' he love your H^rmia ? lord, what tho

Yet Bermia ftill loves you ; then be content.

Lyf. Content with Hermia ? no : I do repent

The tedious minutes I with her have fpent;

Not Hermia, but Helena 1 love :

Who will not change a raven for a dove ?

The will of man is by his reafon fway'd j

And reafon fays, you are the worthier maid.

Things, growing, are not ripe until their feafon ;

So I, being young, 'till now ripe not to reafon i

And, touching now the point of human fkill,

Reafon becomes the marfhal to my will,

And leads me to your eyes ; where I o'erlook

Love's flories, written in love's richelt book.

\
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Hel. Wherefore was I to this keen mock^^ry born I

When at your hands did I deferve this fcorn ?

Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man.
That I did never, no, nor never can,

Deferve a fweet look from Demetrius'' eye.

But you muft flout my infufficiency ?

Good troth, you do me wrong ; good footh, you do ^

Jn fuch difdainful manner me to woo :

But fare you well. Perforce I muft confefs,

I thought you lord of more true gentlenefs :

Oh, that a lady, ofone man refus'd.

Should of another therefore be abus'd ! [Exit.

Lyf. She fees not Hermia -, Hermia, fleep thou there i

And never may 'ft thou come Lyfunder near j

For as a furfeit of the fweeteft things

The deepeft loathing to the ftomach brings j

Or as the herelies, that men do leave.

Are hated moft of thofe they did deceive v

So thou, my furfeit and my herefie,

Of all be hated, but the moft of me !

And all my pow'rs addrefs your love and might
To honour Helena and to be her Knight

!

VExitl
Her. Help me, Lyfander, help me ! do thy bcft

To pluck this crawling ferpent from my breaft :

Ay me, for pity, what a dream was here ?

Lyfandery look, how I do quake with fear j

Me-thought, a ferpent eat my heart away ;

And you fat fmiling at his cruel prey :

Lyfander ! what, remov'd ? Lyfander, lord ?

What, out of hearing gone ? no found, no word ?

Alack, where are you ? fpeak, and, if you hear.
Speak, of all loves ; ( I fwoon almoft, with fear.)
No ? - then I well perceive, you are not nigh ;

Or death, or you, I'll find immediately. [ExiC

ACT



1 10 A Midsummer-Night's Dream.

ACT III. SCENE L

The WOO D,

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout and
Starveling.

7he ^een of Fairies lying ajleep,

Bot, A RE we all met ?

x\ ^in. Pat, pat ; and here's a marvellous

convenient place for our rehearfal. This green plot

fhall be our ftage, this hauthorn-brake our tyring houfe,

and we will do it in adion, as we will do it before the

Duke.
Bot. Peter ^ince*-
^in. What fay'ft thou bully Bottom ?

Bot. There are things in this comedy of Pyramus and

Thifiy, that will never pleafe. Firft, Pyramus muft

draw a fword to kill himfelf, which the ladies cannot

abide. How anlwer you that ?

Snout. By'rlaken, a parlous fear.

Star, I believe we mull leave the killing out, when
all is done.

Bat, Not a whit, I have a device to make all well ;

write me a prologue, and let the prologue feem to fay,

we will do no harm with our fwords, and xX^MPyramus is

notkiird indeed ; and for more better aflurance tell them,

that I Pyramus am not Pyramus^ but Bottom the weaver

;

this will put them out of fear.

^in. Well, we will have fuch a prologue, and it

(hall be written in eight and fix.

Bot. No, make it two more ; let it be written in

.l^ight and eight.

Snout. Will not the ladies be afraid of the lion ?

Star. I fear it, I promife you.

Bot, Mailers, you ought to confider with your

felves ; to bring in, God (hield us, a lion among la-

dies, iB a moft dreadful thing ; for there is not a more

fearful wild -fowl than your lion living j and we ought

to look to it.

Snout]
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Snout. Therefore another prologue muft tell, he is not

a lion.

Bot. Nay you muft name his name, and half his face

muft be feen through the lion's neck ; and he himfelf

muft fpeak through, faying thus, or to the fame de-

feft ; ladies, or fair ladies, I would wifh you, or I

would requeft you, or I would intreatyou, not to fear,

not to tremble ; my life for yours ; if you think, I

come hither as a lion, it were pity of my life ; no, I

am no fuch thing, I am a man as other men are ; and

there indeed let him name his name, and tell them plain-

ly he is Snug the joiner.

^in. Well, it (hall be fo ; but there is two hard

things, that is, to bring the moon-light into a cham-

ber ; for you know, Pyramus and fhifoy meet by moon-

light.

Snug. Doth the moon fhine that night we play our

play ?

Bot. A kalendar, akalendar! look in the almanack;

iind out moon-fhine, find out moon-fhine.

^in. Yes, it doth (hine that night.

Bot. Why then may you leave a cafement of the

great chamber-window, where we play, open ; and the

moon may Ihine in at the cafement.

^in. Ay, or elfe one muft come in with a bufti of

thorns arid a lanthorn, and fay, he comes to disfigure,

ortoprefent, the perfon of moon-fhine. Then there

is another thing : we muft have a wall in the great

chamber, for Pyramus and T^hijhy (fays the ftory) did talk

through the chink of a wall.

Snug. You never can bring in a wall. What fay

you, Bottom ?

Bot. Some man or other muft prefent Wall j and let

him have fome plaftcr, or fome lome, or fome rougK-

caft about him, to fignify wall : Or let him hold his

fingers thus ; and through the cranny Ihall Pyramus,

and fhi/by whifper.

^in. If that may be, then all is well. Come, fit

down every mother's fon, and rehcarfe your parts.

Pyramus^ you begin i when you have fpoken your

fpeecb.
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fpeech, enter into that brake ; and fo every one accord-

ing to his cue.

SCENE II.

Enfer Puck behind.

Puck. What hempen home-fpuns have we fwagger-

ing here.

So near the cradle of the fairy ^een ?

What, a play toward ? I'll be an auditor ;,

An Ador too, perhaps, if I fee caufe.

^in. Speak, Pyramus ; Thijly^ ftand forth.

Pyr. Thijby, the flower of odious favours fweet.

^in. Odours, odours.

Pyr. Odours, favours fweet.

So doth thy breath, my deareft Ihijhyy dear ;

But hark, a voice ! ftay thou but here a whit ;

And, by and by, I will to thee appear. \^Exit Pyr."

Puck. A ftranger Pyramus than e'er plaid here llJ/i^e,

Ihif. Muft I fpeak now ?

^in. Ay, marry, mufl you ; for you muft under-

fland, he goes but to fee a noife that he heard, and is

to come again.

T^hif. Moft radiant Pyramus, moftlilly-white of hue.

Of colour like the red rofe on triumphant bryer,

Moft brifky Jwuenile, and eke moft lovely Jenvy

As true as trueft horfe, that yet would never tire,

I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny's tomb.

^«/«. Ninus'' tomb, man ; why you muft not fpeak

that yet : that you anfwer to Pyramus 5 you fpeak ail

your part at once, cues and all. Pyramus, enter ; your

cue is paft ; it is, ne'ver tire.

Re- enter Bottom, ivith an Afs-head.

^hif. O, As true as trueft horfe that yet would
never tire.

Pyr. If I were fair, ^hijby, I were only thine.

^in. O monftrous ! O ftrange ! we are haunted ;

pray, mafters ; fly, mafters ; help ! [fThe Clowns exeunt.

Puck. rU follow you, I'll lead you about a round.

Through bog, through buih, through brake, through

bryer

;

Some*
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Sometimes a horfe I'll be, fometimes a hound,

A hog, a headlefs bear, fometime a fire.

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar and burn.

Like horfe, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn.

Bot. Why do they run away ? this is a knavery of

them to make me afeatd.

Enter Snout.

Snout. O Boitonty thou art changM j what do I fee

on thee ?

Bot. What do you fee ? you fee an afs-head of your

own, do you ?

Enter Quince.

^in. Blefs thee. Bottom, blefs thee; thou art

tranfiated.

Bot. I fee their knavery, this is to mske an afs of

me, to fright me if they could ; but I will not ftir from

this place, do what they can ; I will walk up and down
here, and I will fing, that they Ihall hear I am not

afraid. {Sings,

The Oufel cock, fo black of hue.

With orange-tawny bill.

The throttle with his note fo true.

The wren with little quill.

^een. What angel wakes me from my flovv'ry bed ?

[ Waking,

Bot. The finch, the fparrovv, and the lark, [Sings^

The plain fong cuckow gray,

Whofe note full many a man doth mark.

And dares not anfwer, nay.

For, indeed, who would fet his Wit to fo foolifh a

bird ? who would give a bird the' lye, tho' he cry

cuckoiv never fo ?

^een. I pray thee, gentle mortal, fing again j

Mine car is much enamour'd of thy note,

So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape ;

And thy fair virtue's force (perforce) doth move me.
On the firft view, to fay, to fwear, I love thee.

Bot. Methinks, miftrefs, you Ihould have little reafoR

for that : and yet, to fay the truth, reafon and love

keep little company together now-a-days. The more
the
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the pity, thatfome honeft neighbours will not make them
friends. Nay, I can * gleek upon occafion.

^een. Thou areas wile, as thou art beautiful.

Bot. Not fo neither : but if I had wit enough to

get out of this wood, I have enough to fcrve mins

own turn.

^een. Out of this wood do not defire to go.

Thou (halt remain here, whether thou wilt or no.

I am a fpirit of no common rate ;

The fummer ftill doth tend upon my (late.

And I do love thee ; therefore, go with me,

VW. give thee fairies to attend on thee ;

And they fhall fetch thee jewels from the deep.

And {\vi<i^ while thou on preffed flowers doll lleep :

And I will purge thy mortal grofsnefs fo,

That thou fhalt like an airy fpirit go.

feafebloffom! Cobi^eb ! Moth! ^'^AMuJiardfeed

V

SCENE III.

Enterfour Fairies,

1 fair. Ready.

2 Fair, And I.

3 Fair. And I.

4 Fair, And I : where fhall, we go ?

^een. Be kind, and courteous to this gentleman ;.

Hop in his walks, and gambole in his eyes

;

Feed him with apricocks and dewberries.

With purple grapes, green figs and mulberries.

The honey-bags Heal from the humble bees.

And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs.

And light them at the fiery glow-worm's Qyt%^

To have my love to bed, and to arife :

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies.

To fan the moon-beams from his fleeping Eyes j.

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtefies.

1 Fair, Hail, mortal, hail

!

2 Fair. Hail

!

3 Fair* Hail

!

'

2 Joke or feoff.

.

Mr. P*/e,

Bot.
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Bot. I cry your worfliip's mercy heartily ; I befeech

your wor(hip's name.

Cob. Cobiveb.

Bot. 1 fliall defire of you more acquaintance, good

mafter Cobweb ; if I cut my finger,^ I fhall make bold

with you. Your name, honeft gentleman.

Pea/e. Peafeblojfom.

Bot. I pray you, commend me to miftrefs Squajh

your mother, and to mafter Peafecod your father.

Good mailer Peafeblofflm, I fhall defire of you more ac^

quaintance too. Your name, I befeech you. Sir.

Muf. Muftardfeed.

Bot. Good mailer Mujlardfeed, I know your (a) pa-

rentage well : that fame cowardly giant-like Ox- beef

hath devour'd many a gentleman of your houfe. I

promife you, your kindred hath made my eyes water

ere now. I defire more of your acquaintance, good

mafter Muftardfeed.

^een. Come, wait upon him, lead him to my bower^

The moon, methinks, looks with a watry eye ;

And when (he weeps, weep ev'ry little flower.

Lamenting fome enforced chaftity !

Tie up my love's tongue, bring him filently. \_Exeunt»

S C E N E IV.

Enter King of Fairies.

Oh. I wonder, if Titania be awak'd :

Then what it was that next came in her eye.

Which (he muft doat on in extremity.

Enter Puck.

Here comes my melTenger ! how now, mad fprite^

What night-rule now about this haunted grove ?

Puck. My miftrefs with a monller is in love.

Near to her clofe and confecrated bower.

While (he was in her dull and fleeping hour,

A crew of patches, rude mechanicals.

That work for bread upon Athenian ftalls.

Were met together to rehearfe a play.

Intended for great Thefeus' nuptial day.

[(^) .m.^^ parentage, Oxford Edit. — Vulg. patience ive/I.'j

The
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The fhallow'ft thick-ikin of that barren fort.

Who Pyramus prefented, in their fport

Forrook his fcene and enter'd in a brake :

When I did him at this advantage take.

An Afs's nole I fixed on his head ;

Anon, his T^hijby mull be anfwered.
And forth my minnock comes : when they him fpy.

As wildgeefc, that the creeping fowler eye.
Or ruffet-pated choughs, many in fort,

Rifing and cawing at the gun's report.

Sever themfelves, and madly fweep the/ky ;

So at his fight, away his fellows fly j

And, at our ftamp, here o'er and o'er one falls ;

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls.

Their fenfe thus weak, loft with their fears thus ftrong^

Made fenfelefs things begin to do them wrong.
For briars and thorns at their apparel fnatch,

Some, fleeves j fome, hats ; from yielders all things

catch.

I led them on in this diftradled fear,

And left fweet Pyramus tranflated there :

When in that moment (fo it came to pafs)

^itania wak'd, and ftraitway lov'd an afs.

Ob. This falls out better, than I could devife.

But haft thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes

With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ?

Puck. I took him fleeping, that is finifti'd too ;

And the Athenian woman by his fide.

That when he v/akes, of force ftie muft be ey'd.

S C E N E V.

Enter Demetrius and Hermia.

Oh. Stand clofe, this is the fame Athenian.

Puck. This is the woman, but not this the man.'

Dem. O, why rebuke you him that loves you fo ?

Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter foe.

Her. Now I but chide, but I ihould ufe thee worfe

;

For thou, I fear, haft given me .caufe to curfc :

If
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If thou haft flain Lyfander in his ileep.

Being o'er (hoes in Blood, plunge in the deep.

And kill me too.

The fun was not fo true unto the day.

At he to me. Would he have ftol'n away
From fleeping Hermia ? I'll believe as foon.

This whole earth may be bor'd \ and that the moon
May through the center creep, and fo difpleafe

* Her brother's noon -tide \WC Antipodes.

It cannot be, but thou haft murther'd him ;

So fhould a murtherer look, fo dread, fo grim.
Dem, So fhould the murther'd look j and fo fhould I,

Pierc'd through the heart with your ftern cruelty :

Yet you the murtherer look as bright, and clear.

As yonder Venus in her glimm'ring fphere.

Her. What's this to my Lyfander ? where is he ?

Ah, good Demetriusy wilt thou give him me ?

Dem. I'ad rather give his carcafe to my hounds.
Her. Out, dog ! out, cur! thoudriv'ft me pafl the

bounds

Of maiden's patience. Haft thou flain him then ?

Henceforth be never number'd among men.
! once tell true, and even for my fake,

Durft thou have look'd upon him, being awake ?

And haft thou kill'd him fleeping? O brave touch !

Could not a worm, an adder do fo much ?

An adder did it, for with doubler tongue
Than thine, thou ferpent, never adder ftung.

Dem. You fpend your paffion on a mifpris'd mood ;

1 am not guilty of Lyfander' s blood.

Nor is he dead, for aught that lean tell.

Her. I pray thee, tell me then that he is well.

Dem. And if I could, what fhould I get therefore ?

Her. A privilege never to fee me more :

And from thy hated prefence part I fo :

See me no more, whether he's dead or no. [Exit.

2 Her brother's men-tide v/iTH th' Antipodes.] She fays, ilie
W'ould as foon believe, that the moon, then fhining, could creeo
through the centre, and meet the fun's light on the other fide the
Globe. It is plain therefore we fhould read

- — r T h' Atitifodesj I, e, in the Antipodes where the fun
was then ihining.

Dem.
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Dem. There is no following her in this fierce vein.

Here, therefore, for a while I will remain :

So forrow^s heavinefs doth heavier grow,

For debt, that bankrupt fleep doth forrow owe

;

Which now in fome flight meafure it will pay,

If for his Tender here 1 make fome flay. [ Lies do'wn.

Ob. What haft thou done ? thou haft miftaken quite.

And laid thy love-juice on fome true love's fight :

Of thy mifprifion muft perforce enfue

Some true love turn'd, and not a falfe turn'd true.

Puck, Then fate o'er-rules, that, one man holding

troth,

A million fail, confounding oath on oath.

Ob. About the wood go fwifter than the wind.

And Helena of Athens, fee, thou find.

All fancy -fick fhe is, and pale of cheer ;

With fighs of love, that coft the frelh blood dear

;

By fome illufion, fee, thou bring her here ;

I'll charm his eyes, againft fhe doth appear.

Puck. I go, I go ; look, how I go ;

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar^ ^ bow. [^Exit^

Ob. Flower of this purple dye.

Hit with Cupid's, archery.

Sink in apple of his eye !

When his love he doth efpy,

Let her fhine as glorioufly

As the Venus of the flcy.

"When thou wak'ft, if fhe be by,

Beg of her for remedy.

Enter Puck.

Puck. Captain of our fairy band,

Eelena is here at hand,

And the youth, miftook by me.

Pleading for a lover's fee.

Shall we their fond pageant fee ?

Lord, what fools thefe mortals be !

Ob. Stand afide : the noife they make.

Will caufe Demetrius to awake.

Puck. Then will two at once woo one 5

That mull needs be fport alone.

An<i
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And thofe things do beft pleafe me.

That befal prepoft'roufly,

SCENE VI.

Enter Lyfander and Helenz/

L)f. Why Ihould you (hink, that J Should woo in

fcorn ?

Scorn and derifion never come in tears.

Look, when 1 vow, I weep ; and vows fo born.

In their nativity all truth appears

:

How can thefe things in me feem fcorn to you.

Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true ?

Be/. You do advance your cunning more and more 5

When truth kills truth, O deviliih, holy, fray !

Thefe vows are Flermia's : will you give her o'er ?

Weigh oath vAih oath, and you will nothing weigh ;

Tour vows to her and m.e, put in two fcales.

Will even weigh, and both as light as tales.

Lyf. I had no judgment when to herlfwore.

Her. Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er.

L}f. Demetriui loves her, and he loves not you.

Dem. [azvah'ng.'] O Helen, goddefs, nymph, per-

fect, divine,

To what, my love, ihall I compare thine eyne ?

Cryftal is muddy ; O how ripe in (how
Thy lips, thofe kiffing cherries, tempting grow !

That pure congealed white, high Taurus'' fnow,

Fann'd with the eaftern wind, turns to a crow
When thou hold'ft up thy hand. O let me kifs

(a) This Purencfsof pure white, this feal ofblifs,

Hel. O fpight, O hell ! I fee you all are bent

To fet againft me, for your merriment :

If you were civil, and knew courtefie,

You would not do me thus much injury,

3 Can you not hate me, as I know you do,

But mull join infolents to mock me too ? If

^ Can you not hate me, as I knoiv ycu do.

But Yov miiji join in souls to jnoch me too f] This is

fpoken to Demetrius. The laft line is nonfenfe. They fhould be
read thus,

{{a) This purenefs, Oxford Edit,——Vulg. This Princefs,']

Can
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If you are men, as men you are in fhow.
You would not ufe a gentle lady (o :

To vow and fwear, and fuper-praife my parts

;

When I am furc, you hate me with your hearts.

You both are rivals, and love Hermiay
And now both rivals to mock Helena,
A trim exploit, a manly enterprize.

To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes

With your derifion ! none of nobler fort

Would fo offend a virgin, and extort

A poor foul's patience, all to m.ake you fport.

Lyf. You are unkind, Demetrius -, be not fo ;

For you love Hertnia ; this you know, I know.
And here with all good will, with all my heart.

In Hertnia'^ love I yield you up my part.

And yours of Helena to me bequeath.

Whom 1 do love, and will do to my death.

HeL Never did mockers waile more idle breath.

Bern. Lyfundery keep thy Hermia, I will none;
If e'er I lov'd her, all that love is gene.

My heart to her but, as gueft-Vv^ife, fojourn'd j

And now to Helen it is home return'd.

There ever to remain.

Lyf. It is not fo.

Dem. Difparage not the faith, thou doll not know.
Left to thy peril thou abide it dear.

Look, where thy love comes, yonder is thy dear.

SCENE VII.

" Enter Hermia.

Her. Dark night, that from the Eye his fundion takes,

The ear more quick of apprehenfion makes :

Wherein it doth impair the feeing fenfe,

It pays the hearing double recompenfe.

Can you not hate me, as I knoiv you do.

But tmift join insoleNTs to mock me too f

meaning Lyjander^ who, as fhe thought; ipocked her, when he

declared his paiTion for her.

Thou
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Thou art not by mine eye, Ly/ander, found ;

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy found.

But why unkindly didft thou leave me fo ?

Lyf. Why {hould he flay, whom love doth prefs to go ?

Her. What love could prefs Lyfander from my fide ?

Lyf. Lyfander z love, that would not let him 'bide.

Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night.

Than all yon fiery O's and eyes of light.

Why feek'ft thou me ? could not this make thee know.
The hate, I bear thee, made me leave thee fo ?

Her. You fpeaknot, as you think ; it cannot be.

Hel. Lo, fhe is one of this confed'racy ;

Now, I perceive, they have conjoin'd all three.

To fafhion this falfe fport in fpight of me.
Injurious Hermia^ moft ungrateful maid.

Have you confpir'd, have you with thefe contrived

To bait me with this foul derifion ?

Is all the counfel that we two have Ihar'd,

The fillers vows, the hours that we have fpent.

When we have chid the hafty-footed time

For parting us ; O ! and is all forgot ?

All fchool-days friendlhip, childhood innocence ?

We, Hermia, like two artificial gods.

Created with our needles both one flower.

Both on one fampler, fitting on one cufhion ;

Both warbling of one fong, both in one key ;

As if our hands, our fides, voices, and minds

Had been incorp'rate. So we grew together.

Like to a double cherry, feeming parted.

But yet an union in partition ;

Two lovely berries molded on one ftem.

So with two feeming bodies, but one heart

;

Two of the firft, (a) like coats in heraldry.

Due but to one, and crowned with one creft.

And will you rend our ancient love afunder.

To join with men in fcorning your poor friend ?

It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly ;

Our fex, as well as I, may chide you for it

;

Though I alone do feel the injury.

[(j) like, M, Folks, Efquire. Vulg. ///>.]

Vol. I. G H^r,



122 y^ Midsummer-Night's Dream.
Her. I am amazed a: your palTionate words ;

I Tcorn you not ; it Teems, that you fcorn me.
Hel. Have you not fet Lyfander, as in fcorn,

To follow me, and prail'e my tya and face ?

And made your other love, Demetrius^

(Who, even but now, did fpurn me with his foot)

To call me goddefs, nymph, divine, and rare.

Precious, celellial ? wherefore fpeaks he this

To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lyfander

Deny your love, fo rich within his foul.

And tender me, forfooth, affedion ;

But by your fetting on, by your confent ?

What though I be not fo in grace as you.

So hung upon with love, fo fortunate ;

But miierable mod, to love unlov'd ?

This you ihould pity, rather than defpife.

Her. 1 underftand not what you mean by this.

Hel, Ay, do, perfever, counterfeit fad looks,

Make mouths upon me, when I turn my back ;

Wink each at other, hold the fweet jeft up :

This fport, well carried, Ihall be chronicled,
~

If you have any pity, grace, or manners.

You would not make me fuch an argument :

But fare ye well, 'tis pardy mine own fault.

Which death or abfence loon Ihall remedy.

Lyf. Stay, gentle Helena ; hear my excufe ;

y\y love, my life, my fuul, f^ir Helena !

Hel. O excellent

!

Her. Sweet, do not fcorn her fo.

Dem If fhe cannot entreat, 1 can compel.

Ljf. Thou canft compel, no more than (he entreat

:

Thy threats have no more ftrength, than her weak
Prayers.

Heleftf 1 love thee ; by my life, I do j

I fvvear, by that which I will lofe for thee.

To proi'e him falfe, that fays, I love thee not.

Dtm I fay, I love thee moie than he can do.

Ljif. U thou fay fo, withdraw and prove it too.

Dem. Quick, come
Her. hyfandery whereto tends all this ?

L\j\ Away, you Ethiope I

Dem.
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Dem. No, BO, he'll feem

To break away ; take on as he would follow.

But yet come not ; you are a tame man, go.

Lyf. Hang off, thou cat, thou burr ; vile thing, let

loofe ;

Or I will (hake thee from me, like a ferpent.

Her. Why are you grown fo rude ? what change is

this ?

Sweet love !

Lyf. Thy love ? out, tawny Tartar, out ;

Out, loathed medicine : hated poifon, hence.

Her. Do you not jeft .?

Hel. Yes, footh, and fo do you.

Lyf. Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee.

Dem. I would, I had your bond ; for, I perceive,

A weak bond holds you ; I'll not truft your word.

Lyf What, (hould 1 hurt her, ftrike her, kill her

dead ?

Although I hate her, I'll not harm her fo.

Her. What, can you do me greater harm, than hate >

Hate me ! wherefore ? O me ! what news, my love ?

Am not I Hermia ? are not you Lyfander ?

I am as fair now, as I was ere-whiJe. [me ;

Since night, you lov'd me ; yet, fince night, you left

Why then you left me (O the gods forbid it !)

In earneft, (hall I fay ?

Lyf Ay, by my life ;

And never did defire to fee thee more.

Therefore be out of hope, of queftion, doubt

;

Be certain, nothing truer ; 'tis no jeft ;

That I do hate thee, and love Helena.

Her. O me, you jugler ; oh, you canker- bloifom.

You thief of love ; what, have you come by night.

And ftol'n my love's heart from him >.

Hel. Fine, i'faith f

Have you no modefty, no maiden (hame.

No touch of bafhfulneis ? what, will you tear

Impatient anfwers from my gentle tongue ?

Fie, fie, you counterfeit ; you puppet, you.

Her, Puppet ! why, fo : ay, that way goes the game.
Now, I perceive, that (he hath made compare

G 2 Between
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Between our flatures ; fhe hath urg'd her height

;

And with her perfonage, her tall perfonagc.

Her height, forfooth, Ihe hath prevailed with him.

And are you grown fo high in his efteem,

Becaufe I am fo dwarfifh and fo low ?

How low am I, thou painted maypole ? fpeak.

How low am I ? I am not yet fo low.

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes.

Hel. I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen.

Let her not hurt me : I was never curft

;

I have no gift at all in fhrewifhnefs

;

I am a right maid, for my cowardice

:

Let her not flrike me. You, perhaps, may think,

Becaufe fhe's fomething lower than myfelf.

That I can match her.

Her. Lower ! hark, again.—

—

Hel. Good Hermia, do not be fo bitter with me

;

I evermore did love you, Hermia,

Did ever keep your counfels, never wrong'd you;

Save that, in love unto Demetrius,

I told him of your ftealth unto this wood:

He follow'd you, for love I follow'd him.

But he hath chid me hence, and threaten'd me
To ftrike me, fpurn me, nay, to kill me too

;

And nov/, fo you will let me quiet go,

To Athens will I bear my folly back.

And follow you no further. Let me go.

You fee, how fimple and how fond I am.

Her. Why, get you gone: who is't that hinders

you?
Hel. A foolifti heart, that I leave here behind.

Her. What, with Lyfander ?

Hel. With Demetrius.

Lyf. Be not afraid, Ihe fhall not harm thee, Helena.

Dem. No, Sir, fhe fhall not, though you take her part.

Hel. O, when fhe's angry, fhe is keen and fhrewd j

She was a vixen, when fhe went to fchool

;

And though fhe be but little, fhe is fierce.

Her. Little, again? nothing but low, and little?

Why will you fuSer her to flout me thus ?

Let me come to her.

Lyf.
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Lyf. Get you gone, you dwarf,

You Minimusy of hindering knot-grafs made;
You bead, you acorn.

Dem. You arc too officious.

In her behalf that fcorns your fervices.

Let her alone, fpeak not of Helena^

Take not her part : for if thou doft intend

Never fo little ihew of love to her.

Thou (halt aby it.

Lyf. Now (he holds me not

;

Now follow, if thou dar'ft ; to try whofe right,

Or thine, or mine, is mofl in Helena.

Dem. Follow .? nay, I'll go with thee cheek by jowl.

[Exeunt Lyfander and Demetrius.

Her. You, miftrefs, all this coyl is long of you

;

Nay, go not back.

Hel. I will not truft you, I j

Nor longer ftay in your curft company.

Your hands, than mine, are quicker for a fray j

My legs are longer, though, to run away.

\Exeunt: Hermia />ar/«/«|^ Helena.

SCENE VIII.

Enter Oberon and Puck.

Oh. This is thy negligence : ftill thou millak'ft.

Or elfe committ'ft thy knaveries willingly.

Fuck. Believe me. King of fhadows, I miflook.

Did not you tell me, I Ihould know the man
By the Athenian garments he had on ?

And fo far blamelefs proves my enterprize.

That I have 'nointed an Athenians eyes j

And fo far am I glad it did fo fort.

As this their jangling I efteem a fport.

Oh. Thou feeft, thefe lovers feek a place to fight;

Hie therefore, Rohin, overcaft the night

;

The ftarry welkin cover thou anon
With drooping fogs, as black as Acheron ;

And lead thefe tefty rivals fo aftray.

As one come not within another's way,

G 3 Like
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Like to Lyfandtr, fometime, frame thy tongue.

Then ftir Demetrius up wiih bitter wrong j

And fometime rail thou, like Demetrius ;

And from each other, look, thou lead them thus ;

'Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting fleep

With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep j

Thencrufti this herb into Lyfander''^ eye,

Whofe liquor hath this virtuous property,

To take from thence all error with its might

;

And make his eye- balls roll with wonted fight.

When they next wake, all this deriiion

Shall feem a dream, and fruitlefs vifion ;

And back to Athens fhall the lovers wend
With league, whofe date 'till death (hall never end.

Whiles I in this affair do thee employ,
1*11 to my Queen, and beg her Indian boy

;

And then I will her charmed eye releafe

From monfter's viev^r, and all things (hall be peace.

Puck. My fairy lord, this muft be done with hafte.

For night's fwift dragons cut the clouds full faft.

And yonder ihines Auroras harbinger

;

At whofe approach, ghofts wandring here and there

Troop home to church-yards ; damned fpirits all.

That in crofs-ways and floods have burial.

Already to their wormy beds are gone ;

For fear left day Ihould look their Ihames upon.

They wilfully exile themfelves from light

;

And muft for aye confortwith black brow'd night.

Ob. But we are fpirits of another fort

;

I with the morning light have oft made fport;

And, like a forefter, the groves may tread,

4 Ev'n 'till the eaftern gate, all fiery- red.

Opening on Neptune with far-bleffing beams.

Turns into yellow gold his fait green ftreams.

But,

4 E-vn till the eaftern gate^ allfiery red.

Opening on Neptune ivitb fair blessed beams.

Turns into yelloiv gold his falt-grien ftrea/ns,^ The Epithets

fair bLJJ'ed are an infipid unmeaning expletive. Sbakcjpejry with-

out doubt, wrote,

FAR-BLESSTNG beams
J

i. e. whofe genial rays have the moft extenfiTc influence. A cor-

ruption of the fame kind we meet with in Timon,
*lbiu
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But, notwithilanding, hafte ; make no delay i

We may effeft this bufinefs yet ere day. {Exit Ob.

Fuck. Up and down, up and down,

I will lead them up and down

:

I am fear'd in field and town.

Goblin, lead them up and down.

Here comes one.

Enter Lyfander.

ly*. Where art thou, proud Demetrius ? (peak thou

now.
?uck. Here, villain, drawn and ready. Where art

thou?

Lyf. I will be with thee ftraight.

Puck. Follow me then.

To plainer ground. [Lyf. goes out, asfollowuing Dem.
Enter Demetrius.

Dem, Lyfandery fpeak again;

Thou run-away, thou coward, art thou fled ?

Speak in fome bulh : where doft thou hide thy head ?

Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the liars.

Telling the buflies that thou look'ft for wars,

And wilt not come ? come, recreant j come, thou child,

I'll whip thee with a rod ; he is defil'd.

That draws a fword on thee.

Dem. Yea, art thou there ?

Puck, Follow my voice, we'll try no manhood here.

\Exeunt,

Lyfander comes hack,

Lyf. He goes before me, and ftill dares me on ;

When I come where he calls me, then he's gone.

The villain is much lighter heel'd, than I:

I follow'd fall, but fafter he did fly;

Thou BLISSED-BREIDING furt^

which fhould be read.

Thou BLESSING-BREEDING /wff,

i. e, who giveth bleflings wherever it fliines.

G A That
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That fall'n am I in dark uneven way.

And here will reft me. Come, thou gentle day

:

\Lyes doiAjn,

For if but once thou fhew me thy grey light,

J'il find Demetrius, and revenge this fpight.

Enter Puck and Demetrius.

Puck. Ho, ho, ho, coward, why com'ft thou not?

Dem. Abide me, if thou dar'ft: for well I wot.

Thou runn'ft before me, fhifting every place

;

And dar'fl not ftand, nor look me in the face.

Where art thou ?

Puck. Come thou hither, I am here.

Dem. Nay, then thou mock'ft me ; thou ilialt buy
this dear.

If ever I thy face by day-light fee.

Now, go thy way ; faintnefs conftraineth me
To meafure out my length on this cold bed.

By day's approach look to be vifited. [^Lyes doivft,

SCENE X.

Enter Helena.

Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious night,

Abate thy hours ; Ihine, comforts, from the Eaft j

That I may back to Jthem by day -light.

From thefe, that my poor company deteft

;

And fleep, that fometimes fhuts up forrow's eye,

Steal me a while from mine own company. \Sleeps,

Puck. Yet but three ? come one more.

Two of both kinds make up four.

Here fhe comes, curft and fad

:

Cupid h a knavifh lad.

Thus to make poor females mad.

Enter Hermia.

Her. Never fo weary, never fo in woe,

Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briars,

I can no further crawl, no further go j

My legs can keep no pace with my defires

:

Here
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Here will I reft me, 'till the break of day.

Heav'ns fhield Lyfander, if they mean a fray !

l^Lyes do^rt.

Puck, On the ground

Sleep found,

I'll apply

To your eye.

Gentle lover, remedy.

[Squeezing thejuice on Lyfander'j eye.

When thou wak'ft.

Thou tak'ft

True delight

In the fight

Of thy former lady's eye;

And the country proverb known, 1
That every man (hould take his own, >
In your waking fhall be fhown. J
Jack fliall have Jill, naught fliall go ill,

The man fhall have his mare again, and all be well.

[^AT/VPuck. \_TheyJleep,

ACT IV. S C E-N E I.

Continued, The WOOD.

Enter ^een of Fairies, Bottom, Fairies attending,

and the King behind them,

^een.f^OMl£., fit thee down upon this flow'ry bed,

V>i While I thy amiable cheeks do coy,

And ftick mulk-rofes in thy fleek, fmooth'd head ;

And kifs thy fair large Ears, my gentle joy.

Bot. Where's PeafebUJom ?

Peafe. Ready.

Bot. Scratch my head, Peafehlofom. Where's mon-

fieur Cobnveb ?

Cob. Ready.

Bot. Monfieur Cobweb, good monfieur, get your

weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipt humble-

bee on the top of a thiftle ; and, good monfieur, bring

G 5
me
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me the honey-bag. Do not fret yourfelf too much ia

the action, monfieur j and, good monfieur, have a
care, the honey-bag break not ; I ihouid be loth to

have you overflown with a honey- bag fignior. Where's
monfieur Mufxardfeed?

MuJ}. Ready.

Bot. Give me thy » neafe, nonfieur Muftardfeed ;

pray you, leave your curtcfie, good monfieur.

Mufi, What's your will ?

Bot. Nothing, good monfieur, but to help Ca^ahro
Cobnveb to fcratch. I muft to the barber's, monfieur ;

for, methinks, I am marvellous hairy about the face.

And I am fuch a tender afs, if ray hair doth but tickle

me, I muft fcratch.

^cen. What, wilt thou hear fome mufick, my fweet

love .?

Bot. I have a reafonable good ear in mufick -, let us.

have the tongs and the bones.

Rural Muficky Tongsf Sec.

^een. Or fay, fweet love, what thou defir'ft to eat,

Bot. Truly, a peck of provender; I could munch
your good dry oats; Methinks, I have a great defire

,to a bottle of hay : good hay, Aveet hay hath no fel-

low.

S^ueen. I have a venturous Fairy that fhall feek

The fquirrel's hoard and fetch thee thence new nuts.

Bot. I had rather have a handful or two of dried

peafe. But, I pray you, let none of your people flir

me ; I have an expofition of flecp come upon me.
^een. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms;

Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away :

» So doth the woodbine, the fweet honey- fuckle.

Gently

1 Neafe (Tcrkjhlre) for fift. Mr. Pope,

% So doth the nvocdhitie the fiveet honey-fuckle,

Ctr.tly enticift ; ri^f f e m a r. e T'vy fo
Etirings the barkyjivgen oftie Elm,'] What doe? tht1Vood^

hifie cntwift ? The koney -fuckle. But the ivoodhine and koffy-

fuckh were, tUl now, btt tv/o names for one and the fame plant.

Floriv, in his Italian Dictionary, interprets Madre Selva by
'wgodbinde or I onnie-fuckle, "V^'e tnuft therefore find a fupport for

the
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Gently entwift the Maple ; Ivy Co

Enrings the barky fingers of the Elm.

O, how I love thee ! how I doat on thee !

Enter Puck.

OL Welcome, good Robin ; Seeft thoa this fwect

fight ?

Her dotage now I do begin to pity ;

For, meeting her of late behind the wood.

Seeking fweet favours for this hateful fool,

I did upbraid her, and fall out with her ;

For fhe his hairy temples then had rounded

With coronet of frelh and fragrant flowers ;

And that fame dew, which fometime on the buds

Was wont to fwell, like round and orient pearls

;

Stood now within the pretty fiouriet's eyes,

Like tears that did their own difgrace bewail.

When I had at my pleafure taunted her,

And fhe in mild terms beggM my patience,

I then did alk of her her changeling child,

Which ibait fhe gave me, and her Fairy fcnt

To bear him to my bower in Fairy -land.

And now I have the boy, I will undo

This hateful impcrfedion of her eyes

:

And gentle Puck, take this transformed fcalp

From off the head of this Athenian fwam j

That he, awaking, when the others do.

May all to Athens back again repair ;

And think no more of this night's accidents,

But as the fierce vexation of a dream.

But, firft, I will releafe the Fairy Queen ;

Bey as thou njuaji avont to he ;

See, as thou njjaft iMont to fee :

the ivoodhlne as well as for the l-vy. Which is done by reiding

the lines thus.

-So doth thetuoodbine, the fiveet hvney.-fuck/e,

GtntJy entivijithe maple j Ivy Jo

Enrings the barky fingen of the Elm,

The corruption might happen by the firft blunderer dropping the

p in writing the word maple, which word thence became male. A
following tianfcriber, for the fake cf a httlc fenfe and meafure,

thought fit to change \h'i%male mXo female j and then tacked it as

aO epithet to J-vy, ^. ,

Dian<
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Dian'j bud (a) 6*er Qm^\A\ flonjoer
Hathfuchforce and bJeJJed po'wer.

Now, my Titania, wake yon, my fweet Queen.
^een. My Oberon ! what vifions have I feen !

Methought, I was enamour'd of an afs.

Ob. There lies your love.

^een. How came thefe things to pafs ?

Oh, how mine eyes do loath this vifage now !

Ob. Silence, a while ; Robin, take off his head ;
Titania, mufick call ; and ftrike more dead
Than common lleep of all thefe (b) five the fenfe.
^een. Mafick, ho ! mufick i fuch as charmeth

fleep.

Still Mufick.
Puck. When thou awak'lt, with thine own fool's

eyes peep.

Ob. Sound, mufick ; come, my Queen, take hand
with me.

And rock the ground whereon thofe fleepers be.
Now thou and I are new in amity j

And will to morrow midnight folemnly
3 Dance in Duke ^hefeus' houfe triumphantly.
And blefs it to all far pofterity :

There fhall thefe pairs of faithful lovers be
Wedded, with Thcfeus^ all in jollity.

Tuck. Fairy King, attend and mark ;

I do hear the morning lark.

Ob. 4 Then, my Queen, in filence fad ;

Trip we after the night's Ihade ;

3 Dance in Duke Thefeus' bouje triumphantly

,

Andhleji it to all t WS. poflerity ;] We fhould read,
- to all FAR pofterity,

i. e. to the remoteft pofterity.

4 Tben^ my ^een, in Jilence fad
5

Tr//) nve after the night's pade.'] Mr. Theobaldhys, ivhy fad?
Fairies are fleafed to folloiv night. He will have it /^i/e j and,
fo, to mend the rhime, fpoils both the {ei\(e. and grammar. But
he miftakes the meaning oi fad -^

it fignifies only grave, fober

;

and is oppofed to their dances and revels, which were now ended
at the finging of the morning lark. So Winter'' s Tale, Aft 4,
My father and the gentleman are in $ ad talk. For grave or fcrious

[(a) o'er, Dr. Thirlby, Vulg. or.'}

[fb).,,^,.^Jive, Dr, ri'/>%—i*Vuls,/»f.J
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We the globe can compafs foon,

Swifter than the wand'ring moon.

^leen. Come, my lord, and in our flight

Tell me how it came this night.

That I fleeping here was found, [Sleepers lieJiiU,

With thefe mortals on the ground. [Exeunt,

[Wind horns ivithin .

SCENE ir.

Enter Thefeus, Egeus, Hippolita, and all his 7rain,

The. Go, one of you, find out the forefler.

For now our obfervation is perform'd,

And fince we have the vaward of the day.

My love fhall hear the mufick of my hounds.

Uncouple in the weftern valley, go,

Difpatch, I fay, and find the foreHer.

We will, fair Queen, up to the mountain's top,

And mark the mufical confufion

Of hounds and echo in conjundion.

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once.

When in a wood of Greet they bay'd the bear

With hounds of Sparta ; never did I hear

Such gallant chiding. For befides the groves,

5 The Ikies, the fountains, ev'ry region near

Seem'd all one mutual cry. I never heard

So mufical a difcord, fuch fweet thunder.

nef. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind.

So flew'd, fo fanded, and their heads are hung

With ears thatfweep away the morning dew ;

Crook-knee'd, and dew-lap'd, like IheJJalian bulls;

Slow in purfuit, but match'd in mouth like bells.

Each under each. A cry more tuneable

Was never hallo'd to, nor cheer'd with horn.

In Creet^ in Sparta^ nor in T^heJJaly

:

Judge, when you hear. But foft, what nymphs are

thefe ?

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here alleep,

And this Lyfander^ this Demetrius is,

5 Thejkies, r/&eFOUNTAiNs,—] I believe the true reading ;&

mountains^

This
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This Helenay old Nedar's Helena ;

I wonder at their being here together^

Thef. No doubt, they rofe up early toobferve

The Rite of May ; and, hearing our intent.

Came here in grace of our Solemnity.

But fpeak, Egeus, is not this the day,

That Hermia (hould give anfwer of her choice ?

Ege. It is, my lord.

Ihef. Go bid the huntfmen wake them wi:h their

horns.

Horns^ and Shout 'within \ Demetrius, Lyfander, Her-
mia, ««// Helena, njoake andJiart uf,

Thef. Good morrow, friends j Saint Vakn ine is paft :

Begin thefe wood birds but to couple now ?

Lyf. Pardon, my lord.

Ihef. I pray you all, ftand up :

I know, you two are rival enemies.

How comes this gentle concord in the world.

That hatred is To far from jealoufie,

Tofleep by hate, and fear no enmity ?

Lyf. My lord, I ihall reply amazedly.

Half fleep, half waking. But as yet, I fwear,

I cannot truly fay how I came here :

But as I think, (for truly would J fpeak,)

And now I do bethink me, fo it ii- j

I came with Hermia hither. Our intent

Was to be gone from J. hens, where we might be

Without the peril of th' Athenian law.

Ege. Enough, enough ; my lord, you have enough j

I beg the law, the law upon his head :

They k^ould have ftol'n away, they would, Demetrius,

Thereby to have defeated you and me j

You, of your wife ; and me, of my confent

;

Of my confent, that fhe fliould be your wife.

Dem, My lord, fair Helen told me of tiieir fteahh.

Of this their purpofe hither to this wood ;

And I in fury hither followM them.

Fair Helena in fancy following me.

But, my good lord, 1 wot not by what power.

But by fome power it is, my love to Herm a

U melted as the faow ; feems to me now
As
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As the remembrance of an idle ^ gaude.

Which in my childhood I did doat upon :

And all the faith, the virtue of my heart.

The obje<^ and the pleafure of mine eye.

Is only Helena. To her, my lord.

Was I betrothed ere I Hermia faw j

But like a ficknefs did I loath this food

;

But, as in health, come to my natural tafte.

Now do I with it, love it, long for it ;

And will for ever more be true to it.

Thef. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met

:

Of this difcourfe we Ihall hear more anon.

EgeuSy I will over-bear your will

;

For in the temple, by and by with us,

Thefe couples fliall eternally be knit i

And, for the morning now ii fomething worn.

Our purpos'd hunting (hall be iet afide.

Away, with us to Athens ; three and three.

We 11 hold a feall with great folemnity.

Come, Hippo.iia. {^Exeunt Duke, Hippol. and Train,

Dem. Thefe things feem fmall and undjlbnguilhable.

Like far off mountains turned inro clouds.

Her. Methinks, I Tee thefe things with parted Eye j

When every thing Teems double.

Hel. So, methinks ;

7 And I have found Demetrius like a Gcmell,

Mineown, and not mine own.

Dir;u

6 Gaude or bawble. Mr. Pope.

7 And I bat'efoutid Demetx'ius like a j e w i l,

Mine oivft, and net mine onvn.~\ Hermia had obfcrved that

things appeared double to her. Helena replies, /o, methinks ; and
then fubjoins, that Demetriui was like z jeivel, her own, and not

her own. He is here, then, comparf-d to feme thing which had
th*? property of appearing to be one thing when it was another.

Not the property fure of a "Jetvel : or, if you will, of none but
a falfe one. We fhould read.

And I have found Demetrius like a G E M E L t..

Mine oivn, and not my oivn. —— From Gemellui a tioin. For
Demetrius had that night a<£led two fcch different parts, that Ihe

could hardly think, them both played by one and the fame Deme-
trius

J
bat that there were twin Demetrius'" i like the t«vo Sociu's

in the Farce. —— From Gemellus comes the French, Ger'eau or
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Dem. It feems to me,

That yet we fleep, we dream. Do not you think.

The Duke was here, and bid us follow him ?

Ber, Yea, and my father.

Hel. And Hippolila.

Lyf. And he did bid us follow to the temple.

Dem. Why then, we are awake ; let's follow him ;

And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. \^Exeunt,

SCENE III.

j^s they go out^ Bottom 'wakes,

Bot. When my cue comes, call me, and I will an-

fwer. My next is, Moft fair Pyramtis hey, ho, —
Peter ^incey Flute the bellows -mender ! Snout the

tinker ! Starveling I god's my life ! ftol'n hence, and

left roe afleep? I have had a moft rare vifion. I had
a dream, paft the wit of man to fay what dream it was ;

man is but an afs, if he go about to expound this

dream. Mcthought I was, there is no man can tell

what. Methought I was, and methought I had,

—

But man is but a patch'd fool, if he will offer to fay

what methought I had. The eye of man hath not

heard, the ear of man hath not feen ; man's hand is

not able to tafte, his tongue to conceive, nor his heart

to report what my dream w-as. I will get Peter ^ince
to write a ballad of this dream ; it (hall be call'd

Bottoms Dream, becaufe it hath no bottom ; and I will

fmg it in the latter end of a play before the Duke

;

peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I {hall

iing it (a) after Death. \_Exit.

yumeau, and in the feminine, Gemelle or Jumelh : So in Macon''

s

tranflation of the Decameron of Bocace // avoit troh files,

plus aagt''es que lei v.ajles, desquellesles deux qui efoient j u m E L

I. E s a'voient quinze atjs. Quatrieme Jour. Nov. 3. ,,

[ faj ^ after Death, Mr. T/^^^^/t/, -- Vulg. at ier Death]

SCENE

i
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SCENE IV.

Changes to the Toimn.

Enter Q^\x\zt, Flute, Snout, ^7«</ Starveling.

^in. T T AVE you fent to Bottom^ houfc ? is he

X A come home yet ?

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he is

tranfported.

Flu. If he come not, then the play is marr'd. It

goes not forward, doth it ?

^in. It is not poffible ; you have not a man, in all

Athens, able to difcharge Pyramus, but he.

F/u. No, he hath fimply the beft wit of any handy-

craft man in Athens.

S^in. Yea, and the beft perfon too ; and he is a

very paramour for a fweet voice.

F/u. You muft fay, paragon -, a paramour is (God
blefs us !) a thing of naught.

Enter Snug.

Snug. Mafters, the Duke is coming from the tem-
ple, and there is two or three lords and ladies more
married j if our fport had gone forward, we had all

been made men.

Flu. O fweet bully Bottom ! thus hath he loft lix-

pence a-day during his life ; he could not have 'fcaped

fix-pence a-day ; an the Duke had not given him fix-

pence a-day for playing Pyramus, I'll be hang'd : he
would have deferv'd it. Six pence a-day, in Pyramus,

or nothing.

Enter Bottom.

Bot. Where are thefe lads ? where are thefe hearts ?

^in. Bottom ! O moft courageous day ! O moft

happy hour

!

Bot. Mafters, I am to difcourfe wonders, but afk

me not what ; for if I tell you, I am no true Athenian,

I will tell you every thing as it fell out,

^in. Let us hear, fweet Bottom.

Bot. Not a word of me ; all I will tell you is, that

the Duke hath dined. Get your apparel together, good
firings to your beards, new ribbons to your pumps

;

meet
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meet prefently at tlie palace, every man look o'er his

part ; for the fhort and the long is, our play is pre-

ferr'd: in any cafe, let Thijby have clean linnen ; and
let not him, that plays the lion, pare his nails, for they

fliall hang out for the lion's claws ; and, mofl dear

aftors ! eat no onions, nor garlick, for we are to utter

fwect breath j and I do not doubt to hear them fay, it

is a moft fwect comedy. No more words j away }

go away. [Exeunt,

ACTV. SCENE I.

The PALACE.
Enter Thefeus, Hippolita, Egcus, and his Lords*

Hip. 'T^ I S llrange, my thefeus, what thefe lovers

X fpeak of.

Thef, More flrange than true. I never may believe

Thefe antick fables, nor thefe fairy toys

;

Lovers and madmen have fuch feething brains,

Such Ihaping fantafies, that apprehend

More than cool reafon ever comprehends.
" The lunatick, the lover, and the poet,

" Are of imagination all compadl

:

^" One fees more devils than vail hell can hold j *
" The madman. While the lover, all as frantick,

" Sees Helen s beauty in a brow of Egypt,

" The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rowling,

" Doth glance from heav*n to earth, from earth to

heav'n

;

** And, as imagination bodies forth
** The forms of things unknown, the poet*s pen
" Turns them to Ihape, and gives to aiery nothing
" A local habitation and a name.
" Such tricks hath ftrong imagination,
** » That if it would but apprehend fome joy,

I That if HT ivould but apprehend ] The Quarto of l6oo

reads, That if it i, e. the imagination j and this is right.

" It
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" It comprehends fome bringer of that joy ;

Or in the night imagining fome fear.

How eafy is a bufh fuppos'd a bear ?

Hip. But all the ftory of the night told over.

And all their minds transfigured fo together.

More witnefTeth than fancy's images,

And grows to fomething of great conftancy

;

But, howfoever, ftrange and admirable.

Enter Lyfander, Demetrius, Hermia and Helena.

The/. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth.

Joy, gentle friends ; joy and freOi days of love

Accompany your hearts.

Lyf. More than to us,

Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bed.

fhef. Come now, what mafks, what dances ihall

we have.

To wear away this long age of three hours.

Between our after-fupper and bed- time ?

Where is our ufual manager of mirth ?

What revels are in hand ? is there no play.

To eafe the anguilh of a torturing hour ?

Call Philojirate.

Enter Philoftrate.

Pbiloji. Here, rmghty rhefeus.
png-

The/. Say, what abridgment have you for this even-

What mafque ? what mufick ? how fhall we beguile

The lazy time, if not with fome delight ?

Philoji. There is a brief, how many fports are

ripe :
r c a.

Make choice of which your Highnefs will fee firft.

[Gi'ving a Paper,

Thef. [reads.] The battle 'with the Centaurs^ to he

fung
^

By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.

We'll none of that. That I have told my love.

In glory of my kinfman Hercules.

The riot of the tipjie Bacchanals,

Tearing the Thraciany?«^^r in their rage.

That is an old device ; and it was plaid.

When I from Thebes came laft a conqueror.
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* The thrice three Mufes mourningfor the death

Of learning, late deceas'd in beggary.

That is fome fatyr, keen and critical j

Not forting with a nuptial ceremony.
A tedious brieffcene ofyoung Pyramus,
And his lonje Thifbe ; njety tragical mirth.

3 Merry and tragical ? tedious and brief ?

That is hot Ice, a wondrous ftrange Shew.
How fhall we find the concord of this difcord ?

Philoji. A play there is, my lord, fome ten 'vords

long

;

Which is as brief, as I have known a play ;

But by ten words, m.y lord, it is too long

;

Which makes it tedious : for in all the play

There is not one word apt, one player fitted.

And tragical, my noble lord, it is

:

For Pyramus therein doth kill himfelf.

Which, when I faw rehears'd, I muft confefs.

Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears

The pafTion of loud laughter never fhed.

Thef '
. iiat are they, that do play it ?

Philof . Hard-handed men, that work in Athens here,

Which 'er labour'd in their minds 'till now ;

And now r . ve toil'd their unbreath'd memories
With this fame play againft your nuptials.

Thef. And wc will hear it.

Philoji. No, 'nv noble lord.

It is not for you. i iiave heard it over,

2 The thrice three Mi'.fes, &c.] This fecms to be intended as

a compliment to Spencer, who wrote a poem called The tears of
the Mufes. He feems to have paid his friend another, in the

fccond AB, where he makes the queen of fairies fay to the king,
' But I knoiu

When thou haji JloTn aivay from fairy land,

And, in the fhape o/Corin, fate all day

Playing on pipes of corn, and "verfir-.g lo-ve

To arn'rous Phillida, intimating that the paftorals of

that poet were fo fweet, that it was a fuperior being under the dif-

guife of a mortal who compofed them.

3 Merry and tragical? tedious and brief?
That ii hot Ice, and ivondrous ftrange sNOW.] The non

fenfe of the laft line fhculd be corredled thus.

That is, hot Ice, a ivondrous ftrange shew !

And
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And it is nothing, nothing in the world

;

Unlefs you can find fport in their intents.

Extremely ftretch'd and conn'd with cruel pain.

To do you fervice.

^hef. I will hear that play :

" For never any thing can be amifs,

" When fimplenefs and duty tender it.

Go, bring them in, and take your places, ladies.

\Bxit Phil.

Wp. I lo'''* not to fee wretchednefs o'ercharg'd.

And duty in iiio fervice perifhing.

T^hef. Why, gentle fweet, you ihall fee no fuch thing.'

Hip. He fays, they can do nothing in this kind.

The/. The kinder we, to give them thanks for
nothing.

Our fport ihall be, to take what they miftake ;

And what poor (willing) duty cannot do.

Noble refpedl takes it in might, not merit.
** Where I have come, great clerks have purpofed
** To greet me with premeditated welcomes;
** Where I have feen them ftiiver and look pale,
" Make periods in the midll of fentences,

" Throttle their praftis'd accent in their fears^
** And, in conclufion, dumbly have broke oiF,

" Not paying me a welcome. Truft me, fweet,
" Out of this filence yet I pick'd a welcome

:

" And in the modefty of fearful duty
" I read as much, as from the rattling tongue
" Of fawcy and audacious eloquence.

Love therefore, and tongue-ty'd fimplicity.

In leaft fpeak moll, to my capacity.

Enter Philoflrate.

Phil So pleafe your Grace, the prologue is addrefl:.

Ihef, Let him approach. \Flou. Trum.

SCENE II.

Enter Quince, for the prologue.

Pro, If we offend, it is with our good will.

That you fhould think, we come not to offend.

But
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But with good will. To fhew our fimple flcill.

That is the true beginning of our end.

Confider then, we come but in delpight.

We do not come, as minding to content you.

Our true intent is. — all for your delight.

We are not here.—that you Ihould here repent you,

The adlors are at hand;—and by their fliow.

You {hall know all, that you are like to know.

Thef. This fellow doth not Hand upon points.

Lyf, He hath rid his prologue, like a rough colt ; he

knows not the flop. A good moral, my lord. It is

not enough to fpeak, but to fpeak true.

Hip. Indeed he hath play'd on his prologue, like a

child on the recorder; a found, but not in government.

TheJ. His fpeech was like a tangled chain; nothing

impair'd, but all diforder'd. Who is the next ?

Enter Pyramus, a7id Thifbe, Wall, Moonfhine, and
Lion, as in dumb Jht^uo.

Fro. Gentles, perchance, you wonder at this fliow.

But wonder on, till truth make all things plain.

This man is Pyramus^ if you would know

;

This beauteous lady Thijbe is, certain.

This man, with lime and rough-call, doth prefent

Wall, the vile wall, which did thefe lovers funder

:

And through wall's chink, poor fouls, they are content

To whiiper, at the which let no man wonder.

This man, with lanthorn, dog, and bufh of thorn,

Prefenteth moon ftiine: For, if you will know.

By moon-fhine did thefe lovers think no fcorn

To meet at Ninus'' tomb, there, there to woo.

This grifly beaft, which by name Lion night.

The trufty Thijbe^ coming firft by night.

Did fcare away, or rather did affright

:

And as fhe fled, her mantle fhe let fall

;

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did ftain.

Anon comes Pyramus, fweet youth and tall.

And finds his trufty Thijbe\ mantle flain ;

Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade

He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody breail.

And

\
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And Thijhiy tarrying in the mulberry fhade,

His dagger drew, and died. For all the reft,

Let Lion^ Moort'/hine, Wall, and lovers twain.

At large difcourfe, while here they do remain.

[Exeunt all hut Wall.

The/. I wonder, if the Lion be to fpeak.

Dem. No wonder, my lord j one Lionmzy, when
many alTes do.

Wall. In this fame Interlude, it doth befall.

That I, one Snout by name, prefent a wall

:

And fuch a wall, as I would have you think.

That had in it a crannied hole or chink ;

Through which the lovers, Pyrmui and T^bijbey

Did whifper often very fecretly.

This loam, this rough-caft, and this ftone doth Ihew,

That T am that fame wall ; the truth is fo.

And this the cranny is, right and finifter,

Through which the fearful lovers are to whifper.

The/. Would you delire lime and hair to fpeak better?

Dem, It is the wittiert partition, tliat ever I heard

difcourfe, ray lord.

Thef. Pyramus draws near the wall : filence

!

Enter Pyramus.

Pyr, O grim look'd night ! O night with hue fo

black!

night which ever art, when day is not!

O night, O night, alack, alack, alack,

1 fear my Thijbe^s promife is forgot.

And thou, O wall, O fweet and lovely wall.

That ftands between her father's ground and mine;
Thou wall, O wall, O fweet and lovely wall, [eyne.

Shew me thy chink, to blink through with mine
Thanks, courteous wall ; Jo've Ihield thee well for

this

!

But what fee I > no Thijbe do I fee.

O wicked wall, through whom I fee no blifs

;

Curft be thy ftones for thus deceiving me !

T^hef. The wall, methinks, being I'enfi ble, fhould
curfe again.

Pyr. No, in truth. Sir, he (houlJ not. Decei'ving

me, is 1hijbe\ cucj flie is to enter, and I am to fpy

her



144 ^ Midsummer-Night's Dream.
her through the wall. You Ihall fee, it will fall pat
as I told you. Yonder fhe comes.

Enter Thifbe.

Thif. O wall, full often haft thou heard my moans.
For parting my fair Fyramus and me.

My cherry lips have often kifs'd thy ftones

:

Thy ftones with lime and hair knit up in thee.

Tyr. I fee a voice ; now will I to the chink ;

To fpy, an I can hear my Thijbe\ face.

Thijbe!

Thif. My love I thou art, my love, I think.

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace.

And like Limander am I trufty ftill.

Thif. And I like Hehrty till the fates me kill.

Tyr. Not Shafalus to Procrus was fo true.

Ihif. As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you.

Pyr. O kifs me through the hole of this vile wall.

Ihif. I kifs the wall's hole, not your lips at all.

Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny'^ tomb meet me ftraight-

way ?

Thif. Tide life, tide death, I come without delay.

Wall. Thus have I Wall my part difcharged fo

:

And, being done, thus Wall away doth go. [Exit.

The/, 4- Now is the Mural down between the two
neighbours.

Dem. No remedy, my lord, when walls are fo wil-

ful to rear without warning.

Hip. This is the fillieft ftufFthat e'er I heard.

The/. The beft in this kind are but Ihadows j and

the worft are no worfe, if imagination amend them.

Hip. It muft be your imagination then, and not

theirs.

The/. If we imagine no worfe of them than they of

themfelves, they may pafs for excellent men. Here
come two noble beafts in a man and a lion.

4 Thef. Noiv is the mural doivn between the tivo neighbours,

Dem. No remedy, my lord, ivhenivalh are fo ivilful to hear
nvithout ivarning.'\ Shake/pear could never write this ncnfenfe

j

we fhould read

—

-to rear without tvarning, i. e. It is no

w^onder that walls ihould be fuddenly down, when they were as

fuddenly up j

—

rear''d without ivarning.



A Midsummer-Night's Dream. 14,5

Etiter Lion and Moonlhine.

Lio7i. You, ladies, you, whofe gentle hearts do fear

The fmalleft moniirous moufe that creeps on floor,

May now, perchance, both quake and tremble here.

When Lion rough in wildell rage doth roar.

Then know that I, one Snug the joiner, am
No Lion fell, nor elfe no Lion's dam :

For if I (hould as Lion come in ftrife

Into this place, 'twere pity of my life.

Thef. A very gentle beaft, and of a good confcience.

Dem. The very beft at a beaft, my lord, that e'er

I faw.

Lyf. This Lion is a very fox for his valour.

Ihef. True; and a goofe for his difcretion.

Dem. Not fo, my lord; for his valour cannot carry

his difcretion, and the fox carries the gOofe.

Thef, His difcretion, I am fure, cannot carry his

valour ; for the goofe carries not the fox. It is well

;

leave it to his difcretion, and let us hearken to the

moon.
Moon. This lanthorn doth the horned moon prefent.

Dem. He fliould have worn the horns on his head.

T^hef. He is no crefcent, and his horns are invifiblc

within the circumference.

Moon. This lanthorn doth the horned moon prefent

:

My felf the man i'th' moon doth feem to be.

Thef. This is the greateft error of all the reft; the

man ftiould be put into the lanthorn: how is it elfe the

man i'th' moon ?

De7n. He dares not come there for the candle ; for

you fee, it is already in fnufF.

Hip. I am weary of this moon j 'would, he would
change !

T^hef. It appears by his fmall light of difcretion, that

he is in the wane ; but yet in courtefie, in all reafon,

we muft ftay the time.

Lyf. Proceed, Moon,
Moon. All that I have to fay, is to tell you that

the lanthorn is the moon ; I, the man in the moon ;

this thorn-buih, my thorn-bulh; and this dog, my dog.
Vol. I. H j),^^
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Dem. Why, all thefe fhould be in the lanthorn

;

for they are in the moon. But, filencej here comes
Ihisbe.

Enter Thisbe.

Thif. This is old Ni/my's tomb; where is my love?

Lion. Oh. [T^^ Lion roars, Thisbe runs off,

Dem. Well roar'd, Lion.

The/. Well run, thisbe.

Hip. Well fhone. Moon.

Truly, the Moon fhines with a good grace.

The/. Well mouz'd, Lion.

Dem. And then came Pyramus.

Lyf. And fo the Lion vanifh'd.

Enter Pyramus.

Pyr. Sweet Moon, I thank thee for thy funny beams

;

I thank thee. Moon, for fbining now fo bright i

For by thy gracious, golden, glittering ftreams,

I trull to tafte of trueft fhisbe's fight.

But ftay : O fpight !

But mark, poor Knight,

What dreadful dole is here ?

Eyes, do you fee !

How can it be !

O dainty duck ! O deer !

Thy mantle good.

What, ftain'd with blood !

Approach, you furies fell

:

O fates ! come, come :

Cut thread and thrum ;

Quail, crulh, conclude, and quell.

7kij\ This paffion, and the death of a dear friend

Would go near to make a man look fad.

Hip. Beihrew my heart, but I pity the man.

Pyr. O wherefore, nature, didft thou Lions frame ?

Since Lion vile hath here deflour'd my dear :

Which is— no, no -which was the fairell: dame.

That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd with

chfcer.

Come tears, confound : out fword, and wound

The pap of Pyramus.
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Ay, that left pap, where heart doth hop :

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus.

Now am I dead, now am I fled, my foul is in the fky ;

Tongue, lofe thy light : moon, take thy flight

;

Now die, die, die, die, die. [Dies,

Dem. No die, but an ace, for him ; for he is but one.

Lyf. Lcfs than an ace, man ; for he is dead ; he is

nothing.

The/. With the help of a Surgeon he might yet re-

cover, and prove an afs.

Hip. How chance the Moonjhine is gone, before

^hisbe comes back and finds her lover ?

Enter Thisbe.

Thef. She will find him by liar light.

Here flie comes ; and her paflion ends the Play.

Hip. Methinks, Ihe fliould not ufe a long one for

fuch a Pyramus : I hope, fhe will be brief.

Dem. A moth will turn the ballance, which Pyra^

mus, which Thisbe, is the better. [eyes,

Lyf. She hath fpy'd him already with thofe fweet

Dem. And thus flie [a] moans, 'videlicet.

Thif. Afleep, my love ?

What dead, my dove ?

O Pyramus, arife :

Speak, fpeak. Quite dumb ?

Dead, dead ? a tomb
Muft cover thy fweet eyes.

Thefe lilly brows.

This cherry nofe,

Thefe yellow cowflip cheeks.

Are gone, are gone :

Lovers, make moan

!

His eyes were green as leeks.

O filters three.

Come, come to me.
With hands as pale as milk j

Lave them in gore.

Since you have ftiore

With Ihears his thread of filk.

[ [a) —.wofl«i— Mr, Theobald,-^ Vulg. meatts.']

H 2 Tongue,
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Tongue, not a word :

Come, truftyfword;

Come, blade, my breafl imbrue

:

And farewel, friends.

Thus Thisbe ends ;

Adieu, adieu, adieu. [Dies.

The/. MoonJI^ine and Lion are left to bury the dead.

Dem. Ay, and Wall too.

Bot, No, I affure you, xhe wall is down that parted

their fathers. Will it pleafe you to fee the epilogue,

or to hear a bergoma&k dance, between two of our

company ?

Ihef, No epilogue, I pray you ; for your play

needs no excufe. Never excufe ; for when the players

are all dead, there need none to be blam'd. Marry,

if he, that writ it, had play'd PyramuSy and hung
himfelf in Thisheh garter it would have been a fine

tragedy : and fo it is, truly, and very notably dif-

charg'd. But come, your bergomalk; let your Epi-

logue alone.

{Here a dance of clo'vjm.

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve.

Lovers, to bed ; 'tis almoft Fairy time.

I fear, we Ihall out-Heep the coming morn.

As much as we this night have over-watch'd.

This palpable grofs Play hath well beguiPd

The heavy gate of night. Sweet friends, to bed.

A fortnight hold we this folemnity.

In nightly revel and new jollity. \_Exemit.

SCENE IIL

Enter Puck.

Puck, s '* Now the hungry lion roars,

" And the wolf behovvls the moon :

a Whilft

5 Nciv the hungry Hon roars^

ylnd the wi//" Be H o L D s the moon :

Whiiji the hea'vy plo%uman fnoars,

Alliuith ivcary tajk fore-dotte.'] It being the defign of thefe

words to charadlerize the feveral animals, as they prefent them-

felvcs at the hour of midnight; and the wolf not being jullly

characterized bv faying he bekskis the moon, which aU other

beafts
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" Whilft the heavy plowman fnoars,

" All with weary talk fore-done.

" Now the wafted brands do glow,
" Whillt the fcritch-owl, Icritching loud,

** Puts the wretch, that lies in woe,
" In remembrance of a fhroud.

" Now it is the time of night,

" That the graves, all gaping wide,
** Every one lets forth his fpright,

** In the church-way paths to glide

;

" And we Fairies, that do run
" By the triple Hecate^ team,

" From the prefence of the fun,

'* Following darknefs like a dream.

Now are frolick ; not a moufe

Shall diilurb this hallow'd houfe :

I am fent with broom before.

To fweep the dull behind the door.

Enter King and ^een of Fairies, iJuith their train*

Ob. Through this houfe give glimmering light.

By the dead and drowfie fire.

Every elf, and fairy fprite.

Hop as light as bird from brier ;

And this ditty after me
Sing, and dance it trippingly.

^een. Firfl: rehearfe this fong by roat.

To each word a warbling note.

Hand in hand, with fairy grace,

Will we fmg and blefs this place.

The SON G.
Nonv until the break of day,

Through this houfe each Fairy Jlray.

To the beji bride-bed nxjill nve.

Which by us /hall blejfed he

:

beafts of prey then awake do likewife, I make no queftion but the

poet wrote •

And the zvolf b eh owls the moon,

which is his charaderiftic property. And further to fupport thia

emendation we may obferve, that the fsunds thefe animals emit,

at this feafon, arc plainly intended to be reprefentcd,

H 3 Md

(^
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And the ijfue, there create^

Enjerjhall be fortunate ;

So Jhall all the couples three

Ei'tr true in lo'ving be :

And the blots of nature''s hand
Shall not in their iffue fand ;

'Ne'ver mole, hair-lip, nor fear.
Nor mark prodigious, fuch as are
Defpifed in natinjity.

Shall upon their children be.

With this fiehUdenv confecrate,

E'very Fairy take his gate,

A?id each federal chamber blefs.

Through this palace, luith f<weet peace,
E^er fhall it fafely reft.

And the onxsner of it bleft.

Trip anvay, make no ftay j

Meet me all by break of day.

Puck. If we fhadows have offended.
Think but this, and all is mended

;

That you have but flumbred here,
'While thefe viiions did appear.
And this weak and idle theam
No more yielding but a dream.
Gentles, do not reprehend ;

If you pardon, we will mend.
And as I am honeft Puck,
If we have unearned luck
Now to 'fcape the ferpent^s tongue.
We will make amends ere long :

Elfe the Puck a liar call

:

So, good night unto you all.

Give me your hands, if we be friends ;

And Robin ihall rellore amends. [Exeunt omnes.

THE
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Dramatis Perfonae.

DUKE of Milan, Fatier to Silvia.

Valentine, ) , y-> .

Protheus, i
'^' "^'' ^'"''^^'»'

Anthonio, Father to Protheus.

Thurio, a foolijh Rival ioYnlentinc,

Eglamore, Agent for Silvia in her Efcape,

Koft, ivhere Julia, lodges in Milan.

Out-laws.

Speed, a Clonvni/h Sernjant to Valentine.

Launce, the like to Protheus.

Panthion, Servant to Anthonio.

Julia, a Lady of Vtrom, beloved of Protheus.

Silvia, the Duke of Milan'i Daughter, beloved of Y^^
lentine.

Lucetta, fVaiting-vuoman to Julia.

StrvantSy Mujlciam.

^he SCENE, fometimes in Verona ; fometimes in

Milan ; and on the Frontiers of Mantua.

THE
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« T H E

TWO GENTLEMEN
O F

VERONA.
ACT I. SCENE L

An open Place in Veroka.

Enter Valentine and Protheus.

Valentine.

CREASE to perfuade, my loving Protheus i

, Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits

;

^ Wer't not/ affeftion chains thy tender days

To the fvveet glances of thy honoar'd love,

I rather would intreat thy company.

To fee the wonders of the world abroad ;

Than living dully fluggardiz'd at home)

Wear out thy youth with * fliapclefs idlenefs.

But fince thou lov'ft, love flill, and thrive therein -,

Ev'n as I would, when I to love begin.

1 It isobfervable (I know not for what caufe) that the ftile of

this comedy is lefs figurative, and more natural and unafteaed

than the greater part of this Author's, tho' fuppcxfed to be one

oi'" the firithe wrote. Mr. Pcpe.

1 Jhapehfs idlenefs.'] The exprefiion is fine, as im-

plying that idlcnejs prevents the giving any form or charailcr to
'

the manners.

H 5
Pro,
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Pro. Wilt thou be gone ? fweet Valentine, adiea ;

Think on thy Protheus, when thou, haply, feeft

Some rare note-worthy objeft in thy travel :

Wifh me partaker in thy happinefs,

Wiien thou doft meet good hap ; and in thy danger.

If ever danger do environ thee,

Commend thy Grievance to my holy prayer ;

For I will be thy bead's man, Valentine.

Val. And on a love-book pray for my fuccefs.

Pro. Upon fome book 1 love, I'll pray for thee.

Val Thai's on fome (hallow ftory of deep love.

How young Leander crofs'd the Hellefpont.

Pro. That's a deep ftory of a deeper love ;

For he was more than over {hoes in love.

Val. 'Tis true ; for you are over boots in love.

And yet you never fwom the Hellejpont.

Pro. Over the boots ? nay, give me not the boots.

Val. No, I will not ; for it boots thee not.

Pro. What ?

Val. To be in love, where fcorn is bought with

groans ;

Coy looks, with heart - fore fighs ; one fading moment's
mirth.

With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights.

If iiaply uon, perhaps, an haplefs gain :

If loll, why then a grievous labour won j

However, but a folly bought with wit ;

Or elfe a wit by folly vanquifhed.

Pro. So, by your circumftance, you call me fool.

Val. So, by your circumllance, I fear, you'll prove.

Pro. 'Tis love you cavil at ; I am not love.

Val. Love is your mailer j for he mailers you.

And he that is fo yoaked by a fool,

Methinks, fhould noi be chronicled for wife.

Pro. " Yet writers fay, as in the fweeteft bud
* The eaing canker dwells ; fo eating love

luh.bitsin the fineft wits of all.

Val. ' And writers fay, as themoft forward bud
* Is eaten by the canker, ere it blow ;

* Evei. fo by love the young and tender wit

I Is turn'd to i^Wy^ blalting ia the bud i

' Lofing
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* Lofing his verdure even in the prime,

« And all the fair cffeds of future hopes.

But wherefore wafte I time to counfel thee.

That art a votary to fond deiire ?

Once more, adieu : my father at the road

Expeds my coming, there to fee mcihipp'd.

Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine.

Val Sweet Protheus, no : now let us take our leaved

At Milan, let me hear from thee by letters .

Of thy fuccefs in love \ and what news elfe .
i

Betideth here in abfence of thy friend :

And I likcwife will vifit thee with mine.

Pro. All happinefs bechance to thee in Milan !

Val. As much to you at home j and fo, farewel I

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love ;

He leaves his friends to dignify them more ;

I leave myfelf, my friends, and all for love.

Thou, Julia, thou haft metamorphos'd me ;

Made me negledt my ftudies, lofe my time.

War with good counfel, fet the world at nought

;

Made wit with mufing weak, heart fick with thought;

3 S C E N E II.

Enter Speed.

Speed. Sir Protheus, fave you ; faw you my mafter ?

Pro But now he parted hence, t' imbark for Milan,

Speed. Twenty to one then he is (hipp'd already.

And I have play'd thelheep in lofing him.

Pro. Indeed, a (beep doth very often ftray.

An if the (hepherd be awhile away.

Speed. You conclude that my mafler is a (hepherd

then, and I a fheep ?

3 This whole Scene, like many others in thefe plays (feme of

which I believe were written by Shakefpea*-, and others interpo-

lated by the players), is compcfed ef the loweflr and moft trifling

conceits, to be accounted for only from the grofs tafte of the age
he lived in ; Populo ut placerent. I wifh I had authority to leave

them out ; fcut I have done all I could : fet a mark of reprobation

upon them throughout this edition, Mr. Pope,

PrK
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Pro. I do.

Speed. Why then my- horns are his horns, whether I

wake or fleep.

Pro. A fiily anfvver, and fitting w^U a fheep.

Speed. This proves me ftili a fheep.

Pro. True ; and thy mafter a fhepherd.

Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumftance.

Pro. It fhall go hard, but Til prove it by another.

Speed. Thefhepherd feeks the fheep, and not the fheep

the fhepherd ; but I leek my mailer, and my mafter

feeks not me ; therefore 1 am no fheep.

Pro. The fheep for fodder follows the fhepherd, the-

fhepherd for the food follows net the fheep ; thou for

wages followeilthy mailer, thy mafler for wages follows

not thee ; therefore thou art a fheep.

Speed. Such another proof will make me cry Baa.
Pro. But doft thou hear ? gavefl thou my letter ta

Ju/ia ?

Speed. Ay, Sir, I, a loft mutton, gave your letter to

her, a lacM mutton, and fhe, a lacM mutton, gave me,
a loil mutton, nothing for my labour.

Pro. Here's too fmall a pafluie for fuch flore of

muttons.

Speed. If the ground be over-chargM, you were heft

flick her.

Pro. Nay, in that you are aflray, 'twejc befl pound

yea.

Speed. Nay, Sir, lefs than a pound fhall fervc me for

carrying your letter.

Pro. Yoa miflake : I mean the pound, a pin-fold.

Speed. From a pound to a pin ? fold it over and ovcr»

'tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to your

lover.

Pro. But what faid fhe : did flic nod .? [Speed nods^

Speed. I.

Pro. Nod -I > why, that's noddy.

Speed. You miftook, Sir : I faid, fhe did nod r

And vou afk me, if fhe did nod ; and I faid, I..

Pre And that fet together, is noddy.

Speed. Now you have taken the pains to fctit toge-

ther^ take it for your pains.

Pre.
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Pro. No, no, you (hall have it for bearing the letter.

Speed. Well, I perceive, I muft be fain to bear with

you.

Pro. V/hy, Sir, how do you bear with me?
Speed. Marry, Sir, the letter very orderly ;

Having nothing but the word noddy forjny pains.

Pro. Beflirew me, but you have a quick wit.

Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your flow purfe.

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief : what
faid Ihe ?

Speed. Open your purfe, that the. money and the

matter may be both at once delivered.

Pro. Weil, Sir, here is for your pains ; what faid Ihe?

Speed. Truly, Sir, I think you'll hardly win her.

Pro Why ? could 'ft thou perceive fo much from her?

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from her ;

No, not fo much as a ducket for delivering your letter.

And being fo hard to me that brought your mind,

I fear, (he'll prove as hard to you in telling her mind.

Give her no token but ftones ; for Ihe's as hard asfteel..

Pro. What, faid (he nothing ?

Speed: No, notfo much as--takethis for thy pains :

To teftify your bounty, I thank you, you have teftern'd

me :

In requital whereof, henceforth carry your letter your-

felf: and fo, Sir, I'll commend you to my mader.

Pro. Go, go, be gone, to fave your (hip from wreck.

Which cannot perifh, having thee aboard^

Being deftin'd to a drier death on ihore.

I mull go fend fome better mcfTenger :

I fear, my Julia would not deign my lines.

Receiving them from fuch a worthlefs poft.

[^Exeunt fe'verally.

SCENE III.

Changes to Julia'^ Chamber,

Enter Julia and Lucetta.

Jul. T3UT fay, Lucetta, now we are alonCj

JLJ Woul'd'ft thou then counfel me to fall in

love ?

Luc. Ay,
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Luc. Ay, madam, fo you ftumble not unheedfully.

Jul. Of all the fair refort of Gentlemen,

That ev'ry day with paile encounter me,

In thy opinion which is worthieft love ?

Luc, Pleafe you, repeat their names ; I'll (hew my
mind.

According to my fhallow fimple fkill.

Jul. What think'ft thou of the fair Sir Eglamour ?

Luc As of a Knight well-fpoken, neat and fine;

But were T you, he never ftiould be mine.

Jul. What think'ft thou of the rich Mercatio ?

Luc. Well of his Wealth i but of himfelf, fo. To. A
Jul. What think'ft thou of the gentle Vrotheus? Ti
Luc. Lord, lord ! to fee what folly reigns in us .'

Jul. How now ? what means this paffion at his name ?

Luc Pardon, dear madam ; 'tis a paffing Ihame,

That I, unworthy body as I am,

Should cenfure thus on lovely gentlemen.

Jul. Why not on Protheus, as of all the reft ?

Luc. Then thus ; of many good, I think him beft.

Jul. Your reafon ?

Luc. I have no other but a woman's reafon ;

I think him fo, becaufe I think him fo.

Jul. And would'ft thou have me caft my love on
him ?

Luc. Ay, if you thought your love not caft away.

Jul. Why, he of all the reft hath never mov'd me,

Luc. Yet he of all the reft, I think, beft loves ye.

Jul. His little fpeaking Ihews his love but fmall.

Luc. The fire, that's clofeft kept, burns moft of all.

Jul. They do not love, that do not Ihew their love.

Luc. Oh, they love leaft, that let men know their

love.

Jul. I would, I knew his mind.

Luc. Perufe this paper, madam.

Jul. Co Julia ; fay, from whom ?

Luc. That the contents will ftiew.

Jul. Say, fay ; who gave it thee ?

Luc. Sir Valentines page ; and feat, I think, from

Protheus.
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He would have giv*n it you, but I, being in the way.

Did in your name receive it ; pardon the fault, I pray.

Jul. Now, by my modefty, a goodly broker !

Dare you prefume to harbour wanton lines ?

To whilpcr and confpire againft my youth ?

Now, truft me, 'tis an office of great worth ;

And you an officer fit for the place.

There, take the paper, fee, it be returned ;

Or elfe return no more into my fight.

Luc. To plead for love deferves more fee than hate.

Jul. Will ye be gone ?

Luc That you may ruminate. \_Exit,

Jul. And yet I would, I had o*erlook'd the letter.

It were a fhamc to call her back again.

And pray her to a fault, for which I chid her.

What fool is (he, that knows I am a maid.

And would not force the letter to my view ?

Since maids, in modefty, fay No, to that

Which they would have the profTrer conftrue, Jy,

Fie, fie ; how wayward is this foolilh love,

That, like a tefty babe, will fcratch the nurfe.

And prefently, all humbled, kifs the rod ?

How churli{hly I chid Lucetta hence.

When willingly I would have had her here »

How angerly I taught my brow to frown.

When inward joy cnforc'd my heart to fmile I

My penance is to call Lucetta back.

And a{k rcmiffion for my folly paft.

What ho ! Lucetta I

Re- enter LncQtZSL.

Lue. What would your ladydiip ?

Jul. Is*t near dinner-time ?

Luc. I would it were ;

That you might kill your ftomach on your meat.

And not upon your maid.

Jul. What is*t that you
Took up fo gingerly ?

Luc. Nothing.

Jul. Why did ft thou ftoop then ?

Luc. To take a paper up, that I let fall,

Jul, And is that paper nothing ?

Lu£.
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Luc. Nothing concerning me.

yut. Then let it lye for thofe that it concerns.

Luc. Madam, it will not lye, where it concerns ;

Unlefs it have a falfe interpreter.

Jul. Some love of yours hath writ to you in rhime.

Luc. That I might Ting it, madam, to a tune :

Give me a note ;*your lady (hip can fet,

Jul. As little by fuch toys as may be poflible

:

Bell fing it to the tune of Light o' lo'Z'e.

Luc. It is too heavy for fo light a tune.

Jul Heavy ? belike, it hath fome burthen then.

Luc. Ay ; and melodious were it, would you fmgit.

Jul. And why not you ?

Luc. I cannot reach fo high.

JkL Let's fee your fong :

How now, minion ?

Luc Keep tune there ftill, fo you will fing it out :

And yet, methinks, I do not like this tune.

Jul. You do not ?

Luc. No, madam, 'tis too iharp.

Jul. You, minion, are too favvcy.

.

Luc. Nay, now you are too fiat.

And mar the concord with too harlh a defcant

:

There wanteth but a mean, to fill your fong.

Jul. The mean is drown'd with your unruly bafe.

Luc, + Indeed, I bid the bafe for Protheus.

Jul. This babble fhair not henceforth trouble me.
Here is a coil with protcflation ! [Tears it,

.

Go, get you gone; and let the papers lye :

You would be fingeiing them, to anger rae.

Luc. She makes it ftrange, but (he would be beftpleas'd

To be fo anger'd with another letter. [_Exit,

4 J-ndecd I bid the hz^e for Protheus.] The Speaker here turns

the allufion (which her miftrefs employed) from the bafe inmujick-

to a country exercife Eid the Bafe : In which fome purfue, and
others are made prifoners. So that LucettawovAd. intend, by this,

to fay, indeed I take pains to make you a Captive to Pror/6fz/5's

paffion. He ufes the fame allufion in his Verus and Adonis,

Tc hie fhe ivitids a bafe ke noiv prepares,

and in his Cymb^lih/; he mentions the game,
Lad: more like

to run the country Bafe,

\



T*;^*? Two Gentlemen ^/ Verona. i6i

Jul, Nay, would I were fo angefd with the fame \

Oh hateful hands, to tear fuch loving words

!

Injurious wafps, to feed on fuch fweet honey.

And kill the bees, that yield it, with your flings

!

I'll kifs each feveral paper for amends

:

Look, here is writ kind Julia ; Unkind Julia f

As in revenge of thy ingratitude,

I throw thy name againft the bruifing ftones

;

Trampling contemptuoufly on thy difdain.

Look, here is writ, Lot'e-nxiounded Protheus.

Poor wounded name! my bofom, as a bed,

Shall lodge thee, 'till thy wound be throughly healM

;

And thus I fearch it with a fov'reign kifs.

But twice, or thrice, was Protheus written down;

Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away,

*Till I have found each letter in the letter,

Except mine own name : That fome whirl-wind bear

Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging rock.

And throw it thence into the raging fea

!

Lo, here in one Line is his name twice writ

:

Poor forlorn Protheus, pajjionate Protheus,

To thefzveet Julia : that I'll tear away j

And yet I will not, fith fo prettily

He couples it to his complaining names ;

Thus will I fold them one upon another

;

Now kifs, embrace, contend, do what you wilL

Enter Lucetta.

Luc. Madam, dinner is ready, and your father ftays.

Jul. Well, let us go

Luc. What, (hall thefe papers lye like tell tales here ?

Jul. If thou refped them, beft to take them up.

Luc. Nay, I was taken up for laying them down:

Yet here they (hall not lye, for catching cold.

Jul. I fee, you have a month's mind to them.

Luc. Ay Madam, you may fay wnat fights you fee :

I fee things too, although you judge I wink.

Jul. Come, come, will't pleafe you go ? [^Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Anthonio'/ Hou/e.

Enter Anthonio and Panthion.
Jnt. ^-r^ELL me, Panthion, what fad talk was

± that.

Wherewith my brother held you in the cloifter ?

Pant. 'Twas of his nephew Protheusy your fon.
Jint. Why, what of him ?

Pant. He wonder'd that your lordfhip
Would fuffer him to fpend his youth at home,
W'hile other men of flender reputation
Put forth their fons to feek preferment out

:

Some to the wars, to try their fortune there 5

^ Some, to difcover Iflands far away

;

Some, to the ftudious univerfities.

For any, or for all thefe exercifes.
He faid, that Protheus your fon was meet

:

And did requeil me to importune you.
To let him fpend his time no more at home;
Which would be great impeachment to his age.
In having known no travel in his youth.

./int. Nor need'lt thou much importune me to that.
Whereon this month I have been hammering.
I have confider'd well his lofs of time;
And how he cannot be a perfed man.
Not being try'd, and tutor'd in the world

:

Experience is by induftry aichicv'd.
And perfefted by the fwift courfe of time

:

Then tell me, whither were I bed to fend him ?

Pant. 1 think, your lord&ip is not ignorant.
How his companion, youthful Valentine,

5 Some to difcover iflands far aivay.] In Shake/pear's time,
voyages for the difcovery of the iflands of America were much in
vogue. And we find, in the journals of the travellers of that time,
that the fons of noblemen, and of others of the beft families in
England, went very frequently on thefe adventures. Such as the
Forte/cues, Collitons, Tbern-hilU, Farmers, Pickerings, Littletons,
WilLughbys, CheJUrs, Haivleys, Bromleys, and others. To this
prevailing faftion our poet frequently alludes, and not without
high commendations of it.

Attends

i
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Attends the Emperor in his royal court.

Jnt. I know it well. ,^. r t.-

Pant. 'Twerc good, I think, your lordfhip lent him

thither;

There (hall he pradife tilts and tournaments.

Hear fweet difcourfe, converfe with noblemen;

And be in eye of every exercife.

Worthy his youth and noblenefs of birth.

Jnt. I like thy counfel j well haft thou adyis'd

:

And that thou may'ft perceive how well I like it,

The execution of it (hall make known j

Ev'n with the fpeedieft expedition

I will difpatch him to the Emperor's court.

-

P««/. To-morrow, may it pleafe you, Don Mphonfi,

With other gentlemen of good efteem.

Are journeying to falute the Emperor;

And to commend their fervice to his will.

Ant. Good company : with them (hall Pratheus go.

And, in good time, now will we break with him.

Enter Protheus.

Pro. Sweet love, fweet lines, fweet life !

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart

;

Here is her oath for love, her honour's pawn.

Oh ! that our fathers would applaud our loves.

To feal our happinefs with their confents

!

Oh heav'nly Julia !

Jnt. How now ? what letter are you reading there }

Pro. May't plea(e your lord(hip, *tis a word or two

Of commendation fent from Valentine ;

Deliver'd by a friend that came from him.

Ant. Lend me the letter ; let me fee what ncws.^

Pro. There is no news, my lord, but that he writes

How happily he lives, how well belov'd.

And daily graced by the Emperor

;

Wifhing me with him, partner of his fortune.

Ant. And how ftand you affefted to his wi(h ?

Pro. \s one relying on your lordfhip's will.

And not depending on his friendly wifh.

Ant. My will is fomething forted with his wi(h

:

Mule not that i thus fuddenly proceed

;

For what I will, 1 will ; and there's an end.

lam
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I am refolv'd, that thou (halt fpend fome time

With Valeniine in the Emp'ror's court

:

What maintenance he from his friends receives,

Like exhibition thou (halt have from me

:

To-morrow be in readinefs to go.

Excufe it not, for 1 am peremptory.

Pro. My lord, I cannot be fo foon provided

;

Pleafe to deliberate a day or two. [thee

:

Ant. Look, what thou want'ft, (hall be fent after

No more of (tay ; to-morrow thou mull go.

Come on, Fanthion ; you (hall be employ'd
To haflen on his expedition. \_Exe. Ant. and Pant.

Pro Thus have I (hun'd the fire, for fear of burnings

And drcnch'd me in the Sea, where I am drown'd :;

I fear'd to fhew my father Julias letter.

Left he (hould take exceptions to my love ;

And with the vantage of mine own excufe,

Hath he excepted moft agamft my love.

Oh, how tiiis fpriiig of love reiembleth

Th' uncertain glory of an Jpril d&y ;.

Which now (hews all the beauty of the fun.

And by and by, a cloud takes all away !

Enter Panthion.

Pa»t. Sir Protheus, your father calls for you ;

He is in hafte, therefore, I pray you, go.

Pro. Why, this it is ! my heart accords thereto

:

And yet a thoul^md times it anfwers, no. [Exeunt.

ACT n, SCENE I.

Changes to Milan,

Jn Apartment in the Duke'i Palace,

£«/fr Valentine ^aWSpeed..

Speed. OIR, your glove

O ^«/. Not mine; my gloves are on.

Speed. Why then this may be yours, for this is but

one.

Fal. Ha ! let me fee : ay, give it me, it's mine :

Sweet ornament, that decks a thing divine !

Ah, Sil'via! Sil'viaf Speed,.
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speed. Madam Sihia ! Madam Sihia f

Val. How now. Sirrah ?

Speed. She is not within hearing, Sir.

Val. Why, Sir, who bad you call her?

Speed, Your worQiip, Sir, or e]fe I miftook.

Val. Well, you'll ftill be too forward.

Speed. And yet I was laft chidden for being too flow.

Val. Go to. Sir; tell me, do you know Madam
Silijia P

Speed. She, that your worfliip loves ?

Val. Why, how know you that I am in love?

Speed. Marry, by thefe fpecial marks; firft, you
have learn'd, like Sir Prctheusy to wreath your arms

like a male-content: to relifti a love-fong, like a Rob-

hitt-red-breaji ', to walk alone, like one that had the

peftilence; to figh, like a fchool-boy that had loft his

J, B, C ; to weep, like a young wench that had bu-

ried her grandam ; to faft, like one that takes diet

;

to watch, like one j^that fears robbing ; to fpeak pu-
ling, like a beggar at Halloivma/s. You were wont,

when you laugh'd, to crow like a cock; when you
walk'd, to walk like one of the lions ; when you
fafted, it was prefently after dinner ; when you look'd

fadly, it was for want of money; and now you are mc-
tamorphos'd with a miftrefs, that, when I look on you,

I can hardly think you ray matter.

Val. Are all thefe things perceiv'd in me ?

Speed. They are all perceived ^joithout ye.

Val. Without me ? they cannot.

Speed. Without you ? nay, that's certain ; for with-

out you were fo fimple, none elfe would ; But you
arc fo without thefe Follies, that thefe follies arc within

you, and fliine through you like the water in an uri-

nal ; that not an eye that fees you, but is a phyfician

to comment on your malady.

Val. But tell me, doft thou know my lady Sihia ?

Speed. She, that you gaze on fo as (he fits at fupper ?

Val. Haft thou obferv'd that ? ev'n fhe I mean.
Speed. V/hy, Sir, 1 know her not ?

Val. Doft thou know her by my gazing on h^r,

and yet know' ft her not ?

Speed.
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^eed. Is (he not hard-favour'd, Sir ?

Val. Not fo fair, boy, as well-favour'd.

Speed. Sir, I know that well enough.

Val What doll thou know ?

Speed. That (he is not fo fair, as of you well-favour'd.

VaL I mean that her beauty is exquifitc.

But her Favour infinite.

Speed. That's becaufe the one is painted, and the

other out of all count.

Val. How painted ? and how out of count ?

Speed, Marry, Sir, fo painted to make her fair, that

no man counts of her beauty.

Val. How cfteem'ft thou me ? I account of her

beauty.

Speed. You never faw her fince (he was deform'd.

Val. How long hath (he been deform 'd ?

Speed. Ever fince you lov'd her.

Val. I have lov'd her, ever fince I faw her ;

And ftill I fee her beautiful.

Speed. If you love her, you cannot fee her.

Val. Why ?

Speed, Becaufe love is blind. O, that you had min€

eyes, or your own eyes had the lights they were wont

to have, when you chid at Sir Protheus for going un-

garterM

!

Val. What fhould I fee then ?

Speed. Your own prefcnt folly, and her palling de-

formity : For he, being in love, could not fee to garter

his hofe ; and you, being in love, cannot fee to put on

your hofe.

Val. Belike, boy, then you are in love: for laft

morning you could not fee to wipe my ftioes.

Speed. True, Sir, I was in love with my bed ; I

thank you, youfwingM me for my lov«, which makes

ine the bolder to chide you for yours.

VaL In conclufion, I Hand alfedied to her.

Speed. I would you were fet, fo your affedion would

ceafe.

Val. Laft night (he injoin'd me to write fome lines to

onelhe loves.

Speed, And have you ?

VaL
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Val. I have.

speed. Are they not lamcIy writ ?

Fal. No, boy, but as well as I can do them

;

Peace, here (he comes.

Enter Silvia.

Speed. Oh excellent motion ! Oh exceeding puppet

!

Now will he interpret to her.

Val. Madam and miflrefs, a thoufand good mor-
rows.

Speed. Oh ! give ye good ev'n j here's a million of
manners.

Sil. Sir Valentine and fervant, to you two thoufand.

Speed. He ftiould give her interefl ; and (he gives it

him.

Val. As you injoin'd me, I have writ your letter.

Unto the fecret, namelefs, friend of yours j

Which I was much unwilling to proceed in.

But for my duty to your ladylhip.

Sil. I thank you, gentle fervant ; 'cis very clerkly
done.

Val. Now, truftme, madam, it came hardly off:

For being ignorant to whom it goes,

I writ at random, very doubtfully. [pains ?

Sil. Perchance, you think too much of fo much
Val. No, madam, fo it deed you, I will write,

Pleafe you command, a thoufand times as much.
And yet

Sil. A pretty period ; well, I guefs the fequel

;

And yet I will not name it ; and yet I care not;
And yet take this again, and yet I thank you ;

Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more.
Speed. And yet you will ; and yet, another yet.

iAfide.
Val. What means your ladylhip ? do you not like it ?

Sil. Yes, yes, the lines are very quaintly writ

;

But fince unwillingly, take them again j

Nay, take them.
Val. Madam, they are for you.
Sil. Ay, ay j you writ them. Sir, at my requell j

But I will none of them ; they are for you :

I would have had them writ more movingly.

Val,
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Val. Pleafeyou, I'll write your lady{hip another.

Sil. And when 'tis writ, for my fake read it over ;

And if it pleafe you, fo ; if not,.'why fo.

Val. If it pleafe me, madam, what then ?

Sil. Why if it pleafe you, take it for your labour ;

And fo good morrow, fervant. \_Exit.

,S/^f^. Ojeftunfeen, infcrutable, invifible.

As a nofe on a man's face, or a weathercock on a

fteeple

!

My mafter fues to her, and (he hath taught her fuitor.

He being her pupil, to become her tutor :

O excellent device ! was there ever heard a better ?

That my mafter, being the fcribe, to himfelf (hould

write the letter ?

Val. How now. Sir, what are you reafoning with

yourfelf? /

Speed. Nay, I was rhiming ; 'tis you that have the

reafon.

Val. To do what ?

Speed. To be a fpokefman from madam Sihia,

Val. To whom ?

Speed. To yourfelf ; why, (he wooes you by a fi-

gure.

Val. What figure ?

'

Speed. By a letter, I ihould fay.

Val. Why, ihe hath not writ to me ?

Speed. What need fhe.

When ihe hath made you write to yourfelf ?

Why, do you not perceive the jeil ?

Val. No, believe me.

Speed. No believing you, indeed, Sir : but did yoa

perceive her earneft ?

Val. She gave me none, except an angry word.

Speed. Why, Ihe hath given you a letter.

Val. That's the letter I writ to her friend.

Speed. And that letter hath fhe delivered, and there's

an end.

Val. I would it were no worfe.

Speed. I'll warrant you, 'tis as well

:

For often hanje yowjorit to her ; andpe in modejly,

Or elfefor want of idle time, could not again reply ;

Or
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Orfearing elfe fonts mefenger, that might her mind dif-

conjer,

Herfelf hath taught her love himfelf to nvrite unto he/'

/over.

All this I fpeak in print ; for in print I found it. —

—

Why mufe you, Sir ? 'tis dinner, time.

Fa/. I have din'd.

Speed. Ay, but hearken, Sir ; the' the Cameleon love

can feed on the air, I am one that am nourilh'd by my
viduals, and would fain have meat : Oh, be not like

your miftrefs ; be moved, be moved. \Exeunt,

H

SCENE 11.

Changes to Julia'j Hsufe at Verona^

Eitter Protheus and Julia.

"AVE patience, gentle Julia.

Jul. I muft, where is no remedy.

Pro. When poflibly I can, I will return.

Jul. If you turn not, you will return the fooner

:

Keep this remembrance for thy Julia's fake.

[^Ginjing a ring*

Pro. Why then we'll make exchange ; here, take

you this.

Jul. And feal the bargain with a holy kifs.

Pro. Here is my hand for my true conftancy

;

And when that hour o'erflips me in the day,

Wherein I figh not, Julia, for thy fake

;

The next enfuing hour fome foul mifchance

Torment me, for my love's forgetfulnefs !

My father ftays my coming j anfwer not

:

The tide is now ; nay, not thy tide of tears ;

That tide will (lay me longer, than I ihould :

\_Exit Julia.

Julia, farewel. What \ gone without a word ?

Ay, fo true love fhould do ; it cannot fpeak ;

For truth hath better deeds, than words, to grace it.

Enter Panthion.

Pan. Sir Protheus, you are (laid for.

Pro. Go ; 1 come.
Alas !

this parting llrikespoor lovers dumb. [Exeune.

Vol, I. I SCENE



lyo "The Two Gentlemen ^/Verona.

SCENE in.

Changes to a Street.

Enter Launce, nvith his dog Crab.

Laun. * "^T A Y, * twill be this hour ere I have done
* XNj weeping ; all the kind of the Launces

' have this very fault ; I have receiv'd my proportion,

* like the prodigious fon, and am going with Sir Pro-
* theus to the Imperial's court. I think, Crah my
* dog be the fowreft-natur'd dog that lives : my mo-
* ther weeping, my father wailing, my fifter crying,

* our maid howling, our cat wringing her hands, and
* all our houfe in great perplexity ; yet did not this

* cruel-hearted cur Ihed one tear ! he is a ftone, a very
* pebble- ftone, and has no more pity in him than a
* dog : a Jea/j would have wept, to have feen our
* parting ; why, my grandam having no eyes, look
* you, wept herfclf blind at my parting. Nay, I'll

* Ihow you the manner of it : this (hoc is my father ;

* no, this left fhoe is my father ; no, no, this left fhoe

* is my mother ; nay, that cannot be fo neither ; yes,

* it is fo, it is fo ; it hath the worfer fole ; this fhoe,

« with the hole in it, is my mother, and this my fa-

* ther; a vengeance on't, there 'tis: now. Sir, this

* ftaffis my fifier ; for, look you, flie is as white as a
* lilly, and as fmall as a wand ; this hat is Na7i, our

* maid ; I am the dog ; no, the dog is himfelf ; and
* I am the dog : oh, the dog is me, and I am myfelf

;

* ay, fo, fo j now come I to my father ; father, your

* blcffing ; now fliould not the fhoe fpeak a word for

« weeping ; now fhould I kifs my father ; well, he
* Vv^eeps on ; now come I to my mother ; ^ oh that

* (he could fpeak now like a wode woman ! well, I

* kifs her ; why there 'tis ; here's my mother's breath

« up and down : now come I to my fifter : mark the

« moan fhe makes : now the dog all this while fheds

1 Oh thatpe could fpeak noiv like an ould Wcf}:av.'\ The fiid

Folios read v/ouLP.' It fhould be wode j Xi\z.^. crazy, fran-

«ick with grief.

* not
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• not a tear, nor fpeaks a word ; but fee, how I lay

* the dull with my tears.

Enter Panthion.

Pant. Launcgy away, away, aboard ; thy mafter is

ftiipp'd, and thou art to poft after with oars : what's

the matter ? why weep'ft thou, man ? away, afs, you
will lofe the tide if you tarry any longer.

Laun. It is no matter if the ty'd were loft, for it is

the unkindeft ty'd that ever any man ty'd.

Pant. What's the unkindeft tide ?

Laun. Why, he that's ty'd here j Crah, my dog.

Pant. Tut, man, I mean thou'lt lofe the flood ; and

in lofing the flood, lofe thy voyage j and in lofing thy

voyage, lofe thy mafter ; and in lofing thy mafter, lofc

thy fervice; and in lofing thy fervice,— why doft

thou flop my mouth ?

Laun. For fear thou ftiould'ft lofe thy tongue.

Pant. Where (hould I lofe my tongue ?

Laun. In thy tale.

Pant. In thy tail ?

Laun. Lofe the flood, and the voyage, and the ma-
fter, and the fervice, and the tide? why, man, if the

river were dry, I am able to fill it with my tears ; if the

wind were down, I could drive the boat with my fighs.

Pant. Come, come away, man ; I was fent to call

thee.

Laun. Sir, call me what thou dar'ft.

Pant. Wilt thou go ?

Laun. Well, I will go. \^ExeuKt»

SCENE IV.

Changes to Milan.

An Apartment in the Duke'/ Paiace.

Enter Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, and Speed.

5//. QErvant,—

—

O ^^/.Miftrefs?

^ted. Mafter, Sir thurio frowns on you,

I 2 Val
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Val. Ay, boy, it's for love.

Speed. Not of you.

Val. Of my miftrefs then.

Speed. 'Twere good, you knockt hixiu

Sil. Servant, you are fad.

Val. Indeed, madam, I feem (o,

Thu. Seem you that you are not ?
- »

Val. Haply, I do. «
7hu, So do counterfeits.

"

Val. So do you.

Ihu. What feem I, that I am not ?

Val. Wife.

7hu. What inftance of the contrary ?

Val. Your folly.

^hu. And how quote you my folly ?

Val. I quote it in your jerkin.

^hu. My jerkin is a doublet.

Val. Well then, I'll double your folly.

Thu. How ?

Sil. What, angry. Sir tburio ? do you change co-

lour ?

Val. Give him leave, madam ; he is a kind of Ca-

melean.
Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood,

than live in your air.

Val. You have faid. Sir.

*rhu. Ay, Sir, and done too, f®r this time.

Val. I know it well. Sir ; you always end, ere you

begin.

Sil. A fine volly of words, gentlemen, and quickly

fhot o£
Val. 'Tis, indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. J|j

Sil. Who is that, fervant ? T
Val. Yourfclf, fweet lady, for you gave the fire ;

Sir ^hurio borrows his wit from your lady(hip's looks,

and fpends, what he borrows, kindly in your company.

Thu. Sir, if you fpend word for word with me, I

fhall make your wit bankrupt.

Val. I know it well, Sir ; you have an exchequer

fo words, and, I think, no other treafure to give your

followers ;
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followers : for it appears, by their bare liveries, that

they live by your bare words.

Si/. No more, gentlemen, no more : Here comes my
father.

SCENE V.

Enter the Duke.

Duke. Now, daughter Sihia, you are hard befct.

Sir Valentine, your father's in good health :

What fay you to a letter from your friends

Of much good news ?

Val. My lord, I will be thankful

To any happy mefTenger from thence.

Duke. Know you, Don Anthonioy your countryman ?

Val. Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman

To be of worth and worthy eftimation ;

And, not without defert, fo well reputed,

Duke. Hath he not a fon ?

Val. Ay, my good lord, a fon that well deferves

The honour and regard of fuch a father.

Duke. You know him well ?

Val. I knew him, as myfelf ; for from our infancy

We have converft, and fpent our hours together :

And tho' my felf have been an idle truant.

Omitting the fweet benefit of time,

To cloath mine age with angel like perfedion j

Yet hath Sir Protheusy for that's his name.

Made ufe and fair advantage of his days

;

His years but young, but his experience old ;

His head unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe ;

And, in a word, (for far behind his worth
Come all the praifes, that I now beftow ;)

He is compleat in feature and in mind.

With all good grace to grace a gentleman.

Duke. Befhrew me, Sir, but if he makes this good.
He is as worthy for an emprefs' love.

As meet to be an Emperor's counfellor.

Well, Sir, this gentleman is come to me.
With commendations from great potentates ;

And here he means to fpend his time a while.

I 3 I think
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I think, 'tis no unwelcome news to you.

VaL Should I have wifhM a thing, it had been he.

Duke. Welcome him then according to his worth

:

Sihia, 1 fpeak to you ; and you. Sir *thurio j

For Valentine f I need not cite him to it :

I'll fend him hither to you prefently. \^Exit Duke.
VaL This is the gentleman, I told your ladylhip.

Had come along with me, but that his miftrefs

Did hold his eyes lockt in her cryftal looks.

SiL Belike, that now fhe hath enfranchised them
Upon feme other pawn for fealty.

Val. Nay, fure, I think, fhe holds them prisoners flill.

SiL Nay, then hefhould be blind ; and, being blind.

How could he fee his way to feek out you ?

VaL Why, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes.

Thu. They fay, that love hath not an eye at all,

VaL To fee fuch lovers, Thurio^ as yourfelf

;

Upon a homely objed love can wink.

SCENE VI.

Enter Protheus.

SiL Have done, have done ; here comes the gen-

tleman

VaL Welcome,dear Pro//&^«j ; miftrefs,! befecch you.

Confirm his welcome with fomcfpecial favour.

SiL His worth is warrant for his welcome hither.

If this be he, you oft have wifh'd to hear from.

VaL Miftrefs, it is : Sweet lady, entertain him
To be my fellow- fervant to your ladyftiip.

SiL Too low a miftrefs for fo high a fervant.

Pro. Not fo, fweet lady ; but too mean a fervant,

To have a look of fuch a worthy miftrefs.

VaL Leave off difcourfe of difability :

Sweet lady, entertain him for your fervant.

Pro. My duty will I boaft of, nothing elfe.

SiL And duty never yet did want his meed :

Servant, you're welcome to aworthlefs miftrefs.

Pro. I'll die on him that fays fo, but your felf,

SiL That you are welcome ?

Pro. That you are worthlcfs.

Enter

I
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Enter Ser<vatit.

Serv. Madam, my lord your father would fpeak

with you.

Sil. I'll wait upon his pleafure: \^Extf Ssr<v.] Come,
Sir ThuriOf

Go with me. Once more, my new fervant, welcome

:

I'll leave you to confer of home affairs

;

When you have done, we look to hear from you.

Pro. We'll both attend upon your ladyfhip.

lExeutttSil.andThxk.

SCENE Vil.

VaU Now tell me, how do all from whence ycu
came ?

Pro, Your friends are well, and have them much
commended.

Vah And how do yours ?

Tro. I left them all in health. [love ?

Val. How does your lady ? and how thrives your
Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you ?

I know, you joy not in a love-difcourfe.

Val. Ay, ProtheuSf bat that life is alter'd now j

I have done penance for contemning \ovg ;

Whofe high imperious thoughts have punifti'd me
With bitter fafls, with penitential groans

;

With nightly tears, and daily heart-fore fighs.

For, in revenge of my contempt of love.

Love hath chac'd fleep from my enthralled eyes.

And made them watchers of mine own heart's forrow.

O gentle Protheus, love's a mighty lord ;

And hath fo humbled me, as, I confcfs.

There is no wo to his correction

;

Nor to his fervice, no fuch joy on earth.

Now no difcourfe, except it be of love ;

Now can I break my faft, dine, fup, and fleep

Upon the very naked name of love.

Pro. Enough : I read your fortune in your eye.
Was this the idol, that you worfhip fo ?

FaL Even fhe ; and is (he not a heav'nly faint ?

Pro, No ; but (he is an earthly paragon.
/".?/. Call her divine.

1 4 Pro.
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Pro. I will not flatter her.

FaJ. O, flatter me ; for love delights in praife.

Pro. When I was fick, you gave me bitter pills

;

And 1 muft minifter the like to you.

Fa/. Then fpeak the truth by her ; if not divine.

Yet let her be a principality,

Sov'reign to all the creatures on the earth.

Pro. Except my miftrefs.

f^a/. Sweet, except not any ;

Except thou wilt except againft my love.

Pro. Have I not reafon to prefer mine own ?

Fa/. And I will help thee to prefer her too :

She iliall be dignify'd with this high honour.

To bear my lady's train, left the bafe earth

Should from her vefture chance to fteal a kifs

;

And, of fo great a favour growing proud,

Difdain to root the fummer-fwelling flower

;

And make rough winter everlaftingly.

Pro. Why, Fa/entitte, what bragadifm is this ?

Va/. Pardon me, Protheus ; all I can, is nothing

To her whofe worth makes other worthies nothing j

She is alone

Pro. Then let her alone.

Va/. Not for the world : why, man, (he is mine own,
And I as rich in having fuch a jewel.

As twenty feas, if all their fand were pearl.

The water ncdar, and the rocks pure gold.

Forgive me, that I do not dream on thee,

Becaufc thou feeft me doat upon my love.

My foolifh rival, that her father likes.

Only for his pofleflions are fo huge.

Is gone with her along, and I muft after ;

For love, thou know'ft, is full of jealoufie.

Pro. But flie loves you ?

Va/. Ay, and we are betrothed ; nay more, our mar-

riage-hour.

With all the cunning manner of our flight.

Determined of i how I muft climb her window,

The ladder made of cords ; and all the means

Plotted and greed on for my happincfs.

Good Protheus, go with me to my chamber.
In

I
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In thefe affairs to aid mc with thy counfel.

Pro. Go on before ; I (hall enquire you forth.

I muft unto the road, to difembark

Some neceffarics that I needs muft ufe

;

And then I'll prcfently attend you.

Fal. Will you make hafte ?

Pr^. Iwill. [2^/7 Val.

Ev'n as one heat another heat expels,

Or as my nail by ftrength drives out another ;

So the remembrance of my former love

Is by a newer objeft quite forgotten,

a Is it mine Eye, or Valentino'^ Praife,

Her trucperfedion, or my falfe tranfgreflion.

That makes me, reafonlefs, to reafon thus ?

She's fair ; and fo is Julia, that I love ;

That I did love, for now my love is thaw'd 1

Which, like a waxen image 'gainft a fire,

Bears no imprcf5on of the thing it was.

Methinks, my zeal to Valentino is cold i

And that I love him not, as I was wont.

O ! but I love his lady too, too, much ;

And that's the reafon, I love him fo little.

How fhall I doat on her with more advice.

That thus without advice begin to love her I
*Tis but her picture I have yet beheld,

And that has daded fo my reafon's light

:

But when I look on her perfections,

There is no reafon, but I fhall be blind.

a h it mine thin, or Valentino'i Praife,'] Here Protheui.

tjueftions with himfelf, whether it is his own praife, or Valevtine'^y

that makes him fall in love with Valentine'% miftrefs. But not to

infift on the abfurdity of faUing in love through his ov/n praifes^

he had not indeed praifed her any farther than giving his opinion of

her in three words, when his friend afked it of hira. In all the

old editions, we find the line printed thus,

h it mine, orV^Xtntino'' i praife f

A word is wanting. The line was originally thus.

Is it mine eye, or Valentino'^ praife ?

Protheus had juft fecn Valentine^ jniftrefs, whom her lover had
been laviflily praifing. His encomiums therefore heightening Pro-
theui'% idea of her at the interview, it was the lefs wonder he fhouid

be uncertain which had made the ftrongeft imprefiion, VaUntine'%

praifes, or his own view of her.

Is; if^
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If I can check my erring love, I will

;

If not, to compafs her I'll ufe my Ikill. [Exif.

SCENE VIII.

Chaf7ges to a Street.

Enter Speed and Launce.
Speed.T AUNC E, by mine honefty, welcome to

X^ i Milan.
Launce. Forfwear not thy {e\f^ fweet youth ; for I

am not welcome : I reckon this always, that a man is

never undone, 'till he be hang'd ,- nor never welcome
to a place, till fome certain fliot be paid, and the hoftefs
fay, welcome.

SpeeJ. Come on, you mad-cap ; I'll to the ale-houfe
with you prefently, where, for one (hot of five pence,
thou fhalt have five thoufand welcomes. But, Sirrah,
how did thy mafter part with madam Julia ?

Laun. Marry, after they clos'd in carneft, they part^
cd very fairly in jeft.

Speed. But fhall fhe marry him >

Laun. No.
Speed. How then ? ihall he marry her ?

Laun. No, neither.

Speed, What, are they broken }

Laun. No, they are both as whole as a fifh.

Speed. Why then how ilands the matter with them h
Laun. Marry, thus : when it Hands well with him, ir

Ilands well with her.

Speed. What an afs art thou ? I underftand thee not.

Laun. What a block art thou, that thou canft not I
My llaff underflands me.

Speed. What thou fay 'ft ?

Laun. Ay, and what I do too : look thee, I'll but
lean, and my ftalF underflands me.

Speed. It (lands under thee indeed.

Laun. Why, ftand- under, and underftand, is all one.'

Speed. But tell me true, will't be a match ?

Laun. A(k my dog , if he fay, ay, k will j if he fay,

3 It is Padva in the farsasx editions, See the aot€ oa Aft 3,.

Mr, Po/>f.

DO*
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no, it will ; if he (hake his tail, and fay nothing, it will-

Speed. The conciufion is then, that it will.

Laun. Thou (halt never get fuch a fecret from me,

but by a parable.

5;^f<^. 'Tis well, that I get it fo j but launce, how

fay'ft thou, that my mafter is become a notable lover ?

Lauft. I never knew him otherwife.

Speed. Than how ?

Laun. A notable Lubber, as thou reporteft him to be.

Speed. Why, thou whorfon afs, thou miftak'ft me.

Laun. Why, fool, I meant not thee ; I meant thy

mafter.

Speed. I tell thee, my mafter is become a hot lover.

Laun. Why, I tell thee, I care not tho' he burn him-

felf in love : If thou wilt go with me to the ale-houfe,

fo ; if not, thou art an Hebreiu, a Jenxj, and not worth

the name of a Chrijiian.

Speed. Why ?

Laun. Becaufe thoa haft not fo much charity in thee,

as to go to the ale-houfe with a Chrijiian : wilt thou

go ?

Speed. At thy fervice. [Exeunt,

SCENE IX.

Enter Prothcus folus.

Pro. To leave my Julia^ (hall I be forfworn ;

To love fair Sil'via, (liall I be forfworn :

To wrong my friend, I (hall be much forfworn :

And cv'n that pow'r, which gave me firft my oath.

Provokes me to this threefold perjury.

Love bad me fwear, and love bids me forfwear :

O fweet-fuggefting love ! + if I have fmn'd.

Teach me, thy tempted fubjeft, to excufe it.

At firft I did adore a twinkling ftar.

But now I worfhip a celeftial fun.

Unhcedful vows may heedfully be broken 5

4|„—— J/" T H o u MAS T firm''4,1 We muft certainly ader— If I HAY %finn'di

And
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And he wants wit, that wants refolved will

To learn his wit t'exchange the bad for better.

Fie, fie, unreverend tongue ! to call her bad,
Whofe Sov'reignty fo oft thou haft preferr'd

With twenty thoufand foul- confirming oathi.

I cannot leave to love, and yet I do :

But there I leave to love, where I fhould love :

Julia I lofe, and Valentine I lofe :

If I keep them, I needs muft lofe my felf

:

If I lofe them, this find I by their lofs,

For Valentine, my felf ^ for Julia, ^jhij.-
I to my felfam dearer than a friend ;

For love is ftill moil precious in itfelf

:

And Sihia, (witnefs heav'n, that made her fair ! ;

Shews Julia but a fwarthy Ethiope.

I will forget that Julia is alive,

Remembring that my love to her is dead :

And Valentine I'll hold an enemy.
Aiming at Sil«via as a fweeter friend.

I cannot now prove conftant to my felf.

Without fome treachery us'd to Valentine

:

This night, he meaneth with a corded ladder

To climb celeftial Silvia's chamber-window;
My felf in counfel his Competitor.

Now prefently I'll give her father notice

Of their difguifmg and pretended flight j

Who, all enrag'd, will banifh Valentine

:

For Thurioy he intends, fhall wed his daughter.

But Valentine being gone, I'll quickly crof?,

By fome fly trick, blunt Thurio'^s dull proceeding.

Love, lend me wings to make my purpofe fvviff.

As ihou hafl lent me wit to plot this drift

!

[Exit,

SCENE X.

Changes to JuliaV Houfe in Verona.

Enter Julia and Lucetta.

Jul. /^Ounfel, Lucetta j gentle girl, afTift me ;

V> -And, even in kind love, I do conjure thee.
Who art the table wherein all my thoughts
Are vifibly charaftcr'd and engrav'd,

To
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To leffon me ; and tell me fome good mean.
How with my honour 1 may undertake

A journey to my loving Protheus.

Luc. Alas ! the way is wearifome and long.

Jul. A true- devoted pilgrim is not weary
To meafure kingdoms with his feeble (leps ,•

Much lefs fhall (he, that hath love's wings to fly j

And when the flight is made to one fo dear.

Of fuch divine perfedlion, as Sir Protheus.

Luc. Better forbear, 'till Protheus make return.

Jul. Oh, know'ft thou not, his looks are my fouPs
food ?

Pity the dearth, that I have pined in.

By longing for that food fo long a time.

Didfl thou but know the inly touch of love.

Thou would'ft as foon go kindle fire with fnow.
As feek to quench the fire of love with words.

Luc. I do not feek to quench your love's hot fire.

But qualifie the fire's extream rage.

Left it (hould burn above the bounds of reafon.

Jul. The more thou damm'ft it up, the more it

burns :

* The current, that with gentle murmur glides,

* Thou know'ft, being ftopp'd, impatiently doth rage ;
* But when his fair courfe is not hindered,
* He makes fweet mufick with th'enamel'd ftoncs

;

* Giving a gentle kifs to every fedge
* He overtaketh in his pilgrimage :

* And fo by many winding nooks he ftrays,
* With willing fport, to the wild ocean.
* Then let me go, and hinder not my courfe ;
* I'll be as patient as a gentle ftream,
* And make a paftimeof each weary ftep,
* Till the laft ftep have brought me to my love;
* And there I'll reft, as, after much turmoil,
* A blefled foul doth in Elyfium.

Luc. But in what habit will you go along ?

Jul. Not like a woman ; for I would prevent
The loofe encounters of lafcivious men :

Gentle Lucetta, fit me with fuch weeds
As may befecm fome well-reputed page.

Luf
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Luc. Why then your ladylhip muft cut your hair.

Ju/. No, girl; I'll knit it up in filken ftrings.

With twenty odd-conceited true-love-knots :

To be fantallick, may become a youth

Of greater time than I (hall fhew to be. [breeches?

Luc. What fafhion. Madam, (hall I make your

yu/. That fits as well, as^ " tell me, good my
lord,

** What compafs will you wear your farthingale ?

Why, even what fafhion thou befl: lik'ft, Lucetta.

Luc. You muft needs have them with a cod-piece.

Madam.
Jul. Out, out, Lucetta ! that will be ill-favour'd.

Luc. A round hofe, Madam, now's not worth a pin^,

Unlefs you have a cod-piece to (lick pins on.

Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov'ft me, let me have

What thou think'ft meet, and is moft mannerly;:

But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me
For undertaking fo unftaid a journey ?

I fear me, it will make me fcandaliz'd.

Luc. If you think fo, then (lay at home, and go not.

Jul. Nay, that I will not.

Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go.

If ProtheusYikt your journey, when you come.

No matter who's difpleas'd, when you are gone :

I fear me, he will fcarce be pleasM withal.

Jul. That is the lead, Lucetta, of my fear :

A thoufand oaths, an ocean of his tears.

And inilances as infinite of love.

Warrant me welcome to my Prothsus.

Luc. All thefe are fervants to deceitful men.-

Jul. Bafc men, that ufe them to fo bafe e(Fe(fl

!

But truer ftars did govern Protheus^ birth j

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ;,

His love fincere, his thoughts immaculate ;

His tears, pure me(rengers fent from his heart

;

His heart as far from fraud, as heav'n from earth.

Luc, Pray heav'n he prove fo, when you come to

him !

Jul. Now, as thou lov'd me, do him not tliat wrongs

To be^ a hard opinion of his truth »
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Only deferve my love, by loving him ;

And prefently go with me to my chamber.

To take a note, of what I ftand in need of,.

To furniih me upon my longing journey.

All that is mine I leave at thy difpofe,.

My goods, my lands, my reputation;

Only, in lieu thereof, difpatch me hence :

Come, anfwer not ; but do it prefently :

I am impatient ofmy tarriance. ^Exeunf^

ACT III. SCENE P.

Thf Duh's Pa/ace in Mihn,

Enter Duke, Thurio, anJ Protheus.

Duke. OIR Thurio, give us leave, I pray, a while ;O We have feme fecrets to confer about.

\_Exit Thur.
Now tell me, Protheus, what's your will with me ?

Pro. My gracious lord, that which I would difcover.

The lawof friendfliip bids me to conceal ;

But when I call to mind your gracious favours.

Done to me, undeferving as I am.
My duty pricks me on to utter that.

Which, elfe, no worldly good fhould draw from me.
Know, worthy Prince, Sir Valentine my friend

This night intends to fteal away your daughter :

My fclf am one made privy to the plot.

I know, you have determined to bellow her

On Thurioy whom your gentle daughter hates %..

And (houfd (he thus be ftoi'n away from youj

It would be much vexation to your age.

Thus, for ray duty's fake, I rather chofe

To crofs my friend in his intended drift ;

Than, by concealing it, heap on your head

A pack of forrows, which would prefs you down.
If unprevented, to your timelefs grave.

Duh. Protheus, I thank thee for thine honeft care ,

"Which to requite, command me while I live*

This lave of jheiw my felfhave often k^,
Hapl/,
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Haply, when they have judg'd me faft afleep ;

And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid

Sir Valentine her company, and my court

:

But, fearing left my jealous aim might err.

And fo unworthily difgrace the man,

(A raftinefs that I ever yet have (hunn'd
;

)

I gavfi him gentle looks ; thereby to find

rThat which thyfelf haft now difclos'd to me.

And that thou may'ft perceive my fear of this.

Knowing that tender youth is foon fuggefted,

I nightly lodge her in an upper tower.

The key whereof myfelf have ever kept

;

And thence ftie cannot be conveyM away.

Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devis'd a mean

How he her chamber window will afcend.

And with a corded ladder fetch her down ;

For which the youthful lover now is gone.

And this way comes he with it prefently :

Where, if it pleafe you, you may intercept him.

But, good my lord, doit fo cunningly.

That my difcovVy be not aimed at

;

For love of you, not hate unto my friend,

Hath made me publilher of this pretence.

Duke. Upon mine honour, he ihall never know
That 1 had any light from thee of this.

Pro, Adieu, my lord : Sir Valentine is coming.

lEfcit Pro.

S C EN E II.

Enter Valentine.

Duke. Sir Valentine y whither away fo faft ?

Val. Pleafe it your Grace, there is a meffenger

That ftays to bear my letters to my friends.

And I am going to deliver them.

Duke. Be they of much import ?

Val. The tenour of them doth but fignifie

My health, and happy being at your court.

Duke. Nay then, no matter ; ftay with me awhile;

I am to break with thee of fome affairs.

That touch inc near ; wherein thou muft be fecret.

'Tis
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'Tis not unknown to thee, that I have fought

To match my friend Sir Thurio to my daughter.

Val. I know it well, my lord ; and, fure, the matck

Were rich and honourable ; befides, the gentleman

Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and qualities

Befeeming fuch a wife as your fair daughter.

Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him ?

Duke. No, truft me ; (he is peevifh, fuUen, froward,

Proud, difobedicnt, ftubborn, lacking duty ;

Neither regarding that (he is my child,

Nor fearing me as if I were her father :

And may I fay to thee, this pride of hers.

Upon advice, hath drawn my love froni her j

And, where I thought the remnant of mine age

Should have been cherifh'd by her child-like duty,

I now am full refolv'd to take a wife.

And turn her out to who will take her in :

Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower

:

For me, and my pofiefTions, fhe efteems not.

Fal. What would your Grace have me to do in this ?

Duke. There is a lady, ' Sir, in Milan here,

Whom I afFed i but fhe is nice and coy.

And nought efteems my aged eloquence :

Now therefore would I have thee to my tutor ;

(For long agone I have forgot to court j

Befides, the fafhion of the time is chang'd,)

How, and which way, I may beftow my felf.

To be regarded in her fun -bright eye.

Val. Win her with gifts, if Ihe refpeds not words 5

Dumb jewels often in their filent kind,

More than quick words, do move a woman's mind.

Duke. But (he did fcorn a prefent, that I fent her.

Val. Awomanfometimes fcorns what beilcontentshcr;

Send her another ; never give her o'er ;

For fcorn at firft makes after-love the more.

X Sir, in Milan here.] It ought to be thus, inftead of— in Verona here.- for the Scene apparently is in Mtlan,

as is clear from fewral paffages in the firft Aft, and in the begin-

ning of the firft Scene of the fourth Ad. A like miftakc has crept

into the eighth Scene of Aft II. where S^eed bids his fellow-

ferv'ant Launce, welcome to Padua, Mr. P^J>^'
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If fhe do frown, 'tis not in hate of you.
But rather to beget more love in you :

If fhe do chide, 'tis not to have you gone

;

For why, the fools are mad if left alone.
Take no repulfe, whatever (lie doth fay ;

For, get you gone, fhe doth not mean away.
Flatter, and praife, commend, extol their graces ;

Tho' ne'er fo black, fay, they have angels' faces.
That man that hath a tongue, I fay, is no man.
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman.
Duh. But Ihe, I mean, is promis'd by her friends

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth,
And kept feverely from refort of men.
That DO man hath accefs by day to her.

f^a/. Why then I would refort to her by night.
Duie. Ay, but the doors be lock't, and keys kept

fafe,

That no man hath rccourfe to her hy night.
i^a/. What lets, but one may enter at her window ?
Duh. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground,

'

And built fo fhelving, that one cannot climb it

Without apparent hazard of his life

f^a/. Why then a ladder quaintly made of cords.
To caft up, with a pair of anchoring hooks.
Would ferve to fcale another Hero's tower ;

'

So bold Leander would adventure it. jji

Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood, lil

Advife me where I may have fach a ladder.
"^

Fal. When would you ufe it ? pray. Sir, tell me that.
Duke. This very night ; for love is like a child,

That longs for ev'ry thing that he can come by.
Val. Bv feven a clock TJl get you fuch a ladder.
Duke. But hark thee : I will go to her alone

;

How fhall I beft convey the ladder thither ?

Val. It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it
Under a cloak that is of any length.

Duke. A cloak as long as thine will ferve the turn ?
Fal. Ay, my good lord.

Duke. Then let me fee thy cloak j

I'll get me one of fuch another length.
Val. Why, any cloak will ferve the turn, my lord.

Duke.
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Duke. How fhall I faftiion me to wear a cloak ?

I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me.

What letter is this fame ? what's here ? To Silwia f

And here an engine fit for my proceeding ?

I'll be fo bold to break the feal for once. [Duke reads.

My thoughts do harbour ixiith try Silvia nightly,

Andjlaves they are to me, that fend them flying :

Oh, could their mafter come andgo as lightly,

Himfeifnvould lodge, 'where fenfelefs they are lying :

My herald thoughts in thy pure bofom reft them.

While 1, their King, that thither them importune.

Do curfe the grace, that nxiith fuch grace hath bleft them,

Becaufe my felf do Kvant my fer'vant'' s fortune ;

/ curfe my felf, for they are fent by me,

That theyJhould harbour, twhere their lord would he.

What's here ? Sihia, this night <voill I enfranchife thee:

'Tis fo, and here's the ladder for the purpofe.

* Why, Phaeton, for thou art Merops' ibn.

Wilt thou afpire to guide the heavenly car.

And with thy daring folly burn the world ?

Wilt thou reach ftars, becaufe they fhine on thee ?

Go, bafe intruder ! over-weening flave !

Bellow thy fawning fmiles on equal mates

;

And think, my patience, more than thy defcrt,

Is privilege for thy departure hence :

Thank me for this, more than for all the favourjj,

Which, all too much, i have beftow'd on thee.

But if thou linger in my territories.

Longer than fwifteft expedition

Will give thee time to leave our royal court.

By heav'n, my wrath fhall far exceed the love,

I ever bore my daughter or thy felf :

Be gone, I wiJl not hear thy vain excufe.

But as thou lov'il thy life, make fpeed from hence.

lExif.

zWby, Phaeton, for thou art Merops'' son,

JVilt thou afpire to guide the beavnly car,} Merops"fan,

z\f. a baftard, bafc-born.

SCENE.
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SCENE III.

FaL And why not death, rather than living torment ?
* To die, is to be banifh'd from my felf

:

* And Sihia is my felf j bani(h*d from her,
* Is felf from felf: a deadly banifliment \

* What light is light, if Sihia be not feen ?

* What joy is joy, if Sihia be not by ?

* Unlefs it be to think, that ihe is by -,

* And feed upon the fhadow of perfcdion.
* Except I be by Sihia in the night,
* There is no muiick in the nightingale -,

* Unlefs 1 look on Sihia in the day,
* There is no day for me to look upon :

She is my elTence, and I leave to be.

If I be not by her fair influence

Fofter'd, illumin'd, cherifh'd, kept alive.

I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom ;

Tarry I here, I but attend on death :

But fly I hence, I fly away from life.

Enter Protheus and Launce.
Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and fcek him out
Laun. So-ho ! fo-ho ! .n*

Pro. What feeft thou ?

Laun. Him we go to find :

There's not a hair on's head, but 'tis ft Valentint.

Pro. Valentine

y

Val No.
Laun. Nothing.

Pro. Villain, forbear.

Laun, Why, Sir, I'll ftrike nothing ; I pray you,*—

.

Pro. I fay, forbear : friend Valentine, a word.
VaL My ears are ftopt, and cannot hear good news s

So much of bad already hath poflTeft them.
Pro. Then in dumb fllence will I bury mine

;

Pro. Who then ; his fpirit ?

Val. Neither.

Pro. What then ?

Val. Nothing.

Laun, Can nothing fpeak ? mailer, fliall I ftrike ?

Pro.
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Pro. Whom wouldft thou ftrike ?

For they are harfli, untuneable, and bad.

Val. hSi/'via dezd}

Pro. No, Valentine.

Val. No Valentine^ indeed, for facred Sil<via f

Hath fhe forfvvorn me ?

Pro. No, Valentine.

Val. No Valentine^ if Zihia have forfworn me

!

What is your news ?

Laun. Sir, there's a proclamation thac you ar«

vanifh'd.

Pro. That thou art banifh'd ; oh, that is the news.

From hence, from Sihiaf and from me thy friend.

Val. Oh, I have fed upon this woe already ;

And now excefs of it will make me furfcit.

Doth Silnfia know that I am baniftied ?

Pro. Ay, ay ; and fhe hath offered to the doom.
Which unrevers'd ftands in efFedual force,

A fea of melting pearl, which feme call tears

:

Thofe at her father's churliih feet (he tendered.

With them, upon her knees, her humble felf;

Wringing her hands, whofe whitenefs fo became them,

As if but now they waxed pale for wo.

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up.

Sad fighs, deep groans, nor filver-ihedding tears.

Could penetrate her uncompaffionate Sire ;

But Valentine, if he be ta'en, mufl die.

Befides, her interceflion chaf 'd him fo.

When Ihe for thy repeal was fuppliant.

That to clofe prifon he commanded her.

With many bitter threats of 'biding there.

Val. No more ; unlefs the next word that thou
fpeak'ft.

Have fome malignant power upon my life :

If fo, I pray thee, breath it in mine ear.

As ending anthem of my endlefs dolour.

Pro. Ceafe to lament for that thou canft not he!p.

And fludy help for that which thou lament'ft.

Time is the nurfe and breeder of all good :

Here if thou ftay, thou canft not fee thy love

;

Befides, thy (laying will abridge thy life.

Hope
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Hope is a lover's llafF ; walk hence with that

;

And manage it againft defpairing thoughts.

Thy letters may be here, tho' thou art hence.

Which, being writ to me, (hall be delivered

Ev'n in the milk-white bofom of thy love.

The time now ferves not to expoftulate

;

Come, I'll convey thee through the city- gate ;

And, ere I part with thee, confer at large

Of all that may concern thy love-affairs

:

As thou lov'ft Sil'viuy tho' not for thyfelf.

Regard thy danger, and along with me.

Val. I pray thee, Launce^ an' if thou feeft my boy.

Bid him make hafte, and meet me at the north-gate.

Fro, Go, Sirrah, find him out : come, Valentine,

Val, O my dear Sil'via ! haplefs Valentine /

\_Exeunt Valentine a»<^ Protheus.

SCENE IV.

" 3 haun. I am but a fool, look you, and yet I

" have the wit to think my mafter is a kind of a
** knave : but that's all one, if he be but one kind.

'* He lives not now that knows me to be in love, yet
** I am in love j but a team of horfe (hall not pluck
** that from me, nor who 'tis I love, and yet 'tis a
" woman ; but what woman I will not tell myfelf,

*« and yet 'tis a milk-maid j yet 'tis not a maid, for (he

«* hath had goifips ; yet 'tis a maid, for (he is her
" mailer's maid, and ferves for wages : (he hath more
«* qualities than a water-fpaniel, which is much in

" a bare chriftian. Here is the cat- log \?ulling

" out a paper"] of her conditions ; Imprimis, (he

*' can fetch and carry ; why, a horfe can do no more j

" any,

3 Laun. lam but a fool, look you, andyet Ihave thenvit to think

f»y majier is a kind of a knave : but that's all one, if he he but one

KNAVE.] Where is the fenfe, or, if you won't allow the Speaker

that, where is the humour of this fpeech ? Nothing had given

the fool occafion to fufpedt that his mafter was become double,

like Antipholis in the Comedy of Errors, The laft Word is corrupt,

Wc fliould read,

I if be he hut one kind*
He
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" nay, a horfe cannot fetch, but only carry ; there-
«* fore fhe is better than a jade. Item^ flie can milk i

** look you, a (weet virtue in a. maid with clean
" hands.

Enter Speed.

^eed. How now, fignior Launce ? what news with
your mafterfhip ?

+ Laun. With my mafter's (hip ? why, it is at fea.

Speed. Well, your old vice ftill ; miftake the word ;

what news then in your paper ?

Laun. The blackeft news that ever thou heard'ft.

Speed, Why, man, how black ?

Laun, Why, as black as ink.

Speed. Let me read them,

Laun. Fie on thee, jolt-head, thou can'fl: not read.

Speed. Thou lyeft, I can.

Laun. I will try thee ; tell me this, who begot thee ?

Speed. Marry, the fon of my grand-father.

Laun. O illiterate loiterer, it was the fon of thy
grand-mother ; this proves, that thou canft not read.

Speed, Come, fool, come, try me in thy paper.

Laun. There, and 5 St. Nicholas be thy fpeed !

Speed. Imprimis ^ fhe can milk.

Laun. Ay, that (he can.

Speed. Item^ (he brews good ale.

Laun. And therefore comes the proverb, BieJJing of
your Heart, you brenv good ale.

Speed. Item, fhe can fowe.

Laun. That's as much as to fay. Can fiefo?
' 'Speed. Item, fhe can knit.

Laun, What need a man care for a flock with a wench,
when (he can knit him a flock \

He thought his mafter w'as a kind of knanje ; however, he keeps
himfelf in countenance with this reflexion, that if he was a knave
but of one kind, he might pafs well enough amongft his neigh-
bours. This is truly humorous.

4 With my maftey\Jhip />] This pun reftored by Mr. rheobald.

5 St. Nicholas be thy fpeed. 1 St. Nicholas prefidcd over
Scholars, who were therefore called St. Nicholas'^ Clerks. Hence,
by a quibble between Nicholas and Old Nick, Highway-mcft, in
the firft part of Htnry the fourth, arc called Nicholas'^ Clerks.

Speed,
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Speed. Item, (he can wafh and fcour.

Laun. A fpecial virtue, for then (he need not to be

wafh'd and fcour'd.

Speed. Itenty fhe can ipin.

Laun. Then may I fet the world on wheels, when

Ihe can fpin for her living.

Speed. Itenty flie hath many namelefs virtues.

Laun. That*s as much as to fay, Bafiard Virtues',

that, indeed, know not their fathers, and therefore have

no names.

Speed. Here follow her vices.

Laun. Clofe at the heels of her virtues.

Speed, hem, (he is not to be kift falling, in refped

of her breath.

Laun. Well, that fault may be mended with a break-

fad : read on.

Speed. Item, (he hath a fweet mouth.

Laun. That makes amends for her four breath.

Speed. Item, fhe doth talk in her flecp.

Laun. It's no matter for that, fo (he fleep not in her

talk.

Speed. Item, Ihe is flow in words.

Laun. O villain ! that fet down among her vices

!

to be flow in words is a woman's only virtue : I pray

thee, out with't and place it for her chief virtue.

Speed. Item, flie is proud.

Laun. Out with that too : it was £w's legacy, and

cannot be ta'en from her.

Speed. Item, (he hath no teeth.

Laun. I care not for that neither, becaufe I love

crafts.

Speed. Item, ftie is curft.

Laun. Well, the beft is, (he hath no teeth to bite.

Speed. Item, flie will often praife her liquor.

Laun, If her liquor be good, (he fliall ; if ftie will

not, I will ; for good things fliould be praifed.

Speed. Item, ftie is too liberal.

Laun. Of her tongue flie cannot, for that's writ

down, flic's flow of J of her purfe flie fliall not, for

that I'll keep fliut ; now of another thing flie may,

and that cannot I help. Well, proceed.
Speed .
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Speed. Item, flic hath more hairs than wit, and more

faults than hairs, and more wealth than faults.

Laun. *' Stop here ; I'll have her ; (lie was mine,
" and not mine, twice or thrice in that article. Re-
" hearfe that once more.

Speed. Iteniy ftie hath more hair than wit.

Laun. More hair than wit, it may be ; Pi! prove

it : the cover of the fait hides the fait, and therefore

it is more than the fait j the hair, that covers the wit,

is more than the wit ; for the greater hides the lefs.

What's next ?

Speed. And more faults than hairs.

Laun. Tiiat's monftrous : oh, that that were out f

Steed. And more wealth than faults.

Laun. Why, that word makes the faults gracious

:

well, I'll have her -, and if it be a match, as nothing

is impoflible

Speed. What then ?

Laun, Why, then will I tell thee, that thy mailer

ftays for thee at the north-gate.

Speed. For me ?

Laun. For thee ? ay ; who art thou ? he hath llaid

for a better man than thee.

Speed. And muft I go to him ?

Laun. Thou muft run to him, for thou hall ftaid fo

long, that going will fcarce ferve the turn.

Speed. Why didll not tell me fooner ? pox on your
love-letters !

Laun. Now will he be fwing'd for reading my
letter : an unmannerly flave, that will thruil himfelf

into fecrets.—I'll after, to rejoice in the boy's cor-

reaion. \_Exeunt,

SCENE V.

Enter Duke and Thurio.

Duke, Sir 'thurio, fear not, but that flie will love
you.

Now Valentine is banifh'd from her fight.

Ihu. Since his exile flie hath defpis'd me moll,

Vol. I. iC For.
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Forfworn my company, and rail'd at me.

That I am defperate of obtaining her.

Duke. This weak imprefs of love is as a figure

Trenched in ice, which with an hour's heat

Diflblves to water, and doth lofe his form.

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts.

And viOiX^tiXth Valentine (hall be forgot.

Enter Protheus.

How now. Sir Protheus? Is your countryman,

According to our proclamation, gone?

Pro. Gone, my good lord.

Duke. My daughter takes his going heavily.

Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief.

Duke. So I believe ; but y/^ar/o thinks not fo.

Trotheus^ the good conceit I hold of thee,

(lor thou haft (hown fome fign of good cefert)

Makes me the better to confer with thee.

Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your Gracc^

Let me not live to look upon your Grace.

Duke. Thou know'ft, how willingly I would eiFeft

The match between Sir ihurio and my daughter.

Pro. I do, my lord.

Duke. And alfo, I do think, thou art not ignorant

How Ihe oppofes her againft my will.

Pro. She did, my lord, when T^/^w//;/^ was here.

Duke. Ay, and perverfely Ihe perfeverei fo.

What might we do to m^ke the girl forget

The love of Valentine, and love Sir ^kurio ?

Pro. The beft way is to flander Valentine

With faldiood, cowardice, and poor defcent

:

Three things that women highly hold in hate.

Duke. Ay, but fhe'll think, that it is fpoke in Jiate.

Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it :

Therefore it muft, with circumftance, be fpoken

By one, whom (he efteemeth as his friend.
*

Duke. Then you muft undertake to flander him.

Pro. And that, my lord, I (tiall be loth to do ;

*Tis an ill office for a gentleman ;

Efpecially, againft his very friend.

Duke. Where your good word cannot advantage him.

Your
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Your flander never can endamage him ;

Therefore the office is indifferent,

Being intreated to it by your friend.

Pro. You have prevail'd, my lord : if I can do it.

By aught that I can fpeak in his difpraife.

She (hall not long continue love to him.
^ But fay, this weed her love from Valentine^

It follows not, that (he will love Sir Thurio.

Thu Therefore as you unwind her love from him.
Left i: fliould ravel, and be good to none.

You muft provide to bottom it on me :

Which muft be done, by praifing me as much
As you in worth difpraife Sir Valentine.

Duke. And, Protheus, we dare truft you in this kind,
Becaufe we know, on Valentine's report,

You are already love's iirm votary ;

And cannot foon revolt and change your mind.
Upon this warrant, (hall you have accefs.

Where you with Sihia may confer at large :

For (he is lumpilh, heavy, melancholy,
And, for your friend's lake, will be glad of you;
Where you may temper her, by your perfu.ifion

To hate young Vakntiney and love my friend.

Pro As much as I can do, I will effed.
Bat you. Sir Thurio, are notiharp enouc^h ^

You muft lay lime, to tangle her defires.

By wailful fonnets, whofe compofed rhimes
Should be full fraught with ferviceable vows.

Duke. Much is the force of heav'n-bred poefie.
Pro, **Say, that upon the altar of her beauty

* You facrifice your tears, your iighs, } our heart:
" Write, 'till your ink be dry -, and with your tears
^* Moift it again j and frame fome feeling line,
** That may difcover fuch integrity :

6 But fay, this iveed her Icvefroni Valentine,
It follo-ws not, that Jhe ivtll lonje Sir Thurio.

Ridiculiim caput. Quafi neceffe fit, .

Si huic non dat, te ilJam uxorem ducere. 7er. Andr'

K 2 7 For
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** 7 For Orpheus'' lute was ftrung with poet's fmews

;

** Whofe golden touch could foften fleel and ftoncs,

** Make tygers tame, and huge Le'viathans
** Forfake unfounded deeps, to dance on fands.

After your dire-lamenting elegies,

Vifit by night your lady's chamber-window
With fomc fvveet confort : to their inftruments

Tune a deploring dump ; the night's dead filence

Will well become fuch fweet complaining grievance.

This, or elfe nothing, will inherit her.

Duh. This difcipline fhews, thou haft been in love.

Thu. And thy advice this night I'll put in pradice.

Therefore, fweet Protheus, my diredion-giver.

Let us into the city prefently

To fort fome gentlemen well Ikill'd in mufick;

I have a fonnet, that will ferve the turn.

To give the onfet to thy good advice.

Duke. About it, gentlemen.

Pro. We'll wait upon your Grace, 'till after fupper

;

And afterwards determine our proceedings.

Duke. Ev'n now about it. I will pardon you.

\_Exeunt.

7 For Orpheus' lute taas ftrung 'with pact's iinews.] This

Ihews Shakefpear\ knowledge of antiquity. He here afligns Or-

fheus his true chara£ler of legiflator. For under that of a poet

only, or lover, the quality given to his lute is unintelligible.

But, conCdered as a lawgiver, the thought is noble and the imag'ry

cxquifitely beautiful. For by his lute is to be underftood h\s fyjlem

of laivs : and by the poet'' sjineius, the power of numbers, which
Orpheus aftually employed in thofe laws to make them received by

a fierce and barbarous people.

ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

A Forefiy leading tonjoards Mantua,

Enter certain Outlaivs,

I Out-law.

FELLOWS, ftand faft : I fee a pafTenger.

2 Out. If there be ten, ihrink not, but down
with 'em.

Enter Valentine and Speed.

3 Out. Stand, Sir, and throw us what you have

about you ; if not, we'll make you, Sir, and rifle

you.

Speed. Sir, we are undone ; thefe are the villains,

that all the travellers do fear fo much.
VaL My Friends,

1 Out. That's not fo, Sir ; we are your enemies.

2 Out. Peace ; we'll hear him.

3 Out. Ay, by my beard, will we j for he is a pro-

per man.

Vat. Then know, that I have little wealth to lofe

;

A man I am, crofs'd with adverfity

;

My riches are thefe poor habiliments.

Of which if you (hould here disfurnilh me.
You take the fum and fubilance that I have.

2 Out. Whither travel you ?

VaL To Verona.

I Out. Whence came you ?

Val. From Milan.

3 Out. Have you long fojourn'd there ?

Val. Some fixteen months ; and longer might have
ftaid.

If crooked fortune had not thwarted me.
1 Out. What, were you banilh'd thence ?

Val. I was.

2 Out. For what offence ?

Val. For that, which now torments me to rehearfe

:

I kill'd a man, whofe death I much repent ;

K 3 But
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But yet I flew him manfully in fight.

Without falfe vantage or bafe treachery.

1 Out. Why ne'er repent it, if it were done fo.

But were you banifh'd for fo fmall a fault ?

Fal. I was, and held me glad of fuch a doom.
I Out. Have you the tongues ?

Val. M> youthful travel therein made me happy.

Or elfe I often had been mifcrable.

3 Out. By the bare fcalp of Robin Hood's fat friar.

This fellow were a king for our wild fadion.

1 Out. We'll have him. Sirs, a word.

Speed. Mafter, be one of them : it's an honourable

kind of thievery.

Vai. Peace, villain.

2 Out. Tell us this ; have you any thing to take to ?

Fal. Nothing, but my fortune.

3 Out. Know then, that fome of us are gentlemen.

Such as the fury of ungovern'd youth

Thruft from the company of awful men ;

Myfelf was from Verona banifh'd.

For prafiifing to fteal away a lady, g
An heir, and niece ally'd unto the Duke.

*

2 Out. And I from Mantua^ for a gentleman

Whom, in my mood, I lUbb'd unto the heart.

1 Out. And I for fuch like petty crimes as ihefe.

But CO the purpofe ; for we cite our faults,

That they may hold excus'd our lawlefs lives ;

And, partly, feeing you are beautify'd

W]th goodly ihapc, and by your own report

A lirgu.ft ; and a man of fuch perfedtion.

As we do in our quality much want ;—

—

2 Out. Indeed, becaufe you are a baniih'd man.

Therefore, above the reil, we parley to you ;

Are you content to be our General ? - Jk

To make a virtue of neceffity, 7
And live, as we do. in the wildernefs ?

3 Out. What fay 'ft thou? wilt thou be of our con- .

fort?

Say, ay ; and be the captain of us all:

We'll do thee homage, and be ruPd by thee ;

Love thee as our commander, and our king.

I Out,
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1 Out. But if thou fcorn our courtefie, thou dy'ft.

2 Out. Thou fhalt not live to brag what we have
offer'd.

Val. I take your offer, and will live with you ;

Provided, that you do no outrages

On filly women, or poor paffengers.

3 Out. No, we deteft fuch vile bafe pra£lices.

Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our crews.

And fhew thee all the treafure we have got

;

Which, with ourfelves, fhall reit at thy difpofe.

[£xeunf.

SCENE II.

Changes to an open Place, under Silvia'j Apartment,

in Milan.

Enter Protheus.

Pro. A Lready Pvc been falfe to Valentine,

.Xjl And now I muft be as unjuft to Thurio,

Under the colour of commending him,

I have accefs my own love to prefer :

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy.

To be corrupted with my worthlefs gifts.

When I protell true loyalty to her.

She twits me with my falfhood to my friend ;

When to her beauty I commend my vows.

She bids me think, how I have been forfworn

In breaking faith with Julia whom I lov'd.

And, notwithftanding all her fudden quips.

The leaft whereof would quell a lover's hope.

Yet, fpaniel-like, the more (he fpurns my love,

The more it grows, and fawneth on her ftill.

But here comes ^hurio : now muft we to her window.
And give fome evening mulick to her ear.

Enter Thurio and Mufuians.

Thu. How now. Sir Protheus, are you crept be-

fore us ?

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio ; for, you know, that love
Will creep in fervice where it cannot go.

Thu, Ay, but I hope. Sir, that you love not here.

K 4 Pro,
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Pro. Sir, but I do ; or elfe I would be hence.

Ihu. Whom, Sihia?
Pro. Ay, SUvi'a, for your fake.

T^u. I thank you, for your own : now, gentlemen.

Let's tune, and to it luflily a while.

SCENE III.

Enter Ho/i, and]\x\\2L in hoy' s cloaths.

HoJ}. Now, my young guell, methinks, you're ally-

cholly : I pray you, why is it ?

"Jul, Marry, mine hoft, becaufe I cannot be merry.

Hoft. Come, we'll have you merry ; I'll bring you

where you ihall hear mufick, and fee the gentleman

that you ask'd for.

Jul. But fJiall I hear him fpeak ?

Bo/}. Ay, that you (hall.

Jul. That v/ill be mufick.

Hoji. Udivk, hark!

Jul. Is he among thefe ?

Boji. Ay I but peace, let's hear 'em.

SONG.
Who is Silvia ? njohat is/he.

That all our fnjjains commend her ?

Hofyy fairy and nui/e isjhe j

The hea'vn fuch grace did lend hgr.

That^e might admired be.

JsJI:>ekind^ as /he isfair?
For beauty li'ves nvith kindnefs.

Lonje doth to her eyes repair

^

To help him of his blindnefs :

And, being helped, inhabits there.

Then to Silvia let usfing.

That Silvia is excelling ;

^he excels each mortal thing

Upon the dull earth dwelling :

To her let us garlands bring,

Hoft.
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Hojf. How now ? are you fadder than you were be-

fore? how do you, man ? the mufick likes you not.

Jul. You miftake ; the mufician likes me not.

Hojf. Why, my pretty youth ?

Jul. He plays fajfe, father.

Hoji. How, out of tune on the ftrings ?

Jul. Not fo : but yet fo falfe, that he grieves my
very heart-ftrings.

Hoji. You have a quick ear.

Jul. Ay, I would I were deaf! it makes me have

a flow heart.

HoJi. f perceive, you delight not in mufick,

Jul. Not a whit, when it jars fo.

HoJl. Hark, what fine change is in the mufick.

Jul. Ay i that change is the fpight.

HoJl. You would have them always play but one
thing ?

Jul. I would always have one play but one thing.

But, hoft, doth this Sir Protheus, that we talk on.

Often refort unto this gentlewoman ?

HoJi. I tell you what Launce, his man, told me, he
' lov'd her out of all nick.

Jul. Where is Launce ?

Hoft. Gone to feek his dog, which to-morrow, by
his mailer's command, he mull carry for a prefent to

his lady.

Jul. Peace, fland afide, the company parts.

Pro. Sir "Thurioy fear not you ; I will fo plead.

That you fhall fay, my cunning drift excels.

7hu. Where meet we ?

Pro. At St. Gregory'' i well.

7hu. Farewel. {Exeunt Thurio andMuficL

SCENE IV.

Silvia ahon}e, at her njoindonxj.

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyfhip.

5/7. I thank you for your mufick, gentlemen

:

Who is that, that fpake ?

r lov'd her out of all nick.'] i.e. out of all count: that is,

extravagantly. A phrafe taken from counts when calculation*
wcrs made by nicking on numbers upon a ftick.

.
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Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart's truth,

You'd quickly learn to know him by his voice.

SiL Sir Protheus, as I take it.

Pro. Sir Protheus, gentle lady, and your fervant.

Bil. What is your will ?

Pro. That I may compafs yours.

57/. You have your wifli ; my will is even this.

That prefently you hie you home to bed.

Thou fubtle, perjur'd, falle, difloyal man !

Tnink'ftthou, I am fo (hallow, io conceitlefs.

To be feduced by thy flattery,

That halt deceiv'd fo many with thy vows ?

Return, return, and make thy love amends.
For me, by this pale queen of night, I fwcar,

I am fo far from granting thy requert.

That 1 defpife thee for thy wrongful fuit

;

And, by and by, intend to chide myfelf,

Ev'n for this time I fpend in talking to thee.

Pr'i' I grant, fweet love, that I did love a lady;

But fhe is dead.

Jul. \aftde] 'Twere falfe, if I ftioald fpeak it

;

For, I am fure, fhe is not buried.

^il. Say, that fhe be ; yet Valentine, thy friend.

Survives ; to whom, thyfelf art witnefs,

lam betroath'd ; and art thou not afham'd

1 o wrong him with thy importunacy ?

Pro. 1 likewife hear, that Valentine is dead.

Sil. And fo, fuppofe, am I ; for in his grave,

Affure thyfelf, my love is buried.

Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth.

Bil. Go to thy lady's grave and call her thence.

Or, at the leaft. in hers fepulchre thine.

Jul. \afide'\ He heard not that.

Pro. Mad.im, if that your heart be {o obdurate,

Vouchiafe me yet your pidure for my love,

The picture that is hanging in your chamber :

lb rhat I'll fpeak, to that I'll figh and weep :

For fiice the fubltance of your perfedl felf

\t> eife devoted, I am but a fhadow ;

And to your Ihadow will I make true love.

Jul. [ajide] If 'twere a fabitance, you would, fure,

deceive ic. And
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And make it but a (hadow, as I am.

6V/. I'm very loath to be your idol, Sir ;

But fince your falfhood fhall become you well

To worlhip Ihadows, and adore falfe Ihapes ;

Send to me in the morning, and I'll fend it

:

And To, good reft.

Pro. hi wretches have o'er night.

That wait for execution in the morn.

[£;f^««/Protheu3 tf«<^ Silvia.

Jul. Hoft, will you go ?

Hofi. By my hallidom, I was fail afleep.

Jul. Pray you, where lies Sir Protheus ?

HoJ}. Marry, at my houfe : truft me, I think, 'tis

almoft day.

Jul. Not fo ; but it hath been the longeft night

That e'er I.watch'd, and the moft heavieft. {Exeunt,

SCENE V.

Enter Eglamour.

Egl. This is the hour that Madam Silvia

Entreated me to call, and know her mind :

There's fome- great matter ihe'd employ me in.

Madam, Madam

!

Silvia aho^vi, at her nxiindo-vj.

Sil. Who calls ?

Egl. Your fervant, and your friend ;

One that attends your ladyfhip's command.
Sil. Sir Eglatnoury a thoufand times good morrow,
Egl. As many, worthy lady, toyourfelf:

According to your ladyQiip's irnpofe,

1 am thus early come, to know what fervice

It is your plealure to command me in.

Sil. O EglamouTy thou art a gentleman,

(Think not I flatter, for, I fwear, I do not)

Valiant and wife, remorfeful, well accomplifh'd ;

Thou art not ignorant, what dear good will

I bear unto the banilh'd Valentine ;

Nor how my father would enforce me marry
Vain Ihurio, whom my very foul abhorr'd.

Thyfelf haft lov'd j and I have heard thee fay.

No grief did ever come fo near thy heart.

As
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As when thy lady and thy true love dy'd ;

Upon whoie grave thou vow^dft pure chaftity.
Sir Eglamour, I vvouJd to Valentine^
To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode :

And, for the ways are dangerous to pafs,
I do defire thy worthy company

;

Upon whofe faith and honour I repofe.
U-^ge not my father's anger, Eglamour

-,

But think upon my grief, a lady's grief;
And on the juftice of my flying hence ;

To keep me from a moft unholy match.
Which heav'n and fortune ftill reward with plagues,
I do defire thee, even from a heart
As full of forrows as the fea of fands.

To bear me company, and go with me :

li not, to hide wiiat I have faid to thee,

Tliat I may venture to depart alone.

Egl Madam, I pity much your grievances j

Which, fince, I know, they virtuoufly arc plac'd^
I give confent to go along with you ;

Recking as little what betideth me.
As much I wifh all good bcfortune you*
When will you go ?

Sil. This evening coming.
Egl Where fhall J meet you ? i
5//. At friar Patrick^ cell ; f

Where I intend holy confeflion.

Egl. I will not fail your Ladyihip r

Good morrow, gentle lady. .»

SiL Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour^ \Exeunt,

SCENE VI.

Enter Launce moith his Dog.
* When a man's fervant fhall play the cur with him,
look you, it goes hard : one that 1 brought up of a
puppey, one that I fav'd from drowning, when three
or four of his blind brothers and fiftcrs went to it I I
have taught him, even as one would fay precifely,

thus I would teach a dog. I went to deliver him, as
a prefen: to milirefs Silnjia from my mafter j and I
came no fooner into the dining-chamber, buthefleps

' mc
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* me to her trencher, and fteals her capon's \eg. O,
*

'lis a foul thing, when a cur cannot keep himielf in

* all companies ! I would have, as one ihould fay, one
* that takes upon him to be a dog indeed, to be, as it

*" were, a dog at ail things. If I had no more wit
* than he, to take a fault upon me that he did, I think.

* verily, he had been hang'd for't ; fure as I live, he
* had fuffer'd for't ; you fhall judge. He thrui^s me
* himfelf into the company of three or four gentleman-
* like dogs, under the Duke's table : he had not been
* there (blefs the mark) a piffing while, but all the
* chamber I'melt him. Out with the dog. fays one ;

* what cur is that ? fays another ; whip him out, fays

* the third ; hang him up, fays the Duke. I, having
* been acquainted with the fmell before, knew it was
* Crab, and goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs i,

* Friend, quoth I, you mean to whip the dog ? Ay,
' marry, do I, quoth he. You do him the more
* wrong, quoth I ; 'twas I did the thing you wot of.

* He makes no more ado, but whips me out of the
* chamber. How many mafters would do this for

* their lervant ? nay, I'll be fworn, I have fat in the

* ftocks for the puddings he hath rrol'n, otherwife he
* had been executed ; I have ftood on the pillory for
* the geefe he hath kill'd, otherwife he had fuffer'd

* for't. Thou think'ft not ot this now. Nay, I re-

* member the trick you ferv'd me, * when I took ray
' leave of Madam Julia ; did not I bid thee ftill mark
* me, and do as i do r when didft thou fee me heave
* up my leg, and make water againft a gentlewoman's
* farthingale ? didft thou ever fee me do fuch a nick r

SCENE VII,

Enter Proiheus and Julia.

Pro. Sehajiian is thy name ? I like thee well ;

And will imploy thee in fome fervice preiently.

Jul. In what you pleafe : I'll do. Sir, what I can.

Pro. I hope, thou wilt How now, you whorefon
peafant,

-2. When I took my leave of Madam Silvia j] We fliould cer=

t?.inly read JutiA, raeajiing when his matter and he left Verona,

Wheig
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Where have you been thefe two days loitering ?

Laun. Marry, Sir, I carry'd miftrefs Sihia the dog,

you bad me.

Pro. And what fays Ihe to my little jewel ?

Laun. Marry, ftie fays, your dog was a cur ; and
tells you, currilh thanks is good enough for fuch a
prefent.

Pro. But (he receiv'd my dog ?

Laun. No, indeed, (he did not : here have I brought

him back again.

Pro. What, didft thou offer her this from me ?

Laun. Ay, Sir ; the other fquirrel was ftorn from

me by the hangman's boy in the market-place ; and
then I offer'd her mine own, who is a dog as big as

ten of yours, and therefore the gift the greater.

Pro. Go, get thee hence, and find my dog again.

Or ne'er return again into my fight :

Away, I fay : ftay'll thou to vex me here ?

A flave, that, ftiil an end, turns me to Ihame.

\_Exit Launce.

Sehajiiany I have entertained thee,

Partly, that I have need of fuch a youth ;

That can with fome difcretion do my bufmefs :

(For *tis no trufting to yon foolifh lowt :)

But, chiefly, for thy face and thy behaviour j

Which, if my augury deceive me not,

Witnefsgood bringing up, fortune and truth :

Therefore know tnou, for this 1 entertain thee.' U
Go prefently, and take this ring with thee ; ^^
Deliver it to Madam Silvia.

She iov'd me well, deliver'd it to me.

Jul. It feems, you lov'd not her, to leave her token :

She's dead, belike.

Pro. Not fo : I think, fhe lives.

Jul Alas !

Pro. Why doft thou cry, alas ?

Jul. I cannot chufe but pity her.

Pro. Wherefore lliouldft thou pity her ?

Jul. Becaufe, methinks, that (he lov'd you as well

As you do love your lady Sihia :

She
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She dreams on him, that has forgot her love ;

Yoa doat on her, that cares not for your love.

'Tispity, love (hould be fo contrary ;

And, thinking on ic, makes me cry, alas !

Pro. Well, give her that ring, and give therewithal

This letter ; that's her chamber : tell my lady,

I claim the promife for her heav'niy pif^Lire.

Your mCiTage done, hie home unto my chamber.

Where thou fhalt find me fad and folitary.

[ Exif Prothcus.

SCENE VIII.

yu/. How many women would do fuch a meffage ?

Alas, poor Protheus, thou haft entertain'd

A fox to be the (hepherd of thy lambs :

Alas, poor fool, why do I pity him,

Tha. with his very heart defpifeth me ?

Becaufe he loves her, he defpifeth me

;

Becaufe Hove him, I muftpity him :

This ring I gave him, when he parted from me.
To bind him to remember my good will.

And now I am, unhappy meffenger,

To plead for that, which I would not obtain ;

To carry that, which I would have refus'd ;

To praife his faith, which I would havedifprais'd.

I am my matter's true confirmed love.

But cannot be true fervant to my mafter,

Unlefs I prove falfe traitor to myfelf.

Yet will I woo for him, but yet fo coldly,

As, heav'n it knows, I would not have him fpeed.

Enter Silvia.

Lady, good day ; I pray you, be my mean
To bring mc where to fpeak with Madam Sihia,

Si/. What would you with her, if that I be (he ?

yu/. If you be (he, I do intreat your patience

To hear me fpeak the meifage I am fent on.

Si/ From whom ?

Ju/ From my mafter, Sir ProiheuSf Madam.
Si/. Oh I he fends you for a picture ?

Ju/. Ay, Madam.
^/7. Ur/u/a, bring my pifture there.

Go,
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Go, give your mailer this : tell him from me,
OuQ Julia, that his changing thoughts forget.

Would better fit his chamber than this fhadow.

Jul. Madam, may'c pleafe you to perufc this letter.

Pardon me, Madam, I have unadvis'd

Deliver'd you a paper that I fhould not j

This is the letter to your ladylhip.

Sil. I pray thee, let mclook on that again.

Jul. It may not be ; good Madam, pardon me.
Sil. There, hold ;

I will not look upon your mafter*s lines

;

I know, they're ftufft with proteftations.

And full of new found oaths ; which he will breaks

As eafily as I do tear his paper.

Jul. Madam, he fends your ladyfhip this ring.

Sil. The more (hame for him, that he fends it me,;

Fo*-, r have heard him fay a thoufano times,.

His Julia gave it him at his departure :

Tho' his falfe finger have prophan'd the ring,

Mine iliall not do his Julia fo much wrong.

Jul. She thanks you.

Sil. What fay 'ft thou ?

Jul. I thank you, Madam, that you tender her 5 -

Poor gentlewoman, my mafter wrongs her much.
Sil. Doft thou know her ?

Jul. Almoft as well, as I do know myfelf.

To think upon her woes, I do proteft

That I have wept an hundred feveral times.

Sil. Belike, fhe thinks, that Protheus hath forfook

her.

Jul. I think, fhe doth ; and that's her caufe of forrow.

Sil. Is fhe not pafiing fair ?

Jul. She hath been fairer, Madam, than fhe is':

When fhe did think, my mafter lov'd her well.

She, in my judgment, was as fair as you.

3 But fmce fhe did negled her looking -glafs.

And
3 But fmce Jbe did neghEi her koking-glafsy

And thrtiv her fun-expelling nmjk aivay
j

The air hath Jfayu^d the rofes in her cheeks^

And p INCHED thelilly-tinElure of herface.
That n<>w Jbe ii become as black as J.J ToJ^arve ih^Roks

is

i
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And threw her fun-expelling mafk away ;

The air hath ftarv'd the rofcs in her cheeks.

And pitch'd the lilly-iindure of her face,

That now fhe is become as black as I.

Sil. How tall was Qie ?

Jul. About my ftature : for at Pentecojt^

When all our pageants of delight were plaid.

Our youth got me to play the woman's part.

And I was trim'd in Madam Julia s gown ;

Which ferved me as fit, by all men's judgments.

As if the garment had been made for nic ;

Therefore, I know, (he is about my height.

And at that time I made her weep a-good.

For 1 did play a lamentable part.

Madam, 'twas Ariadne, paffioning

For Thefeus^ perjury and unjuft flight ;

Which I fo lively aded with my tears,

That my poor miftrefs, moved therewithal.

Wept bitterly ; and, would I might be dead.

If I in thought felt not her very forrow !

Sil. She IS beholden to thee, gentle youth.

Alas, poor lady ! defolaie and left

!

I weep myfelf, to think upon thy words.

Here, youth, there is my purfe j I give thee this

For thy fweet miftrefs' fake, becaufe thou lov'ft her.

Farewel. \_Exit Silvia.

Jul. And (he (hall thank you for't, if e'er you know
her.

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful.

I hope, my mafter's fuit will be but cold ;

is certainly a very proper expreflion : but what is pinching a

tir.cfure ? Hovitver Jlarnjed, in the third line, made the blundering

Editors write pinch d in the fourth j tho* they might have feea

that it was a tanning fcorching, not a freezing air that was fpoken

of. For how could this latter quality in the air fo affe£l the vvhite-

nefs of the fkin as to turn it black. Wefhould read.

And pitch'd theliily-tinElure of herface.
i. iT torned the white tin(aure black, as the following line has it.

That natujhe is become as black as I.

and we fay, in common fpeech, as black as pitch. - By the

rofes being_y?ari;V^ is only meant their being withered, and lofmg

their colour.

Since
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Since (he refpeds my miftrefs' love fo much.
Alas

! how love can trifle with itfelf \

Here is her pidure ,• let me fee ; I think.
If I had fuch a tire, this face of mine
Were full as lovely as is this of hers :

And yet the painter flatter'd her a little,

Unlefs I flatter with myfelf too much.
Her hair is auburn, mine is perfed yellow.
If that be all the diff'rence in his love,
I'll get me fuch a colour'd periwig.
Her eyes are grey as glafs, and fo are mine ;

Ay, but her forehead's low, and mine is high.
What fliould it be, that he refpeas in her.
But I can make refpeftive in myfelf,

If this fond 'ove were not a bimded god ?

Come, Ihadow, come; and take this (hadow up

;

For 'tis thy rival. O thou fenfelefs form,
Thou flialt be worfhip'd. kifs'd, lov'dandador'd ;

And were there fenfe in his idolatry,

* My fubftance fliould be ftatued in thy (lead.

ril ufe thee kindly for thy miflrefs' fake.
That us'd me fo ; or elfe, by Jofve I vow,
1 fhould have fcratchVi out your unfeeing eyes.
To make my mailer out of love with thee. ["Exit,

ACT V. SCENE I.

Near the Friar's CelU in Milan.

Enter Eglamour.

E G L A M O U R.

THE fun begins to gild the weftern iky.

And now it i'; about 'he vtry hour
Silvia, at Friar "Patrick's cell, Ihould meet me.
She will not fail ; for lovers break not hours,

Unlefs it be to come before their time

:

4 My fubjlance Jhould be statue in thy fl-ad.'] It is evident
this noun fhould be a participle statued, V. e, placed on a pe-
deftal, or fixed in a flirjne to be adored,

So



fhe Tv/o Gentlemen of Verona. 211

So much they fpur their expedition.

See where Ihe comes. Lady, a happy evening.

Enter Silvia.

Sil. Amen, Amen ! Go on, good Eg/amour,

Out at the poftern by the abby-wall ;

I fear, I am attended by <ome fpies.

Eg/. Fear not j the foreft is not three leagues off;

If we recover that, we're fure enough.
.

[Exeunt.

S C E N E II.

Changes to an Apartment in the Duke'' s Palace.

Enter Thurio, Protheus, and Julia.

fhu. QIR Protheus, what fays Sihia to my fuit ?

O Pro. Oh, Sir, I find her milder than (he was,

And yet fhe takes exceptions at 3'our perfon.

7hu What, that my leg is too long ?

Pro. No ; that it is too little.

7hu. I'll wear a boot to make it fomewhat rounder.

Pro. But love will not be fpurr'd to what it loaths.

*rhu. What fays ihe to my face ?

Pro. Shefjys, it is a fair one.

Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies ; my face is black.

Pro. But pearls are fair ; and the old faying is,

** Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies' eyes :"

Jul. 'Tis true, fuch pearls as put out ladies' eyes :

For I had rather wink, than look on them. [J/jde.

7hu. How likes fhe my difcourfe ?

Pro. Ill, when )0U talk of war.

7hu. But well, when I difcourfe of love and peace ?

Jul. But better, indeed, when you hold your peace.

7hu. What fays (he to my valour ?

Pro.O)^, Sir, {he makes no doubt of that.

Jul. She needs not, when ihe knows it cowardice.

Thu, What fays (he to my birtn ?

4 My fubjiance Jhould /5-e s T A T u E in thy Jiead.'\ It is evident

this noun fhould be a parficiple statued, /. e. placed on a pe-

deftal, or fixed in a fhrine to be adored.

Pro.
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Tro. That you arc well deriv'd.

Jul. True ; from a gentleman to a fool.

^hu. Confiders (he my poffeffions ?

Fro. Oh, ay, and pities them.
Ihu, Wherefore ?

Jul. That fuch an afs fhould own them.
Pro. That they are out by leafe.

Jul. Here comes the Duke.
Enter Duke.

Buke. How now. Sir Protheus ? how now, Thurio?
Which of you faw Sir Eglamour of late I

Ihu, Not I,

Pro. Nor I.

Duke. Saw you my daughter ?

Pro. Neither.

Duke. Why then

She's iled unto that peafant Valentine j

And Eglamour is in her company.
'Tis true ; for Friar Laurence met them both,
As he in penance wander'd through the foreft :

Him he knew well, and gucfs'd that it was (he 5

But, being maflc'd, he was not fure of it.

Befides, (he did intend confeffion

At Patrick^ cell this ev'n, and there (he was not ;

Thefe likelihoods confirm her flight from hence.

Therefore, I pray you, (land not to difcourfe.

But mount you prefently, and meet with me
Upon the rihngof the mountain foot

That leads tow'rds Mantua, whither they are fled.

Difpatch, fweet gentlemen, and follow me. {Exit'D^ks,
^hu. Why, this it is to be a peevifli girl.

That flies her fortune where it follows her :

I'll after, more to be reveng'd of Eglamour,
Than for the love of recklefs Silnjia.

Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvia's love.

Than haf.e of Eglamour that goes with her.

Jul And I will follow, more to crofs that love.

Than hate for Sihia, that is gone for love. \_Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Changes to the Foreft.

Enter Silvia and Out-laws.

Out. /^OME, come, be patient i we mull bring you

V^ to our Captain.

Sil. A thoufand more mifchances, than this one.

Have Icarn'd me how to brook this patiently.

2 Out. Come, bring her away.

1 Out. Where is the gentleman, that was with her ?

3 Out. Being nimble-tooted, he hath out-run us

;

But Moy/es and Valerius follow him.

Go thou with her to th' weft end of the wood.

There is our captain : follow him, that's fled.

The thicket is befet, he cannot 'fcape.

I Out. Come, I muft bring you to our captain's cave."

Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind.

And will not ufe a woman lawlefsly.

SiL O Valentine ! this I endure for thee. [^Exeunt*

S C E N E IV.

*The Out-laws Ca've in the Foreft,

Enter Valentine,

Val T TOW ufe doth breed a habit in a man !

JL J. This (hadowy defart, unfrequented woods,

I better brook than flourifhing peopled towns.

Here can I fit alone, unfeen of any.

And to the nightingale's complaining notes

Tune my diftreffes, and record my woes.

O thou, that doft inhabit in my breaft.

Leave not the manfion fo long tenantlefs ;

Left, growing ruinous, the building fall.

And leave no memory of what it was.

Repair me with thy prefence, Sil^via ;

Thou gentle nymph, cherilh thy forlorn fwain.

What halloo'ing, and what ftir, is this to day ?

Thele are my mates, that make their wills their law.
Have fome unhappy pafTenger in chafe.

They love me well, yet I have much to do
To
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To keep them from uncivil outrages.

Withdraw thee, Valentine : who's this comes here ?

Enter Protheus, Silvia, ami Julia.

Pro. Madam, this fervice have I done for you.

(Tho' you refpeft not aught your fervant doth)

To hazard life, and refcue you from him,

That wou'd have forc'd your honour and your love.

Vouchfafe me for my meed but one fair look :

A fmaller boon than this I cannot beg,

And lefs than this, I'm fure, you cannot give.

Fa/. How like a dream is this, I fee, and hear !

Love, lend me patience to forbear a while. \_AJide*

Si/. O miferable, unhappy that I am !

Pro. Unhappy were you, Madam, ere I came ;

But by my coming I have made you happy.

Si/. By thy approach thou mak'ft me moft unhappy.

Ju/. And me,when he approacheth to your prefence.

Si/. Had I been feized by a hungry lion,

I would have been a breakfaft to the beaft.

Rather than have falfe Protheus refcue me.

Oh, heav'n be judge, how I love ^^2/^/t//«^,

Whofe life's as tender to me as my foul

;

And full as much, for more there cannot be,

1 do dcte^ falfe perjured ProtJseus :

I'hercfore be gone, follicit me no more.

Pro. What dang'rous adlion, flood it next to death.

Would I not undergo for one calm look ?

Oh, 'tis the curfe in love, and ftiil approved.

When women cannot love, where they're belov'd.

Si/. When Protheus cannot love, where he's belov*d.

Read over Julias heart, thy firft beftlove.

For whofe dear fake thou then didft rend thy faith

Into a thoufand oaths ; and all thofe oaths

Defcended into perjury, to love me.

Thou haft no faith left now, unlcfs thou'dfttwo.

And that's far worfe than none : better have none

Than plural faith, which is too much by one.

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend !

Pro,
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Pro. In love,

Who refpedls friend ?

Sil. All men but Protheus.

Pro, Nay, if the gentle fpirit of moving words

Can no way change you to a milder form ;

I'll move you like a foldier, at arms end.

And love you 'gainft the nature of love ; force you.

Sil. Oh heav'n !

Pro, I'll force thee yield to my defire.

Val. Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil touch.

Thou friend of an ill falhion !

Pro. Valentine I— *

Val. Thou common friend, that's without faith or

love ;

Por fuch is a friend now : thou treach'rous man !

Thou haft beguil'd my hopes ; nought but mine eye

Could have perfuaded me. Now I dare not fay,

I have one friend alive ; thou wouldll difprove me.
Who Ihould be trufted now, when the right hand
Is perjur'd to the bofom ? ProtheuSy

I'm lorry, I muft never truft thee more.
But count the world a ftranger for thy fake.

The private wound is deepeft. Oh time, moft accurft !

'Mongft all foes, that a friend fliould be the worft !

Pro. My fhame and guilt confound me :

Porgive me, Valentine ; if hearty forrow

Be a fufficient ranfom for offence,

I tender't here ; I do as truly fuffer.

As e'er 1 did commit.
Val. Then I am paid :

And once again I do receive thee honeft.

Who by repentance is not fatisfy'd.

Is nor of heav'n, nor earth ; for thefe are pleas'd ;

By penitence th' Eternal's wrath's appeas'd.
And that my love may appear plain and free,

All, that was mine in Silvia y I give thee ».

I It is (I think) very odd to give up his miftrefs thus at once,
without any reafon aDedg'd. But our Author probably followed
the Tories juft as he found them in his novels, as well as in his
hiftories. Mr. Pope,

Jul.
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Jul. Oh me unhappy ' {^Bnjooons,

Pro. Look to the boy.

Val. Why, boy ! how now ? what's the matter ? look

up ; fpeak.

Jul. O good Sir, my mafter charg'd me to deliver a

ring to Madam Sihia, which, out of my neglefi, was

never done.

Pro. Where is that ring, boy ?

Jul. Here 'tis : this is it.

Pro. How ? let me fee :

This is the ring I gave to Julia,

Jul Oh, cry you mercy. Sir, I have miftook ;

This is the ring you fent to Sil'via.

Pro. How cam'ft thou by this ring ? at my depart,

I gave this unto Julia.

Jul. And Julia herfelf did give it me.

And Julia herfelf hath brought it hither.

Pro. How, Julia ?

Jul. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths.

And entertain'd 'em deeply in her heart

:

How oft haft thou with perjury cleft the root ?

Oh Protheus, let this habit make thee blufli

!

Be thou aftiam'd, that I have took upon me
Such an immodeft rayment : if fname live

In adifguife of love.

It is the leffer blot, modefty finds.

Women to change their fhapes, than mei> their minds.

Pra. Than men their minds? 'tis true; oh heav'n!

were man
Butconllant, he were perfefl ; that one error

Fills him with faults ; makes him run through all fins

:

Inconftancy falls off, ere it begins.

What is in Silvia's face, but I may fpy

More fre(h in Julia s with a conftantcye ?

Val. Come, come, a hand from either :

Let me be bleft to make this happy clofe j

'Twere pity, two fuch friends (hould long be foes.

Pro. Bear witnefs, heav'n, I have my wiih for ever.

Jul. And I mine.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter Out laws, ifjith Duke and Thurio.

Out. A prize, a prize, a prize ?

Fa/. Forbear, forbear, it is my lord the Duie,

Your Grace is welcome to a man difgrac'd.

The banifli'd FaUntitie.

Duke. Sir Valentine ?

Thu. Yonder is Silvia : and Sihiah mine.

Val. Thurioy give back ; or elfe embrace thy death :

Come not within the meafure of my wrath.

Do not name Sihia thine ; if once again,

Milan fliall not behold thee. Here fhe (lands.

Take butpofleffion of her with a touch ;

I dare thee but to breathe upon my love.

7hu. Sir Valentine^ I care not for her, 1.

I hold him but a fool, that will endanger

His body for a girl that loves him not.

I claim her not ; and therefore fhe is thine.

Duke. The more degenerate and bafe art thou.

To make fuch means for her as thou haft done.

And leave her on fuch flight conditions.

Now, by the honour of my anceftry,

I do applaud thy fpirit, Valentine^

And think thee worthy of an cmprefs' love :

Know then, I here forget all former griefs ;

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again.

Plead a new ftate in thy unrival'd merit.

To which I thus fubfcribe : Sir Valentine^

Thou art a gentleman, and v.ell deriv'd j

Take thou thy Sil-via, for thou haft deferv'd her.

Fal. I thank your Grace ; the gift hath made me
happy.

I now befeech you, for your daughter's fake,

To grant one boon that I fhall a£k of you.

Duke. I grant it for thine own, whate'er it be.

Val. Thefe banifti'd men, tliat I have kept withal.

Are men endu'd with worthy qualities

:

Forgive them what they have committed here.

And let them berecall'd from their exile.

They are reformed, civil, full of good,

Vo L . I. L And
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And fit for great employment, worthy lord.

Duke, Thou haft prevail'd, I pardon them and thee

;

Difpofe of them, as thou know'ft their deferts.

Come, let us go ; we will include all jars

With triumphs, mirth, and rare folemnity.

Val. And as we walk along, I dare be bold

With our difcourfe to make your Grace to fmile.

What think you of this Page, my lord ?

Duke. I think, the boy hath grace in him ; he bluflies.

Val. I warrant you, my lord, more grace than boy. ]|

Duke. What mean you by that faying ? T
Val. Pleafe you, I'll tell you as we pafs along.

That you will wonder what hath fortuned.

Come, Protheus, 'tis your penance but to hear

The ftory of your loves difcovered :

That done, our day of marriage (hall be yours,

Onefeaft, one houfe, one mutual happinefs.

\Exeunt omnes.

THE
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Dramatis Perfonse.

5/i? JohnFalftaff.

Fenton, a young Gentleman t>ffmall Fortune^ in Loije

nvith Mrs. Anne Page.

Shallow, a Country Jujiice.

Slender, Coufin to Shallow, afooUJh Country Squire*

jj-
*

p °j' >t^o Gentlemen, dijcelling at Windfor .

Sir Hugh Evans, a Welch Par/on,

Dr. Caius, a French Do^or.

Hoft of the Garter, a merry talking Fellowj,

Bardolph, 1

Piftol, > Sharpers attending on Falftaff.

Nym, J
Robin, F<7^^ /o FalftafF.

William Page, a Boy, Son to Mr. Page.

Simple, Ser'vant to Slender.

Rugby, Servant to Dr. Caius.

Mrs. Page, TFi/e to Mr. Page.

Mrs. Ford, Wife to Mr. Ford.

Mrs. Anne Page, Daughter to Mr. Page, in Love nvith

Fenton.

Mrs. Quickly, Servant to Dr. Caius.

Servants to Page, Ford, ^c.

SCENE, Wind/or : and the Parts adjacent.

THE
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THE

'Merry Wives of Windsor,

A C T I. S C E N E I.

Before Page'^ Houfe in Windfor.

Enter Jufiice Shallow, Slender, mid Sir Hugh Evans.

Shallow.

SIR Hugh, perfuade me not ; I will make a Star-

Chamber matter of it : if he were twenty Sir

John FalJiaJ's, he Ihall not abufe Robert Shal-

lav, Efq;

Slen. In the county of Gloucejlery juftice of peace^.

and Coram.

Shal, Ay, coufm Slender^ and Cuftakrum.
Slen. Ay^ and Rato-lorum too ; and a gentleman

born, mafter parfon, who writes himfelf Armigero in

any bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation ; Artnigero.

Shal. Ay, that I do, and have done any time thefe

three hundred years.

Slen. All his fucceffors, gone before him, have don*t

;

and all his anceftors, that come after him, may j they

may give the dozen white luces in their Coat.

1 This Play was written in the Author's beft and ripeft years,

after Henry the Fourth, by the command of Queen Elizabeth.
There is a tradition that it was compofed at a fortnight's warning :

But that muft be meant only of the firft imperfeft sketch of this

Comedy, which is yet extant in on old Quarto Edition printed in

J619. This which we have here was altered and improved by the
Author almofl in every fpeech. Mr, "o^r

,

L 3 Shah
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Shal. It is an old Coat.

Eva. The dozen white lowfes do become an old

coat well ; it agrees well, paffant ; it is a familiar beaft

to man, and iignifies love.

Shal. The luce is the frelh-fifh, the falt-fifli is an
old Coat.

SUn. I may quarter, coz.

Shal. You may by marrying.

E'va. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it.

Shal. Not a whit.

E'va. Yes, per-lady ; if he has a quarter of your
coat, there is but three fkirts for yourfelf, in my fim-

ple conje(5lures ; but that is all one : if Sir John Ealjiaff

have committed difparagements upon you, I am of

the Church, and would be glad to do my benevolence,

to make atonements and compromifes between you.

ShaL The Council fhall hear it ; it is a riot.

E'va. It is not meet, the Council hear of a riot ; there

is no fear of Got in a riot : the Council, look you, fhall

defire to hear the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot ;

take your viza-ments in that.

Shal. Ha ! o' my life, if I were young again, the

fword fliould end it.

Enja. It is petter that friends is the fword, and end

it ; and there is alfo another device in my prain, which,

pcradventure, prings good difcretions with it : there

is Anne Page, which is daughter to mafter George Page,

which is pretty virginity.

Slen. Miftrefs Jnne Page ? (lie has brown hair, and
* fpeaks fmall like a woman.

E'va. It is that ferry perfon for all the orld, as jufi:

as you will defirc ; and fevcn hundred pounds of mo-
nies, and gold and filver, is her grandfire upon his

death*s-bed (Got deliver to a joyful rcfurredlions)

2 Speaks SMALL like a ivomaTi.'] This is from the Folio of

1623, and is the true reading. He admires her for the fweetnefs

of her voice. But the expreflion is highly humourous, as mak-
ing her Jpeaking fmall like a ivoman one of her marks of diftinc-

tion
J
and the ambiguity of jmally which iignifies little as well as

/ow, makes the expreflion ftill more pleafant,

give.
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give, when (he is able to overtake feventeen years old •

it were a good motion, if we leave our pribbles and

prabbles, and defire a marriage between mafler Jbra-

ham and miftrefs Anne Page.

8le7i. Did her grand-fire leave her feven hundred

pounds ?

E^a. hy , and her father is make her a petter penny.

Slen, I know the young gentlewoman ; fhe has good
gifts.

E'va. Seven hundred pounds, and poffibilities, is

good gifts.

ShaL Well; let us fee honeft Mr. Page: is faljlaj

there .?

Enja. Shall I tell you a lie ? I do defpife a liar, as

I do defpife one that is falfe ; or ris I defpife one that

is not true. The Knight, Sir John, is there ; and, I

befeech you, be ruled by your well-wilhers. I will

peat the door \^Knocks.'\ for mailer Page. What, hoa?
Got blefs your houfe here.

S C E N E II.

Enter Mr. Page.

fage. Who*s there ?

E.'va. Here is Got'splefTing, and your friend, and
Juftice Shallow ; and here's young mafier Slender ; that,

peradventures, fhall tell you another tale, if matters

grow to your likings.

Page. I am glad to fee your worfhips well. I thank
you for my venifon, mailer Shalloiv.

Shal. Mailer Page, I am glad to fee you ; much
good do it your good heart : I wilh'd your venifon

better ; it was ill kill'd. How doth good miflrefs PageP
and I thank you always with my heart, la ; with my
heart.

Page, Sir, I thank you.

Shal, Sir, I thank you ; by yea, and no, I do.

Page. I am glad to fee you, good mailer Slender.

Slen. How do's your fallow greyhound. Sir? I heard
fay, he was out-run on Cot/ale.

Page. It could not bejudg'd, Sir.

L 4 Slen
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Slen. You'll not confefs, you'll not confefs.

Shal. That he will not ; 'tis your fault, 'tis your
fault J 'tis a good dog.

Page. A cur. Sir.

Shal. Sir, he's a good dog, and a fair dog j can

there be more faid ? he is good and fair. Is Sir John
Taljiaff here ?

Page. Sir, he is within i and I would, I could do a

good office between you.

Enja. It is fpoke, as a chriftians ought to fpeak.

^hal. He hath wrong'd me, mafter Page.

Page. Sir, he doth in fome fort confefs it.

^hal. \i it be confefs'd, it is not redrefs'd ; is not

that fo, mailer jPi?^f .? he hath wrong'd me; indeed,

he hath ; at a word, he hath ; believe me, Robert

Shallo<w Efquire faith, he is wrong'd.

Page. Here comes Sir John.

SCENE HI.

Enter Sir ]ohn Falilaff, Eardolph, Nym ^^^Pidol.

Fal. Now, mailer Shalloxv,- you'll complain of me
to the Council }

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, kill'd my
deer, and broke open my lodge.

Fal. But not kifs'd your keeper's daughter.

Shal. Tut, a pin; this (hall be anfwer'd.

Fal. I will anfvver it flrait : I have done all this.

That is now anfwer'd.

Shal. The Council (hall know this.

Fal. 'Twere better for you, if 'twere not known
in Council ; you'll be laugh'd at.

E'va. Pauca njerha. Sir John, good worts.

Fal. Good worts ? good cabbage. Slender^ I broke

your head ; v/hat matter have you againft me ?

^len. Marry, Sir, I have matcer in my head againfl

you, and againft your cony-catching rafcals Bat-dolph,

Nym, and Pipl.

Bar. You Banhury cheefc !

Slen. ky^ it is no matter.

Piji, How now, Mephojlophiliis f

Shn,



f/^^ Merry Wives ^/WiNDSORi 225

Slen, Ay^ it is no matter.

Nym. Slice, I fay ; pauca, pauca : flice, that's my
humour.

Slen. Where's Simple, my man? can you tell, coufm ?

Eva. Peace : I pray you : now jet us underftand i

.

there is three umpires in this matter, as I underftand i

that is, mdSiev Pagei fdeluet, m?i^QxPagei and there

ismyfelf; fidelicet, myfelf; and the three party is,

,

laftly and finally, mine Holt of the Garter.

Page. We three to hear it, and end it between =

them.

E'va. Ferry goot ; I will make a prief of it in my
note book, and we will afterwards ork upon the caufe ;

with as great difcreetly as we can.

Fal. PiJfoL

Pifi. He hears with ears.

E<va. Thetevil and his tarn ! what phrafe is this,,

he hears with ear ? why, it is affeflations.

Fal. Pijloly did you pick mafter 5/^«^^r's purfe ?

Slen. Ay, by thefe gloves, did he; (or I would I

•

might never come in mine own great chamber again

,

tUc.) of feven groats in mill-fixpences, and tv/o Ed-

njjard (hovel boards, that coil me two Inilling and

:

two pence a-piece of Tead Miller, by thefe gloves.

Fal. Js this true, ""ijlol i'

Eva. No ; it is falfe, if it is a pick-purfe*

Pifl. Ha, thou mountain- foreigner !-— Sir 7c;/5«,

and mailer mine,

I Combat challenge of this 2 latten bilboe :

Word of denial in thy Labra' shtre ;

Word of denial ; froth and fcum, thou ly'ft.

Slen. By thefe gloves, then 'twas he.

N^m. Be advib'd, Sir, and pafs good humours: I-

will fay marry trap with you, if you run the bafe hu-

mour on me : that is the very note of it.

Slen. By this hat then, he in the red face had it j

for tho' I cannot remember what I did when you made :

mc drunk, yet I am not altogether an afs.

3 \71X\n. bilboe :'] Vulg. old Quarto, 1619, latten^ tvhicii

is right, Latten is tinned plates beaten out very thin,

L5 FaL
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• Fai. What fay you, 4 Scarlet and John ?

Bard. Why, Sir, for my part, I fay, the gentleman
had drunk himfelf outof his five fentences.

E^a. It is his five fcnfes ,• fie, what the Ignorance
is \

Bard. And being fap, Sir, was, as they fay, €a-
fhier'd ; and fo conclufions paft the car-eires.

Slen. Ay, you fpake in Latin then too ; but 'tis no
matter ; V\\ never be drunk whilft 1 live again, but in

honeft, civil, godly company, for this trick : if I be
drunk, I'll be drunk with thofe that have the fear cf
God, and not with drunken knaves.

E'va. So Got udg me, that is a virtuous mind.
Fal. You hear all thefe matters deny'd, gentkmen ;

you hear it.

Enter Mrs. Anne Page, *with ivine.

Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in j we'll

drink within. [Exit Anne Page..

S/en. Oh heav'n ! this is miftrefs Jnne Page,

Enter Mifirefs Ford and Mijirefs Page.

Page. How now, mifirefs Ford}

Fal. Miftrefs Ford, by my troth, you are vtry well

met; by your leave, good miftrefs. \_KiJJing her.

Page. Wife, bid thefe gentlemen welcome : come^
we have a hot venifon pafty to dinner ; come, gentle-

men ^ I hope, wc fhall drink down all unkindnsfs.

[Exeunt Fal. Page, ^c,

SCENE IV.

Manent Shallow, Evans, and Slender.

^len I had rathe- than forty fhillings, I had my book
of fongs and fonnets here.

Enter Simple.

How now. Simple, where have you been ? I muft wait

on ray hM, mull I ? you have not the book of riddles

about you, have you?

4 Scarlet and John ? ] The names of two of 'Robin Hood'%

companions ; but the humour confifts in the allufion to Bardolpys
red face -^ concerning which fee the fecond part cf Henry the

fourth.
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Simp. Book of riddles ! why, did you not lend it to

Mce Shortcake upon All-halloivmas laft, a fortnight

afore Michaelmas.

Shal. Come, coz j come, coz ; we ftay for you : a

word with you, coz: marry this, coz: there is, as

'twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off by

Sir Hugh here ; do you underftand me ?

Slen. ciy. Sir, you (hall find me reafonable : if it

be fo, I fhall do that that is reafon.

Shal. Nay, but underlland me.

Slen. So I do. Sir.

E'va. Give ear to his motions, Mr. Slender : I will

defcription the matter to you, if you be capacity

of it.

Slen. Nay, I will do, as my coufin Shallovj fays ; I

pray you, pardon me ; he's a Juftice of peace in his

country; fimple tho' I Hand here.

E^va. But that is not the queftion ; the queftion is

concerning your marriage.

Shal. Ay, there's the point. Sir.

Eva. Marry, is it ; the very point of it, to Mrs,

jinne Page.

Slen. Why, if it be fo, I will marry her upon any

reafonable demands.

E'va. But can you afFedlion the 'oman ? let us com-

mand to know that of your mouth, or of your lips

;

for divers philofophers hold, that the lips is parcel of

the mind : therefore precifely, can you carry your good

Will to the maid ?

Shal. Coufm Abraham Slender^ can you love her ?

Slen. I hope. Sir, I will do, as it (hall become one

that would do reafon.

Eva. Nay, Got's lords and his ladies, you muft

fpeak poffitable, if you can carry her your defires to-

wards her.

Shal. That you muft i will you, upon good dowry,

marry her ?

iiicK. I will do a greater thing than that upon your

requeft, coufm, in any reafon.

Sbak Nay, conceive me, conceive me, fweet coz

:

what
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what I do, is to pleafure you, coz ; can you love the
maid ?

Slen. I will marry her, Sir, at your requeft : but if

there be no great love in the beginning, yet heav'n
may decreafe it upon better acquaintance, when we
are marry'd, and have more occafion to know one ano-
ther : I hope, upon familiarity 5 vvill grow more con-
tempt : but if you fay, marry her, I will marry her,

that I am freely diffolved, and diffolutely.

E'va. It is a ferry discretion anfvver, fave, the faul*

is in th'ort dijfolutely : the ort is, according to our
meaning, refolutely ; his meaning is good.

Shal. Ay, I think, my coufin meant well.

Slen. hyy or t\{Q 1 would I might be hang'd, la.

SCENE V.

Enter Mijlrefs Anne Page.

Shal. Here comes fair miftrefs ^«»^ : 'would I were
young for your fake, miilrefs Anne!

Anne. The dinner is on the table ; my father defires

your worlhip's company.
Shal. I will wait on him, fair mirtrefs Anne.
Enja. Od's plelled will, I will not be abfence at the

Grace. \Exeunt Shallow and Evans.

Anne. WilPt pleafe your worfhip to come in. Sir ?

Slen. No, I thank you, forfooth, heartily j I am
very well.

Anne. The dinner attends you. Sir.

^len. I am not a-hungry, I thank you, forfooth.

Goy Sirrah, for all you are my man, go wait upon my
coufm ohalloixj : [Exit Simple.] A Jullice of peace
fometime may be beholden to his friend for a man,
^ I keep but three men and a boy yet, 'till my mo-

5 nuill grow more content t ] A conundrum reftored by Mr.
Theobald.

6 / keep but three men and a boy yet, &c.] As great a fool

as the poet has made Slender, it appears, by his boafting of his

iveahh, his breeding, and his courage, that he knew how to

win a woman, This is a fine inftancc of ^bukej^cari knowledge
«f nature,

ther
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ther be dead ; but what though, yet I live like a poor
gentleman born.

Jnne. I may not go in without your worihip ; they

will not fit, 'till you come.

Slen. rfaith, V\\ eat nothing ; I thank you as much
as though I did.

Jnne. I pray you. Sir, walk in.

Slen. 1 had rather walk here, I thank you : I bruis'd

my Ihin th'other day with playing at fword and dagger
with a mafter of fence, three veneys for adifhof ilcw'd

prunes ; and, by my troth, I cannot abide the fmell of
hot meat fince. Why do your dogs bark fo ? be there

bears i'th' town ?

Jtine. I think, there are, Sir -, I heard them talk'd

of.

Slen. I love the fport well, but I Ihall as foon quar-

rel at it as any man in England, You are afraid, if

you fee the bear loofe, are you not ?

Jnne. Ay, indeed. Sir.

Slen. That's meat and drink to me now ; I have

feen Sackerfon loofe twenty limes, and have taken him
by the chain ; but I warrant you, the women have

focry'dand ihrick'd at it, that it paft : but v/omen,

indeed, cannot abide 'em, they are xqtj ill-favour'd

rough things.

Enter Mr. Page.

Page. Come, gentle Mr. Slender, come; we flay

for you.

Slen. I'll eat nothing, I thank you, Sir.

Page. By cock and pye, you (hall not chufe, Sir 3

come ; come.

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way.
Page. Come on. Sir.

Slen. Miftrefs Anne, your felf (hall go firft.

Jnne. Not I, Sir ; pray you, keep on.

Slen. Truly, I will not go firft, truly-la : I will not

do you that wrong.

jinne I pray you. Sir.

Slen. I'll rather be unmannerly, than troublefome ;

you do your fclf wrong, indeed-!a. [ Exeunt.SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Re-enter Evans and Simple.

Enja, Go your ways, and afk of Dodlor Caius'

houfe which is the way ; and there dwells one milbcfs

^ickly, which is in the manner of his nurfe, or his

dry nurfe, or his cook, or his laundry, his wafher, and

his wringer.

Simp. Well, Sir.

E^a. Nay, it is petter yet ; give her this letter j for

it is a 'oman that akogethers acquaintance with miftrefs

Jnne Page ; and the letter is to defire and require her

to follicit your mafter's defires to mirtrefs Anne Page :

I pray you, be gone ; I will make an end of my din-

ner ; there's pippins and cheefe to come.

[ Exeunt fe'verallj,

SCENE VII.

Changes to the Garter- Inn.

Enter FalftafF, Hoft, Bardolph, Nym, PiRol and Robin,

FaL T^/rlNE hoft of the garter, .

iVl tioj^' What fays my bully rock ? fpeak

fchollarly, and wifely.

FaL Truly, mine hoft, I muft turn away fome of

my followers.

Hcj}. Difcard, bully Hercules, calhier j let them
wag; trot, trot.

Fai I fit at ten pounds a week.

Hojl. Thou'rt an Emperor, Ceefar, Keifar and Phea-

%ar. 1 will entertain Bardolph, he ftiall draw, he ihall

tap ; faid I well, bully Hec'ior ?

Fal. Do fo, good mine hoft.

Hojl. I have fpoke, let him follow ; let me fee thee

froth, and live : I am at a word ; follow.

[^AT/VHoft.

FaL Bardolph, follow him ; a tapfter is a good trade 5

an old cloak makes a new jerkin i a wither'd ferving-

man, a frelh tapfter ; go, adieu.

Bard.
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Bard. It is a life that I have defirM : I will thrive.

[Exit Bard.

Viji. O bafe Hungarian wight, wilt thou the fpigot

wield ?

l^ym. He was gotten in drink, is not the humour

conceited ? 7 His mind is not heroick, and there's the

humour of it.

Fal. I am glad, I am fo quit of this tinderbox ; his

thefts were too open ; his filching was like an un/kil-

ful finger, he kept not time.

Njm. The good humour is to Ileal at a minute's

reft.

Pifi. Convey, the Wife it call : fteal ? foh ; a fico

for the phrafe

!

Fal. Well, Sirs, I am almoft out at heels.

Fiji. Why then, let kibes enfue.

Fal. There is no remedy : I muft conycatch, I muli

fhift.

PiJ}. Young ravens muft have food.

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town ?

Fiji. I ken the wight, he is of fubftance good.

Fal. My honeft lads, I will tell you what I am
about.

Fiji. Two yards ai;d more.

Fal. No quips now, Pijlol: indeed, I am in th€

wafte two yards about ; but I am now about no wafte,

I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to make love

to Ford'^ wife : I fpy entertainment in her ; ftie dif-

courfes, ftie carves, ftie gives the leer of invitation ; I

can conftrue the adion of her familiar ftile, and the

hardeft voice of her behaviour, to be engiifti'd right,

is, / am Sir John FalftaffV.

Pi/}. He hath ftudy'd her well, ^ and tranfiated her

out of honefty into Englifti.

7 His mind is not heroick, and there's the humour of />.] Added
from the old Quarto of 1619.

8 and tranjlated her well, out of honefty into Engh'Jh.'^

i. e. into a corrupt language. This is extremely humorous : But

I think the word well, coming in here a fecond time, is an in -

trufion, and fhould be thruft out again^ as it burdens the di<Sliou

aod obftrudts the eafy turn of the thought,

Nyml
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Nym. The anchor is deep ; will that humour pafs ?

Fal. Now, the report goes, (he has all the rule of her

hufband's purfe : fhe hath a legion of angels.

Pif[. 9 As many devils entertain ; and to her, boy,

fay I.

Nym. The humour rifes ; it is good ; humour me
the angels.

Fa/. I have writ me here a letter to her ; and here

another to Page*s wife, who even now gave me good

eyes too, examin'd my parts with moft judicious

' oeillades ; fometimes, the beam of her view guilded

my foot; fometimes, my portly belly.

PiJ. Then did the fun on dung-hill fhine. lJ/i</e.

Nym. I thank thee for that humour.

FaL O (he did fo courfe o'er my exteriors with fuch

a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did

feem to fcorch me up like a burning-glafs. Here's

another letter to her ; (he bears the purfe too ; (he is

a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. 2, j ^jij \^q

Cheater to them both, and they (hall be Exchequers to

me ; they Ihall be my EaJ} and Weji- Indies, and I will

trade to them both. Go, bear thou this letter to

miftrefs Page ; and thou this to miflrefs Ford : we will

thrive, lads, we will thrive.

Pijl. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become,

And by my fide wear fteel ? then, Lucifer take all !

Nym. I will runnobafe humour ; here, take the hu-

mour letter, I will keep the haviour of reputation.

Fal. Hold, Sirrah, bear you thefe letters tightly,

Sail like my pinnace to thefe golden (hores. \JIo Robra.

Rogues, hence, avaunt ! vanilh like hail-flones, go ,-

Q Ai many dcuils e-ttertain
j ] /. e. Take to 3'eur afliftance

as many devils as fhe has angels, and then you may be a matck

for her.

I tnofi judicious i l 1 a D s 5] Read oeillades, glances.

Trench. Mr. Pope.

z I will be Cheater to them both, and they J}:>aU be Exchequers

to me ;] The fame joke is intended here^ as in the fecond part

of Henry thz fourth. Aft 2. ~- I ivill ba>- no honeji man

my houfr, r.:r no Cheater. '— By which is meant Efchcatour^

an officer in the excheijuer, in no good repute with the common
people.

Trudge,
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Trudge, plod away o'th' hoof, feek Oielter, pack !

3 Fal/Iafvj'iW learn the humour of the age,

SCENE VIII.

PiJ}. Let vultures .
gripe thy guts ; ^ for gord and

Fu//am holds :

And high and low beouiles the rich ^^^ POor-

Teller I'll have in pouch, when thoa Ihalt lack,

'Q2L{e Phrygian Turk ! v-uk-V.n^
iVyi«. I have operations in my head, which be Hu-

mours of revenge.

PiJ}. Wilt thou revenge ?

JVy/«. By welkin, and her Har.

Pij'}. With wit, or fteel ?

Nym. With both the humours, I :

I will difcufs the humour of this love to Ford,

Piji. And I to Page thall eke unfold,

How Fal^^aff, varlet vile,

His dove will prove, his gold will hold,

And his foft couch defile.
:„,^nn.

mm. My humour (hall not cool ; I will mcenfe

Tord to deal with poifon ; 1 will poueis mm with yei-

lownefs ; for the Revolt of Mien is dangerous :
that

is my true humour.

3 Falftaff to/// learn the humour of the age,

^
^r.nch thrtft, you rogues; my M, and Jkn ted page.}

Beaumont and F/etcher, in rhe honeji man s fortune.}

V/j the comfort, that

IIIfortune has undone me into the fafhion i

For noiv, in this age, moji men do begin

ro keep but ont boy, that kept many men,

4 F'*- g<^urd, and Fullam holds :

^
And hi^h and lov^ beguiles the rich and poor.] F«//^« IS

a cant -- ^o^r falfe dice .^ andW ^^-"^^^^^^
Diaionary, interprets Fife by fafe dice, ^/^* ;" J^
high Fullams, and lotv Fullams. Johrfon, ^^^i^^^O'^^" °

oA.W..r quibbles upon this cant term. ^^' ^ ^'Jl'^'^Jl
keeps high men and low men, he has a fair h.tng

-^J^^^^ ^

A, ioT Gourd, or rather Gord, it was another
'^^'^fflJ,

gaming, as ap/ears from^..«;«.«/ .nd Fletcher^ s
Scornful Lady

1-- And thy dry bones can reach at nothing now, but gords or

nine-pins.
Pift*
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Piji. Thou art the Mars of male-contents : I fecond

thee ; troop on.
[E^^eunt,

SCENE IX.

Changes to Dr. Caius'j Hotife.

Enter Mrj. Quickly, Simple, «»^ John Rugby.
^''^' \ I/^^T» Jobn Rugby ! I pray thee, go to

VV the cafement, and fee if you can fee my
mailer, mafter Doftor Caiui, coming j if he do, i'faith,
and find any body in the houfe, here will be old abu-
fmg of God's patience, and the King's Englijh.

Rug. m go watch. lExit Rugby.
%;V

.
Go, and we'll have a pofiet for't foon at night,

in faith, at the latter end of a fea-coal firs. An ho-
neft, willing, kind fellow, as ever fervant fhali come
in houfe withal j and, I warrant you, no tell-tale, nor
no breed-bate ; his worfl fault is, that he is given to
pray'r i he is fomething peeviOi that way ; but no bo-
dy but has his fault ; but let that pafs. Peter Simple,
you fay, your name is.

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better.

^ic. And mafter Slender's your mafter ?

Stm. Ay. fcrfooth,

^ic. Does he not wear a great round beard, like a
glover's paring-knife ?

Sim. No, forfooth ; he hath but a little wee-face,
with a little yellow beard, a Cain colour'd beard.
^ic. A fofdy-fprighted man, is he not ?

Sim. Ay, forfooth ; but he is as tall a man of his
hands, as any is between this and his head ; he hath
fought with a warrener.

%/V. How fay you ? oh, I fhould remember him ;

does he not hold up his head, as it were ? and llrut iij

his gate ?

Sim. Yes, indeed, does he.

^ic. Well, heav'n fend Jnne Page no worfe for-
tune

! Tell mafter parfon E'vans, V\\ do what I
can for your mafter : Anne is a good o\A and I
wifli »

®

Enter
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Enter Rugby.

Rua^ Oat, alas ! here comes my mafler.

Qui'c. We (hall all be fhent ; run in here, good young

man; go into this clofet ;
^Shuts ^^m^\^inthe clofet.-]

Se will not Hay long. What, John Rugby ! John!

what, John. I fay ; go, John, go enquire tor my ma-

fter ; I doubt, he be not well, that he comes not

home: and do^n, do'wn, ado'wn-a, Scq. {.^tngs.

SCENE X.

Eriter DoElor Caius.

Cuius. Vat is you fmg ? I do not like des toys

;

Dray you, go and vetch me in my clofet un hoitier verd ;

a box, a grten-a-box , do intend vat I Ipeak ? a green-a

""^uk. Ay, forfooth, I'll fetch it you.

I am glad, he went not in himfelf ; if he had found

the young man, he would have been horn- mad ^Jfide.

Caius^Fe, fe, fe. fe, rnafot, il faitfort chaud j
je

m\n njah a la Cour^la grande affaire.

9uic. Is it this, Sir ?

Caius. Ouy, mette% le au men pocket ; DepecheZy

quickly ; ver is dat knave Ruojy ?

^ic. What, John Rugby ! John !

Rug;, Here, Sir.

Caius. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack

Rugby ; come, take- a your rapier, and come after my

heel to the Court.
,

Rug. 'Tis ready, Sir, here m the porch
^

Caius. By my trot, I tarry too long : od s me ! ^«

^,y je oubiie ? dere is fome Hmples in my clofet, dat 1

^ill not for the varld I Hiall leave behmd.

^ic. Ay me, he'll find the young man there, and

be mad. . . 1 r * 5 m
Cuius. O Diable, Viable! vat is m my clofet ? vil-

Uine, Larron ! Rugby, my rapier.

[Pulls Simple out of the clo/et.

0uic. Good mailer, be content.

Caius. Wherefore (hall I be content-a ?

i^ic. The young man is an honcft man.

Caius,
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Caiu3. What fhall de hcneft man do in my clofet }

dex^ is no honeft man, dat fh;ill come in my clofet.

%/V. J befeech you, be not fo flegmatick \ hear the
truth of it. He came of an errand to me from parfon
Uwh.

^

Caius. Veil.

Sim. Ay, forfooth, to defire her to

^ic. Peace, I pray you
Caius. Peace-a your tongue : fpeak-a your tale.

Sim. To defire this honeft gentlewoman your maid,
to fpeak a good word to miftrefs Jnne Page for my
mafter in the way of marriage.

^uic. This is all, indeed -la ; but I'll never put my
finger in the fire, and need not.

Cuius Sir Hughknd a-you ? Rugby, haiUezmt fome
paper; tarry you a little a-while.

^ic. I am glad, he is fo quiet ; if he had been
thoroughly moved, you Ihould have heard him fo loud,
and fo melancholy : but notvvithilanding, man, I'll do
for your mafter what good I can \ and the very yea
and the no is, the French Dodor my mafter, (I may
call him m.y mafter, look you, for I keep his houfe,
and. I wafti, wring, brew, bake, fcour, 5 drefs meat
and make the beds, and do all my felf

)

Sim. 'Tis a great charge to come under one body's
hand.

^ic. Are you a-vis'd o'that ? you fhall find it a
great chai-ge ; and to be up early and down late. But
notwithftanding, to tell you in your ear, I would have
no words of it, my mafter himfelf is in love with mif-
trefs ^««^ Page\ but, notwithftanding that, I know
Anne\ mind, that's neither here nor there.

Caius. You jack'nape ; give-a this letter to Sir Hugh ;

by gar, it is a fhallenge •: I will cut his troat in de parke,
and I will teach a fcurvy jack-a-nape pricft to meddle
or make- . you may be gone ; it is not good you
tarry here ; by gar, I will cut all his two ftones ; by
gar, he ihall not have a ftone to trow at his dog.

\_Exit Simple,

5 dre^i meat, and {dnnkl make the beds, &c.] Dele drink.
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^lic. Alas, he fpeaks but for his friend.

Caius. It is no matter-a vcr dat : do you not tell-

a-me, dat I (hall have Anne Page for myfelf ? by gar, I

vill kill de jack prieft; and I have appointed mine hoft

of de Jarterre to meafure our weapon ; by gar, I will

myfelf have Anne Page.

^ic Sir, the maid loves you, and all ftiall be well :

we muft give folks leave to prate ; what, the good-jer !

Caius. Rugby, come to the Court with me ; by

gar, if I have rot Anne Page, 1 fhall turn your head

out of my door ; follow my heels, Rugby.

[ Exeunt Caius and Rugby.

^utc. You {hall have An fool's-head of your own.

No, I know Anne's mind for that ; never a Woman
in Windfor knows more of Anne'^s mind than I do,

nor can do more than I do with her, I thank heav'n.

Pent, \nvithin ] Who's within there, hoa ?

^ic. Who's there, I trow ? come near the houfe, I

pray you.

SCENE XI.

Enter Mr. Fenton.

Tent. How now, good woman, how doft thou ?

^ic. The better that it pleafes your good worfhip

toafk.

Fent. What news ? how does pretty miftrefs Anne?

^ic. In truth, Sir, and {he is pretty, and honcft,

and gentle ; and one that is your friend, I can tell yoa

that by the way, ^ praife heav'n for it.

Fent, Snail I do any good, think'{l thou ? {hall I

not lofe m^ iuit ?

^itc. 1 roth. Sir, all is in his hands above ; but

notwiihftanding, mafler Ftnton, I'll be fworn on a

book, {lie loves you : have not your wor{hip a wart

above your eye ?

Fent. Yes. marry, have I ; and what of that ?

^k. WelK thervby hangs a tale ; good faith, it is

fuch another Nan ; but, I deteft, an honed maid as

ever broke bread ; we had an hour's talk of that wart:

I fhall never laugh but in that maid's company ! but,

indeed.
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indeed, fhc is given too much to allicholly and mufing ;

but for you Well go to

Pent. Well, I ihall fee her to day ; hold, there's

money for thee : let me have thy voice in my behalf;
if thou feeft her before me, commend me

^ic. Will 1 ? ay, faith, that we will : and I will

tell your worfhip more of the wart, the next time we
have confidence, and of other wooers.

Fent. Well, farewel, I am in great hafte now.

{Exit,

^ic. Farewel to your worfhip. Truly, an honeft

gentleman, but jinne loves him not ; I know Jnne's

mind as well as another does. Out upcn't, what have
I forgot ? _ lExif,

ACT II. SCENE I.

Before Page'i Houfe.

Enter Mrs, Page, nvith a Letter.

Mrs, Page, T T7HAT, have I 'fcap'd love-letters in

VV the holy-day-time of my beauty,

and am I now a fabjcd for them ? let me fee :

^Jk me no reafon, nvhy I lon)e you ; for ' tho'' lo've ufe

reafon for his precijtan, he admits him not for his coun-

fellor : you are not young . no mot e am 1 ; go to then,

there"*s fympathy : you are tnerry , fa am 1 ; ha ! ha I

then there's more fyjnpathy ; you love facky and fo do I \

nxiould you defire httter fympathy ? let it fujfice t';ee,

fnijirefs Page, at the leaji if the Iwe of a foldicr can

1 tho" love ufe reafon for his prccTian, he admits him not for
his c&unfellor : J This is obfcure ; b:it the n eaning is, tho'' lo've

permit reafon to tell nvhat is fit tv be done, he ftldom foUcivs

its ad'vire. By frecifia-n, is meant one who pretendo tj a more
than ordinary degree of virtue and faniHiity. On which account

they gave this .amc to the puritant, of that timt:. Ibo OJborne, -»

Conform their rfmde, ivords and locks tt tbefc ??. ECISIANS. And
Maine, in his City match,

/ did commend

^ great precisian to berj for her ivoman,

fuffice.
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fuficey that 1 U've thee. I njoill not fay y

pity me^ "'tis

not afoldier-like phrafe ; hut 1 fay, lo've me :

By mey thine onvn true Knight ^ by day or night.

Or any kind of light, <u}ith all his might.

For thee to fight. John FalftafF.

What a Uerod of Jeivry is this ? O wicked, wicked

world f one that is well-nigh worn to pieces with age,

to (how himfelf a young galant ! what unweigh'd be-

haviour hath this Flemifh drunkard pickt, i' th' devil's

name, out of my converfation, that he dares in this

manner affay me ? why, he hath not been thrice in my
company : what Ihould I fay to him ? I was then fru-

gal of my mirth, heav'n forgive me : why, * I'll exhi-

bit a bill in the Parliament for the putting down of

Mum : how (hall I be reveng'd on him ? for rc-

veng'd I will be, as fure as his guts are made of pud-

dings.

a. r 11 exhibit a Bill in Parliament for putting doivn of Men.J
Mr. Theobald fays, we muft neceflarily read,

for putting dcwn o/* fat men. But how is the mat-
ter mended ? or the thought made lefs ridiculous ? Shakefpear

wrote,

for the pv.tting doivn of yiv^A, i.e. the fattening

liquor fo called. So Fletcher in his Wild-goofe chafe : What a
told I hwve ever my Jiomach^ ivould I had fame mum. This is

truly humorous, and agrees with the chancier Ihe had juft be-

fore given him of Fle-iv.ijh drunkard. But the greateft confirmation

of this conjeflure is the allufion the words, in queftion, bear to a

matter then publickly tranfafting. The Merry WinJts of Wind-
for appears to have been wrote in 1601, or very fliortly after. And
we are informed by Sir Simon d"" Elves'" Journal, that no home
affair made more noife in and cut of parlian- ^nt at that time, than
the fuppreflion and regulation of taverns, inns, ale-houfes, fa'ong-

liquors and the drinkers of them. In the parliament held > - q/,
a bill was brought into both houfes. For fupprefing the multitude

cf maljlers, Sec. Another, To rejirain the excejfive nuking of
•malt, and diforderly brezuing of jirong beer. Another. For re~

gulation of Invz, Tanjcrns, &c. In the next Parliamciit, held

160 r, was a bill, For the fuppr effing cfthe mmutude of ak-houfes

and tipling-bofes. Another, Agair.fi exccfi'ue and i.'^nmon

drunkennefs 5 and feverai others of the fame nature. Some of
which, after much canvalTmg, were thrown out, and othc . .afted

into Ads.

SCENE
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SCENE II.

Enter Mrs Ford.

Mrs. Fard. Mrs. Page, truft me, I was going to

your houfe.

Mrs. Pa^e. And trull me, I was coming to you j

you look very ill.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, Til ne'er believe that ; I have to

Ihcw to the contrary.

Mrs. Page. 'Faith, but you do, in my mind.

Mvs. Ford. Well, I do then; yet I fay, I could

llievv you to the contrary : O miilrefs Page, give me
fome counfel.

Mrs. Page. What's the matter, woman ?

Mrs. Ford. O woman ! if it were not for one trifling

refpecl, I could come to fuch honour.

Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman, take the ho-

nour ; what is it ? difpenfe with trifles ; what is it ?

Mrs Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eternal

moment, or fo, I could be knighted.

Mrs. ?^^^. 5 What, thou lieft! Sir J/ice Fordl

thefe knights will lack, and fo thou ftiouldft not alter

the article of thy gentry.

Mrs. Ford. We burn day-light ; here, read, read ;

perceive, how I might be knighted : I fliall think the

worfe of fat men, as long as I have an eye to make dif-

ference of men's liking : and yet he would not fwear j

prais'd women's modefty ; and gave fuch orderly and

3 TVkat, thou Heji ! Sir Alice Ford ! thefe knights zvill hack,
andfo thou Jhouldfi not alter the article of thy gentry. '\ The unin-

telligible nonfenfe of this fpeech is hardly to be matched. The
change of a fingle letter has occafioned it, which is thus eafily re-

moved. Read and point, - 1 kefe Knights <will lack, and

fo thou foouldfi not alter the article of thy gentry. The other had

faid, 1 could be knighted, meaning, / could ha-ve a Knightfor my
lever

J
her companion took it in the other fenfe^ of conferring

the title, and {aySy-PFhat, thou Uefl ! Sir Alice Ford ! thefe

Knights will lack a title, [/. e. rifque the puni/liment of degra-

dation] rather than not make a ivkore of thee.'] For we are to

©bferve that and fo thou fhouldfr not, is a mode of fpeech,

amongft the writers of that time, equivalent to —- rather than

thou fhouldfi r.ot,

well-
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w^ll-behaV'd reproof to all uncomelinefs, that I would

have Tworn his difpofition would have gone to the truth

of his words ; but they do no more adhere, and keep

place together, than the hundredth Pfalm to the tune

of Green Siee-ves. What tempeft, I trow, threw this

whale, with fo many tun of oyl in his belly, a'lhore at

Wind/or ? how ihall I be reveng'd on him ? I think,

the bell way were to entertain him with hope, 'till the

wicked fire of lull have melted him in his own greafe.

Did you ever hear the like ?

Mrs. ?age. Letter for letter, but that the name of

Tage and Ford differs. To thy great comfort in this

inyilery of ill opinions, here's the twin brother of thy

letter; but let thine inherit firft, for, I proted, mine

never fhall. I warrant, he has a thoufand of thefe let-

ters, writ with blank-fpace for different names ; nay,

more j and thefe are of the lecond edition : he will

print them out of doubt, for he cares not what he puts

into the prefs, when he would put us two. I had rather

be agiantefs, and lye under mount Pelion. Well, I will

find you twenty lafcivious turtles, ere one chafte man.
Mrs. Ford. Why, this is the very fame, the very

hand, the very words ; what doth he think of us ?

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not ; it makes me almoft

ready to wrangle with mine own honefty. I'll enter-

tain myfelf like one that I am not acquainted withal

;

for, fure, unlefs he knew fome Strain in me, that I

know not myfelf, he would never have boarded me in

this fury.

Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call it you ? I'll be fure to

keep him above deck.

Mrs. Page. So will I; if he come under my hatches,

I'll never to fea again. Let's be reveng'd on him ;

let's appoint him a meeting, give him a fnow of com-
fort in his fuit, and lead him on with a fine baited de-

lay, till he hath pawn'd his horfes to mine Hoft of

the Garter.

Mrs, Ford. Nay, I will confent to a6l any villany

againll him, that may not fully the charinefs of our ho-
nefty : oh, that my hufband faw this letter ! it would
give eternal food to his jealoufie.

Vol. I. M Uni
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Mrs. Page. Why, look, where he comes, and my
good man too ; he's as far from jealoufie, as I am from

giving him caufe ; and that, I hope, is an unmeafure-

able diftance.

Mrs. For^. You are the happier woman.

Mrs. Page. Let's confult together againft this grea-

fie Knight. Come hither. [^T^ey retire,

SCENE III.

Enter Ford ivkb Piftol, Page ivith Nym.

Ford. Well, I hope, it be not fo.

Pi/I. Hope is a curtal dog in fome affairs.

SirJohn afFeds thy wife.

Ford. Why, Sir, my Wife is not young.

Piji. He wooes both high and low, both rich and

poor,

Both young and old, one with another. Ford;

He loves thy gally-maufry. Ford, perpend.

Ford. Love my Wife ?

Fiji. With liver burning hot : prevent, or go thou,

likeSir J^eon, he, with Ring-wood at thy heels—O,
odious is the name.

Ford. What name, Sir ?

PiJ}. The horn, I fay : fareweL

Take heed, have open eye; for thieves do foot by

night.

Take heed ere fummer comes, or cuckoo-birds af-

fright.

Away, Sir corporal Nym.

Believe it, Pa££, he fpeaks fenfe.

[Exit Piftol.

Ford. I will be patient ; I will find out this.

Nym. And this is true : I like not the humour

of lying ; he hath wrong'd me in fome humours

:

I {hould have borne the humour'd letter to her; but

4 i have a fword, and it fhall bite upon my necefSty.

He

4 J have a fword, and it Jhall bite upon my necejjity. He loves

fsurivifey &c.] This abfurd paflage may be pointed into fenfe.

I have a Jivord, and it Jhall bite i — upon my necejftty^ be loves

your
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He loves your Wife ; there's the (hort and the long.

My name is Corporal Nym ; I fpeak, and I avouch

;

'tis true : my name is Nym^ and Faljiaff loves your

Wife. Adieu ; I love not the humour of bread and

cheefe : adieu. [^Exit Nym.
Page. The humour of it, quoth a' ! here's a fellow,

frights humour out of its wits.

Ford. I will feek out Falftaff.

Page. I never heard fuch a drawling, afFefting rogue.

Ford. If I do find it: well.

Page, s I will not believe fuch a Cafaian, tho' the

prieft o' th' town commended him for a true man.

Ford, 'Twas a good fenfible fellow : well.

SCENE IV.

Mrs. Page and Mrs. Ford come fornuards.

Page. How now, Meg ?

Mrs. Page. Whither go you George? hark you.

Mrs. Ford. How now, fweet Frank, why art thou

melancholy ?

Ford. I melancholy ! I am not melancholy. Get
you home, go.

Mrs Ford. Faith, thou haft feme crotchets in thy

head. Now, will you go, miftrefs F^^^ .?

your Wife, &c. Having faid his ficord Jhould hite, he flops

ihort, as was fitting : For he meant that it fhould bite upon the

high-ivay. And then turns to the fubjeft of his conference, and
fwears, by his necejjity, that Faljiaff \o\e.^ his Wife.

5 I ivill not believe fuch a Catalan.] Mr. Theobald has here
a pleafant note, as ufual. This is a piece of Jatire that did not

•want its force at the time of this play''s appearing ; tho'' the hijiory

on ivhich it is grounded is become obfolete. And then tells a long
ftory of Martin Frobiper attempting the north -weft paffage, and
bringing home a black ftone, as he thought, rich in gold -ore :

that it proved not fo, and that therefore Catalans and Frobijhers

became by-words for vain boafters. The whole is an idle

dream. All the myftery of the term Catalan, for a liar, is only
this. China was anciently called Cataia or Cathay, by the firft

adventurers that travelled thither; fuch as M. Paulo, and our
Mandcville, who told fuch incredible wonders of this new dif-

covered empire, (in which they have not been outdone even by
the Jefuits themfelves, who followed them) that a notoriaus
liar was ufually called a Catalan.

M 2 lAti,Pag€*
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Mrs. Page. Have with you. You'll come to d'ln-

sicr, George P Look, who comes yonder j (he fhall be
®ur me/Tenger to this paultry Knight.

Enter mijlrefs Quickly.
Mrs. Ford. Truft me, I thought on her, fhe'll fit it.

Mrs. ?age. You are come to fee my daughter Anne?
^ick. Ay, forfooth i and, I pray, how does good

nilftrefs Anne?
Mrs. Page. Go in with us, and fee ; we have aa

hour's talk with you.

[Ex. Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Mrs. Quickly,

SCENE V.

Page. How now, mafter Ford?
Ford. You heard what this knave told me, did you

not?

Page. Yes ; and you heard what the other told me ?

Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ?

Fage. Hang 'em, flaves; I do not think, the Knight
would offer it \ but thefe, that accufe him in his intent

towards our wives, are a yoak of his difcarded men

;

very rogues, now they be out of fervice.

Ford. Were they his men ?

Page. Marry, were they.

Ford. I like it never the better for that. Does he
lye at the Garter ?

Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he (hould intend his

voyage towards my wife, I would turn her loofe to
him ; and what he gets more of her than fharp words,
let it lye on my head.

Ford. I do not mifdoubt my wife, but I would be
loth to turn them together ; a man may be too con-
fident ; I would have nothing Xy^ on my head ; I can-
not be thus fatisfy^d.

Page. Look, where my ranting Hoft of the Garter
comes \ there is cither liquor in his pate, or money in

his purfe, when he looks fo merrily. How now,
mine Hoft \

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Enter Hoft and Shallow.

Hojl. How now, bully Rock ? thou'rt a gentleman 1

cavaliero-juftice, I lay.

Shal. I follow, mine Hoft, I follow. Good even,

and twenty, good matter Page. Matter Page, will you

go with us ? we have fport in hand.

Hoji. Tell him, cavaliero juftice ; tcU him, bully

Rock.

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought between Sir

Hugh the Welch prieft, and Caiui the French do6lor.

Ford.Qoo^ mine Hoft o' th' Garter, a word with you.

Boft. What fay 'ft thou, bully Rockt

Shal. Will you go with us to behold it ? my merry

Hoft hath had the meafuring of their weapons, and, I

think, he hath appointed them contrary places ; for,

believe me, I hear, the parfon is no jcfter. Hark, I

will tell you what our fport ftiall be.

Hajl. Haft thou no fuit againft my Knight, my gueft-

cavalicr ?

Ford. None, I proteft ; but I'll give you a pottle cf

burnt fack to give me recourfe to him, and tell him,

my name is Brook ; only for a jeft,

HoJl. My hand, bully : thou {halt have egrefs and

regrefs ; faid I v^ell ? and thy name fhall be Brook. It

is a merry Knight. ^ Will you go on, Heris ?

Shal. Have with you, mine hoft.

Page. I have heard, the Frenchman hath good Ikill in

his rapier.

Shal. " Tut, Sir, I could have told you more ; in
*' thefe times you Hand on diftance, your pali'es, ftoc-

" cado's, and I know not what : 'tis the heart, matter
** Page ; 'tis here, 'tis here, I have feen the time, with
*' my long fword, I would have made you four tall fel-

•* lows Ikip like rats.

6 Willyou go AN HEIR 3 ? ] This novS^n^t is fpoken to Sbal-

lew. We fhouid read.

Willyou go 0N, Heris?
i. e. Will you go on, Mafter. Heris^ an old Scouh word for ma-
fter.

M 3 //*/.
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Hoji. Here, boys, here, here: (hall we wag ?

Page Have with you ; I had rather hear them fcold

than fight. \_Exeunt Hoft, Shallow and Page.

Ford Tho' Page be a fecure fool, and 7 ftand fo

firmly on his wife's frailty, yet I cannot put off my
opinion fo eafily. She was in his company 2^1 Pagers

houfe ; and what they made there, I know not. Well,

I will look further into't; and I have a difguife to

found Faljiaff: if I find her honeft, I lofe not my la-

bour i if ihe be otherwife, 'tis labour well beftow'd.

[Exit.

SCENE VJI.

Changes to the Garter- Inn.

Enter FalftafF and Piflol.

Fal T Will not lend thee a penny.

1 Fiji. Why then the world's mine oyfter, which

I with fword will open .—- ^ I will retort the fum in

equipage.

Fal. Not a penny. I have been content. Sir, you

Ihould lay my countenance to pawn ; I have grated

upon my good friends for three reprieves for you, and

your couch-fellow, Nym j or elfeyou had look'd through

the grate, like a geminy of baboons. I am damn'd in

hell for fwearing to gentlemen, my friends, you were

good foldiers, and tall fellows. And when miftrefs

^r/Vo-^/ loft the handle of her fan, I took't upon mine

honour, thou hadft it not.

7 ftand fo firmly on bis ivife' s frailty,] Thus all the Copies.

But Mr. Theobald has no conception how any man could ftand firm-

ly on his wife's frailty. And why ? Becaufe he had no conception

how he could ftand upon it, without knowing what it was. But

if I tell a ftranger, that the bridge he is about to crofs is rotten,

and he believes it not, but will go on, may I not fay, when I fee

him upon it, that he ftands firmly on a rotten plank ? Yet he has

chinit^ frailty ioT fealty, and the Oxford Editor has followed

him. But they took the phrafe, to fiand firmly on, to fignify to

infifi upon
J
whereas it fignifies to refi upon, which the charader

of a fecure fool, given to him, fhews. So that the common read-

ing has an elegance that would be loft in the alteration.

8 I ivill retort the fum in equipage.^ This is added from the

old Quarto of i6ig, and means, I will pay you again in ftolen

gooda.
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Pifl. Did ft thou not fhare ? hadft thou not fifteen

pence ?

Fal. Reafon, you rogue, reafon : think'ft thou, I'll

endanger my io\x\ gratis ? At a word, hang no more

about me, I am no gibbet for you : go, 9 a fhort knife

and a throng, to your manour of Pickt hatch ; go,

you'll not bear a letter for me, you rogue ! you ftand

upon your honour ! why, thou unconfinable baienefs,

it is as much as I can do to keep the term of mine ho-

nour precifc. I, I, I myfelf fometimes, leaving the

fear of heaven on the left hand, and hiding mine ho-

nour in my neceflity, am fain to fhuifle, to hedge and

to lurch ; and yet you rogue will em'confe your rags,

your cat- a mountain looks, your red-lettice phrafes,

and ' your bold- bearing oaths, under the ihelter of

your honour ! you will not do it, you !

Piji, I do relent ; what wouldft thou more of man ?

Enter Robin.

Rob. Sir, here's a woman would fpeak with you.

Fal. Let her approach.

SCENE viir.

Enter Mrs, Quickly.

^ic. Give your worftiip good morrow.

Fal. Good morrow, good wife.

^ic. Not fo, and't pleafe your worfhip.

Fal. Good maid, then.

J^/V. I'll be fworn, as my mother was, the iirfl hour

I was born.

Fal. I do believe the fwearer : what with me ?

^ic. Shall I vouchfafe your worfliip a word or two ?

Fal. Two thoufand, fair woman, and I'll vouchfafe

thee the hearing.

^ic. There is one miftrefs Ford, Sir, : I pray, come a

little nearer this ways : I myfelf dwell with Mr. Doc-

tor Cuius.

9 aport knife and a throng.'\ So Lear, When Cutpurfes come not

to throngs.

1 your bold--&T\T\t^G oaths; We fhould read ^o/i- b E A R I N

a

oaths, i. e, out-facing.

M 4 Fal,
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Fal. Well, on : miftrer? Tord, you fay

^ic. Your worfhip fays very true : I pray your wo?-
fhip, come a little nearer this ways.

Fal I warrant thee, no body hears : mine own peo-
ple, mine own people.

^ic. Are they fo ? heav'n blefs them, and make
them his fervants

!

Fal. Well : miftrefs Ford, what of her ?

^lic. Why, Sir, fhe's a good creature. Lord, \ox^^

your worship's a wanton : well, heav'n forgive you,
and all of us, I pray —

—

Fal. Miftrefs Ford, come, miftrefs Ford
J^;V. Marry, this is the fhort and the long of it ;

you. have brought her into fuch a canaries, as 'tis won-
derful : the beft courtier of rhem all, when the court

lay at Wwdfory could never have brought \itx to fuch a

canary. Yet there has been knights, and lords, and
gentlemen, with their coaches j I warrant you, coach

after coach, letter after letter, gift after gift, fmelling

fo fweetly ; all muik ; and fo ruffling, I warrant you,

in fiik and gold, and in fuch alligant terms, and in fuch

wine and fugar of the beft, and the faircft, that would

have won any woman's heart -, and, I warrant you,

they could never get an eye-wink of her. 1 had my-
feif twenty angels given me this morning ; bat I deiie

nil angels, in any fuch fort as they fay, but in the way
of honefly ; and I warrant you, they could never get

her fo much as fip on a cup vv'ith the proudefl of them

all : and yet there has been earls, nay, which is more,

penfioners ; but, I warrant you, all is one with her.

Fal. But what fays fne to me ? be brief, my good

She Mercury.

^ik. Marry, (he hath receiv'd your letter, for the

which (he thanks you a thoufand times ; and fhe gives

you to notifie, that her hufband will be abfence from

his houle between ten and eleven.

Fal. Ten and eleven.

j^a/V. Ay, forfooth ; and then you may come and

fee the picture, (he fays, thatyou wot of: mafter Ford^

her huihand, will be from home. Alas ! the fvveet

woman leads an ill life with him, he's a yit'i^^ jealoufie-

man

;
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man ; fhe leads a very frampold life with him, good

heart.

Fa I. Ten and eleven : woman, commend me to her,

I will not fail her.

j^/V. Why, you fay well : but I have another meffen-

ger to your worfhip ; miftrefs Page has her hearty com-

mendations to you too ; and let me tell you in your

ear, (he's as fartuous a civil modeft wife, and one (I tell

you) that will not mifs you morning nor evening prayer,

as any is in Windfor, whoe'er be the other ; and (he bad

me tell your worfhip, that her hufband is feldom from

home, but, (he hopes, there will come a time. I never

knew a woman fo doat upon a man ; furely, I think

you have charms ,• la ; yes, in truth.

Fal. Not I, I aflure thee ; fetting the attraaion of

my good parts afide, I have no other charms.

^ic. Blefiing on your heart for't 1

Fal, But 1 pray thee, tell mc this ; has Fa d's wife,

and Page'swiic, acquainted each other how they love me?

^ic. That were a jeft, indeed ; they have not fo little

grace, I hope ; that were a trick, indeed ! but miftrefs

Page would defire you to fend her your little page, of all

ioves : herhufband has a marvellous infedion to the little

page; and, truly, mafter Page is an honeft man. Never a

wife in Windf'.r leads a better life, than fhe does ;
do

what fhe will, fay what (he will, take all, pay all, go co

bed when fhe liil. rife when fhe lift, all is as fhe will ;
and,

truly, fhe deferves it ; for if there be a kind woman in

Windfor, truly, fhe is one. You muft fend her your

page ; no remedy.

iv7/. Why, Iwill.

^ic. Nay, but do fo then ; and look you, he may

come and go between you both, and in any cafe have a

nay- word, that you may know one another's mind: and

the boy never need to underftand any thing ; for 'tis not

good, that children fhould know any wickednefs : old

folks, you know, have difcretion, as they fay, and know
the world.

Fal. Fare thee well ; commend me to them both :

there's my purfe, I am yet thy debtor. Boy, go along

with this woman. This news diftradls me !

[Exeunt Quickly and Robin.

M 5
Pi^.
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Piji. * This pink is one of Cupid's carriers :

Clap on more fails ; purfue ; up with your fights

;

Give fire j Ihe is my prize, or ocean whelm them all

!

[Exit Piftol.

Fa/. Say'ft thou fo, old Jack F go thy ways ; PU
make more of thy old body, than I have done ; will

they yet look after thee ? Wilt thou, after the cxpence

©f fo much money, be now a gainer ? good body, I

thank thee j let them fay, 'tis grofsly done ; fo it be

fairly done, no matter.

S C E N E IX.

Enter Bardolph.

Bar^. At John, there's one mailer 5 Brook below

would ^fai^fpeak with you, and be acquainted with

z This PUNK is one of Cupid's carriers.

Clap on more fails
j

purfue j up with your fights,

Gi^-e fire
-^
Jhe iy my frize.^ This funk is one o/" Cupid's

carrier:.^ i^^plan^l!^ reading, yet abfurd upon examinauon. . *For

are not al! %unks ^^feid's carriers ? Shakefpear certainly wr6te,

f^is pr^-t a one of Cupid's carriers,

and then t':e fenfe is proper, and the metaphor, which is all the

way take fr^m the marine, ejitirt. A Pink is a veflel of the

fmall craft, ^«nployed as a carrier (and fo called) for merchants,

Fletcher ufe$ the word, in his Tamer TdSined,

This p I NK r'-iitJ painted feifi', thiy.cockle-boat.

To hang he- ' '/. ^vf and defy j^ie, jFriends !

A ivell-knoiun »*».„
_,

As to the ^ox^fgbts, both in the text ane^"jj3j vJOUtion, it was

then, and, for aught I know, may be now, a v,-^.-.iion fea-term.

Sir Richard Haivkins in his voyages, p. 66. fays, —^For once lue

cleared her deck, and had tve been able to have fpared hut a dozen

men, doubtlefs ive had done with her ivhative tcould ; for /he had

no clofe FIGHTS, /. e. if I underltand it right, no fmall arms.

So that hyfghts is meant any manner of defence, either fmall arms

or cannon. So Dryden, in his tragedy of Amboyna,
Up "withyour fights,
Andyour nettings prepare. Sec.

But, not confidering this, I led the Oxford Editor into a filly con-

je(5lure, which he has done me the honour of putting into his text,

which is indeed a proper place for it.

Up ivitb yond' frigat.
3 Edition of 1619. In all the fucceeding editions this name of

Brook (I can't tell why) is alter'dto Broom : whereas it is manifeft

from this conceit upon the name that it Ihould be Brook.

Mr, Pope.

you;
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you ; and hath fent your worfliip a morning's draught

of fack.

Fal. Brook, is his name ?

Bard. Ay, Sir.

Fal. Call him in j \_Exit Bardolph.] fuch Brooks tiXft

welcome to me, that o'erflow with fuch liquor. Ah [

ah ! miilrefs Ford and miflrefs Page, have I encompafs'd

you ? go to, <via !

Re-enter Bardolph, ntjith Ford difguis'd*

Ford. Blefs you. Sir.

Fal. And you, Sir ; would you fpeak with me ?

Ford. I make bold to prcfs with fo little preparation

upon you.

Fal. You're welcome j what's your w/i. ? give us

leave, drawer. [jE'Ar/V.pardolph.

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have fpc^t much ;

my name is Brook.

Fal. Good mafter Brooky I defire more acquaintance

of you.

Ford. Good Sir Johtiy I fue for yours ; not to charge

you ; for I muil let you underftand, I think myfelf in

better plight for a lender than you are, the v/hich hath

fomething embolden'd me to this unfeafon'd intrufion ;

for they fay, if money go before, all ways do \yQ open.

Fal, Money is a good foldier, Sir, and will on.

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here trou-

bles me ; if you will help me to bear it. Sir John, take

all, or ^-^'^ '' - -afing me of the carriage.

Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deferve to be your
porter.

*

Ford. I will tell you. Sir, if you will give me the

hearing.

Fal. Speak, good mafter Brook, I (hall be glad to be
your fervant.

Ford. Sir, I hear, you are a fcholar ; (I will be brief

with you) and you have been a man long known to

me, tho' I had never fo good means, as defire, to make
myfelf acquainted with you : I ihall difcover a thing to

you, wherein I muft very much lay open mine owa
imperfedions ; but, good Sir Johny as you have one eye
upon my follies, as you hear them unfolded, turn ano-

the
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ther into the regifter of your own, that I may pafs with
a reproof the eafier ; fith you yourfelf know, how eafie

it is to be luch an offender.

Fal. Very well : Sir, proceed.

Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town, her
huiband's name is Ford.

hal Well, Sir.

Ford, I have long lov'd her ; and, I proteft to you,
beftow'd much on her ; follow'd her with a doating

obfervance ; ingrofs'd opportunities to meet her ; fee'd

every flight occafion, that could but niggardly give

me fight of her ; not only bought many prefents to

give her, but have given largely to many, to know
what fhc would have given : briefly, I have purfued

her, as love hath purfu'd me, w-hich hath been on the

wing of all occafions. But whatfoever I have merited,

either in my mind, or in my means ; meed, I am fure,

I have received none ; unlefs experience be a jewel

;

That I have purchas'd at an infinite rate, and That
hath taught me to fay this

;

" Lonje like ajhadonv Jiies, 'when fuhjiance love purfues ;

•* Purjuing That thatjliei, andjiyingnvhat purfues.

Fal. Have you received no promife of fatisfadion at

her hands.?

Ford. Never.

Fal. Have you importun'd her to fuch a purpofe ?

Ford. Never.

Fal. Of what quality was your love then ?

Ford. Like a fair houfe, built on another man's

ground ; fo that I have lofi: my edifice, by miftaking

the place where I creded it.

Fal. To what purpofe have you unfolded this to

me ?

Ford. When I have told you that, I have told you
all. Some fay, that tho' flie appear honed to me, yet

in other places flie enlargeth her mirth fo far, that there

is ftirewd conftrudion made of her. Now, Sir John,
here is the heart of my purpofe : You are a gentleman

of excellent breeding, admirable difcourfe, of great ad-

mittance, auihcntick in your place and perfon, gene-

rally
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rally allow'd for your many war-like, court-like, and

learned preparations.

Fal. O Sir !

Ford. Believe it, for you know it ; there 15 money,
fpend it, fpend it ; fpend more, fpend all I have, only

give me fo much of your time in exchange of it, as to

lay an amiable fiege to the honefty of this Ford\ wife -,

ufe your art of wooing, win her to confent to you i if any
man may, you may as foon as any.

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemence of your

aiFedtion, that I (hould win what you would enjoy ?

methinks, you prefcribe to yourfelf very prepofteroufly.

Ford. O, underftand my drift ; fhe dwells fo fecurely

on the excellency of her honour, that the folly of my
foul dares not prefent itfelf ; fhe is too bright to be
look'd againft. Now, could I come to her with any
detedlion in my hand, my defires had inftance and ar-

gument to commend themfelves ; I could drive her

then from the ward of her purity, her reputation, her

marriage-vow, and a thoufand other her defences,

which now are too too ftrongly embattel'd againll me.
What fay you to't. Sir John F

Fal. Mafter Brook, I will firft make bold with your
money ; next, give me your hand ; and laft, as I am a

gentleman, you (hall, if you will, enjoy Ford*^ wife.

Ford. O good Sir !

Fal. Mafter Brook, I fay, you fhall.

Ford. Want no money. Sir John, you fliall want
none.

Fal. Want no miftrefs Ford, mafter Brook, you fliall

want none; I (hall be with her, I may tell you, by her

own appointment. Even as you came in to me, her
affiftant, or go-between, parted from me ; I fay, I fhall

be with her between ten and eleven ; for at that time
the jealous rafcally knave, her hufband, will be forth;

come you to me at night, you fhall know how I
fpeed.

Ford I am bleft in your acquaintance : do you know
Ford, Sir ?

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave, I know him
not : yet I wrong him, to call him poor ; they fay,

the



254 '^^^ Merry Wives of Windsor.

the jealous wittolly knave hath mafles of money, for the

which his wife feems to be well-favour'd. I will ufe

her as the key of the cuckoldly-rogue's coffer -, and

there's my harveft-home.

Ford. 1 would you knew Ford^ Sir, that you might

avoid him, if you faw him.

Fal. Hang him, mechanical falt-butter rogue i I

will ftare him out of his wits ; I will awe him with my
cudgel ; it (hall hang like a meteor o'er the Cuckold's

horns. Mafter Brooke thou (halt know, I will predo-

minate over the peafant ; and thou (halt lye with his

wife : Come to rae foon at night ; Fork's a knave, and

I will aggravate his ftile : thou mafter Brooky (halt

know him for a knave and cuckold ; come to me foon

at night. {Exit.

SCENE X.

Ford. What a damn'd Epicurean rafcal is this ! my
heart is ready to crack with impatience. Who fays,

this is improvident jealoufie ? my wife hath fent to

him, the hour is fjxt, the match is made j would any

man have thought this ? fee the hell of having a falfe

woman ! my bed iliall be abus'd, my coffers ranfack'd,

my reputation gnawn at ; and I (hall not only receive

this villainous wrong, but ftand under the adoption of

abominable terms, and by him that does me the wrong.

Terms, names ; Amaimon founds well ; Lucifer ^ well ;

Barbafan, v/ell ; yet they are devils' additions, the

names of fiends : but cuckold, wittol, cuckold ! the

devil himfelf hath not fuch a name. Page is an afs, a

fecure afs, he will truft his wife ; he will not be jealous ::

I will rather trull a Fleming with my butter, parfon

Hugh the VVelchtnan with my cheefe, an Irijhman with

my Aquamitce bottle, or a thief to walk my ambling

gelding, than my v/ife with herfelf : then (he plots,

then (he ruminates, then (he devifes : and what they

think in their hearts they may effed, they will break

their hearts but they will effed. Heav'n be prais'd

for my jealoufie ! Eleven o'clock the hour ; I will pre-

vent this, detedmy wife> be reveng'd on Falfiaff, and
laug^h
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laugh 2.1 Page: I will about it : better three hours too

foon, than a minute too late. Fie, fie, fie ; cuckold,

cuckold, cuckold ! [Exit,

SCENE XI.

Changes to Windfor Pari.

Enter Caius ^W Rugby.

Catus. "1 AC K Rugby!

J Rug. Sir.

Caius. Vat is de clock, Jack P

Rug. 'Tis pad the hour. Sir, that Sir Hugh promised

to meet.

Caius* By gar, he has fave his foul, dat he is no

come ; he has pray his pible well, dat he is no come :

by gar. Jack Rugby ^ he is dead already, if he be come.

Rug. He is wife. Sir ; he knew, your worlhip would

kill him, if he came.

Caius. By gar, de herring is not + (o dead as me
vill make him. Take your rapier. Jack j I vill tell

you how 1 will kill him.

Rug. Alas, Sir, I cannot fence.

Caius. Villany, take your rapier.

iJag-. Forbear ; here's company.

Enter mo^y Shallow, Slender ^zW Page.

Hoji. 'Blefs thee, bully Doaor.

Sbal. 'Save you, Mr. Dodlor Caius.

Page. Now, good Mr. Dodor.

Slen. Give you good morrow. Sir.

Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come
for?

HoJi. To fee thee fight, to fee thee foigne, to fee

thee traverfe, to fee thee here, to fee thee there, to fee

thee pafs thy pundlo, thy ftock, thy reverfe, thy dif-

tance, thy montant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian ? Is

he dead, my Fran^oyes ? ha, bully ? what fays my
JEfculap'ius ? my Galen ? my heart of elder ? ha ? is

he dead, buUy-ftale ? is he dead I

14 Quarto Edition, 1619, l^t.'Popt.

Caius*
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CaiuS' By gar, he is de coward Jack Prieji of de

vorld ; he is not (how his face.

Ho/i. Thou art a Cafialion-king Urinal : He^lor of
Greece, my boy.

C«/«j I pray you bear witnefs, that me have ftay fix

or feven, two, tree hours for him, and he is no come.
Shal. He is the wifer man, Mr. Dodlor ; he is a curer

of fouls, and you a curer of bodies : if you fhould fight,

you go againft the hair of your profeflions : Is it not

true, mafter Page ?

Page. Mafter Shalloiv, you have yourfelf been a

great fighter, tho' now a man of peace.

Shal. Body kins, Mr. Page, tho' I now be old, and

of peace, if I fee a fword out, my finger itches to make
one ; tho' we are juftices, and dofiors, and church-

men, Mr. Page, we have fome fak of our youth in us

;

we are the fons of women, Mr. Page.

Pa^e. 'Tis true, Mr. Shallo-M.

Shal. It will be found fo, Mr. Page. Mr. Doflcr

Caius, I am come to fetch you home ; I am fworn of

the peace ; you have {hew'd yourfelf a wife phyllcian,

and Sir Hugh hath fhown himfelf a wife and patient

church-man : you muft go with me, Mr. Dodor.
Ho^. Pardon, gueft-juftice ; a word, Monfieur mock-

water.

Cazus. Mock-vater ? vat is dat ?

Hoji. Mock-water, in our Englilh tongue, is valour^

bully.

Caius. By gar, then I have as much mock-vater as

de Englifhmatty fcurvy-jack-dog-prieft ; by gar, me
vill cut his ears.

Hojl. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully.

Caius. Clapper de-claw ? vat is dat ?

HoJl. That is, he will make thee amends.

Caius. By gar, me do look, he fhall clapper-de-claw

xne ; for by gar, me vill have it.

Hoji. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag.
Caius. Me tank you for dat.

Hofl. And moreover, bully : but firft, Mr. Gucff,

and Mr. Page^ and eek Camaliero Shnder, go you
through the town to Frogvtore,
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Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ?

Hoji. He is there ; fee, what humour he is in ; and

I will bring the Dodor about the fields : will it do well ?

Shal. We will do it.

Jll. Adieu, good Mr. Do£lor.

{Exeunt Page, Shallow ^2«^ Slender.

Caias. By gar, me vill kill de prieft ', for he fpeak

for a]ack-an-ape to Jnne Page.

Uoji. Let him die j but, firH, fheath thy impatience

;

throw cold water on thy choler j go about the fields

with me through Frogmore ; 5 I will bring thee where

miftrefs Jnne Page is, at a farm-houfe a feafting j and

thou flialt woo her. Cry aim, faid I well ?

5 I ivill bring thee nvhere Anne Page is, at a farm-houfe a
feajiing-^ and thou jhalt tvoo her, cry'd game, /aid I well FJ
Mr. Theciald alters this nonfenfe to try d game ; that is, to noii-

fenfe of aworfe complexion. Shakefpear wrote and pointed thus,

CRY AIM, faid Itvell? i. e. confent to it, approve of it. Have

not I made a good propofal ? for to cry aim fignifies to confent to,

'or approve of any thing. So again in this play, p, 263, At:d to

thefe violentproceedings allmy neighbours jhall cry aim, i, e. ap-

prove them. And again in King Johr:, Ail 2. Scene z.

It ill becomes this prcfnce to cry aim
To thefe ill-tuned repetitio-ns,

i. e. to approve of, or encourage them. The phrafe was taken,

originally, from archery. "When any one had challenged pother

tO'fhoot at the butts (the perpetual diverfion, as well as exercife,

of that time) the ftanders-by ufed to fay one to the other. Cry

aim, i. e. accept the challenge. Thus Beaunr.nt and Fletcher, in

the Fair maid of the inn, Aft 5, make the Duke fay,

^ mvfi 1 cry aime
To this unheard of infolence ——

—

/. e. encourage it, and agree to the requeft of the duel, which one

of his fubjeds had infolently demanded againft the other. But

here it is remarkable, that the fenfelefs editors not knowing what

to make of the phrafe Cry aim, read it thus,

„ mitfi I cry a i - m e : As if it was a note of

interjeftion. So again Majfinger m his Guardian,

I 'will CRY AIM, and in another foom

Determine of my •vengeance ——————
And again, in his Renegado,

to play the Pander
To the Viceroy'' s ioofe embraces, and CRY AIM,
While he by force or- fiattery — -

But the Oxford Editor transforms it to C9ck 6" tV Game ; and his

improvements of ^hakefpear''s language abound with thefe modeEH

elegancies of fpeech, fuch as Mynheers, Bull-baitings, &c.
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Caius. By gar, me tank you vor dat : by gar, *

love you ; and I {hall procure 'a you de good guefl ;

de Earl, de Knight, de Lords, de Gentlemen, my
patients.

Boji. For the which I will be thy adverfary toward
Jlnne Page : faid 1 well ?

Catus. By gar, 'tis good ; veil faid.

Hoji. Let us wag then.

Caius, Come at my heels, Jack Rugby. [Exeunt.

ACT. III. SCENE. I.

Frogmore, near Windfor.

Enter Evans and Simple.

Evans. T Pray you now, good matter SJender's fer-

X vingman, and friend Simple by your name,
which way have you look'd for mafter Caius, that calls

himfelf Doaor of Phyfick ?
Simp, Marry, Sir, tne Pittynvary, the Park-nx^ard,

every way, old Windfor way, and every way but the

town way.

E<va. I moft fehcmently defire you, you will alfo

look that way.
Simp. I will. Sir.

E'va. 'Plefs my foul, how full of chollars I am, and
trempling of mind ! I fhall be glad, if he have de-

ceiv'd me ; how melanchollies 1 am ; I will knog his

urinals about his knave's coftard, when 1 have good
opportunities for the ork : 'Plefs my foul

!

\Sings, being afraid*
' Byjhalloiv ri'vers, to ivhofe falls

Melodious birds fing madrigalls ;

^Ihere nxjtll <we make our peds of rofes i

^nd a thoufand n^ragrant poftes.

By

I By Jhal/oiv rivers, &c.] This is part of a beautiful little

poem of the author's, which poem, and the anfwer to it, the

reader will not be difpleafed to find here.

rbe
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By Ihalloiu 'Mercy on me ! I have a great difpofi-

tions to cry. Melodious birdsfing madrigalls When
as

The Vajftonate shepherd to his Lo<ve,

Live with me, and be my Love,

And we will all the Pleafure prove.

That Hills and Vallies, Dale and Field,

And all the craggy Mountains yield.

There will we fit upon the Rocks,

And fee the Shepherds feed their Flocks,

By fhallow Rivers, by whofe Falls

Melodious Birds fing Madrigalls.

There will I make thee Beds of Rofes,

With a thoufand fragrant Pofies
j

A Cap of Flowers, and a Girdle

Imbroider'd all with leaves of Myrtle
j

A Gown made of the fineft Wool,

Which from our pretty Lambs we pull

}

Fair lined Slippers for the cold.

With Buckles of the pureft Gold
j

A Belt of Straw, and Ivie Buds,

With Coral Clafps, and Amber Studs.

And if thefe Pleafures may thee move.

Then live with me, and be my Love.

The Shepherds Swains fhall dance and fing.

For thy Delight each May Morning.

If thefe Delights thy mind may move.

Then live with me, and be my Love.

fhe l^ymph's Reply to the Shepherd,

If that the World and Love were young,

And Truth in every Shepherd's Tongue
j

Thefe pretty Pleafures might me move.

To live with thee, and be thy Love.

Time drives the Flocks from Field to Fold,

When Rivers rage, and Rocks grow cold
j

And Philomel becometh dumb.

And all complain of Cares to come
;

The Flowers do fade, and wanton Fields

To wayward Winter reckoning yields.

A honey Tongue, a Heart of Gall, ,

Is Fancy's Spring, but Sorrow's Fall.

Thy Gowns, thy Shoes, thy Bed of Rofes,

Thy Cap, thy Girdle, and thy Pofies :

Some break, feme wither, fome forgotten.

In Folly ripe, in Reafon rotten.

Thy Belt of Straw and Ivie Buds,

Thy Coral Clafps and Amber Studs,
All
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«j Ifat in Pabilon ; . and a thou/and vragrant
fojies. By/halloiv, &c.

Simp. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh.
Enja. He's welcome. By Jhallavj ri<versy to ixihofe

falL
Heav'n profper the right f what weapons is he ?

Simp. No weapons. Sir ; there comes my mafier,
Mr

.
Shallonoy and another gentleman from Frcgmors,

over the fiile, this way.
E^a. Pray you, give me my gown, or elfe keep it

in your arms.

SCENE ir.

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender.
Shal. How now, mailer Parfon ? good morrow, good

Sir Hugh. Keep a gamefter from the dice, and a good
Hudent from his book, and it is wonderful.

Slen. hh., fvveet Anne Page I

Page. Save you, good Sir Hugh.
E'va. 'Plefs you from his mercy -fake, all of you.
Sha/. What ? the fword and the word ? do you

fludy them both, Mr. Parfon ?

P^ge. And youthful ftill, in your doublet ^nd hofe,
this rav/-rheumatick day ?

E'va. There is reafons and caufes for it.

Page. V/e are come to you, to do a eood olHc e.

Mr. Parfon.

Eva. Ferry well : what is it ?

Page. Yonder is a moft reverend gentleman, who,
belike, having received wrong by fome perfon, is at

moll odds with his own gravity and patience, that
ever you faw.

Sha/. 1 have liv'd fourfcore years, and upward ; I

never heard a man of his place, gravity and learning,

fo wide of his own refpedl.

All thefe in me no means can move.
To come to thee, and be thy Love.
But could Youth laft, and Love ftill breed.
Had Joys no date, and Age no need :

Then thefe Delight* my Mind might move.
To hve with thee, and be thy Love.
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E'va. What is he ?

Page. I think, you know him ; Mr. Doflor Caius,

the renowned French phyfician.

E'va. Got*s will, and his palTion of my heart ! I had

as lief you (hould tell me of a mefs of porridge.

Page. Why ?

E'va. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and

'Galen ; and he is a knave befides ; a cowardly knave

as you would defire to be acquainted withal.

fage. I warrant you, he's the man fhould fight with

him.
' Slen. O, fweet Anne Page f

SCENE III.

Enter Hoft, Caius, and Rugby.

'Shal. It appears fo, by his weapons : keep them afun-

«der : here comes Doftor Caius.

Page. Nay, good Mr. Parfon, keep in your weapon.'

Sha/. So do you, good Mr Dodor.

Ho/i. Difarrti them, and let them queftion ; let them

keep their limbs whole, and hack our Englijh.

Caius. I pray you, let-a me fpeaka word with your

tar : wherefore vili you not meet-a me ?

Ei'a. Pray you, ufe your patience in good time.

Caius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog,

John ape.

E'va. Pray you, let us not be laughing-ftocks to

other mens humours : I defire you in friend(hip, and

will one way or other make you amends ; I will knog
your urinal about your knave's cogs comb * for mif-

fing your meetings and appointments.

Caius. Diable ! Jack Rugby, mine Ho(i dejarterre^

have I not ilay for him, to kill h:m } have I not, at

de place I did appoint ?

E'va. As I am a chriftian's foul, now look you,

this is the place appointed ; I'll be judgment by mine
Hoft of the Garter.

/io/?. Peace, I fay, Gallia and Gauly French and
. Welchy foul-curcr and body-curer.

a Thefe words are added from the iirft edition, Mr. Fope,

Caiut,
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Caius. Ay, dat is very good, excellent.

Hoji. Peace, I fay ; hear mine Hoftof the Garter.

Am I politick ? am I fabtle ? am I a Machia'vel? ihall

I lofe my Dodor ? no ; he gives me the potions and

the motions. Shall I lofe my Parfon ? my Prieft ?

my Sir Hugh ? no ; he gives me the proverbs and

the no verbs. Give me thy hand, terreftrial ; fo :

Give me thy hand, celeftial ; {0. Boys of art, I have

deceiv'd you both : I have directed you to wrong

places : your hearts are mighty, your skins are whole,

and let burnM fack be the iffue. Come, lay their

fwords to pawn. Follow me, lads of peace, follow,

follow, follow.

Shal Trull me, a mad hoft. Follow, gentlemen,

follow.

Slen. O, fweet Anne Page !

{Exeunt Shal. Slen. Page and Hoil.

Caius, Ha ! do 1 perceive dat ? have you make

a-de-fot of us, ha, ha ?

Eva. This is well, he has made us his vlouting-

llog. I defire you, that we may be friends ; and let

us knog our prains together to be revenge on this

fame fcald-fcurvy-cogging companion, the Hoft of the

Garter.

Caius. By gar, with all my heart ; he promife to

bring me where is Anne Page ; by gar, he deceive me

too.

E'va. Well, I will fmite his noddles ; pray you,

follow. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

The Street, in Windfor.

Enter Mijirefs Page, and Robin.

Mrs.P^f^.TVTAY, keep your way, little gallant;

r\ you were wont to be a follower, but

now you are a leader. Whether had you rather lead

mine eyes, or eye your mafter's heels ?

Rob. 1 had rather, forfooth, go before you hke a

man, than i'ollow him like a dwarf.

Mrs. Page. O, you arc a flattering boy ; now, I fee

you'll be a Courtier. ^^^''^
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Enter Ford

.

Ford. Well met, miftrefs Page ; whither go you ?

Mrs. Page. Truly, Sir, to fee your wife ; is Ihe at

home ?

Ford. Ay ; and as idle as (he may hang together,

for want of company ; I think, if your hufbands were

dead, you two would marry.

Mrs. Page. Be fure of that, two other hufbands.

Ford. Where had you this pretty weather- cock ?

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his name
is my hulband had him of : what do you call your

Knight's name, firrah ?

RoL Sir John Fa//}af.

Ford. Sir John Falftaff ?

Mrs. Page. He, he ; lean never hit on's name ;

there is fuch a league between my good man and he.

Is your wife at home, indeed ?

Ford. Indeed, (he is.

Mrs. Page, ^y your leave, Sir ; I am iick, till I

fee her. {Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin.

S C E N E V.

Ford. Has Page any brains ? hath he any eyes ? hath

he any thinking ? fure, they fleep ; he hath no ufe of
them. Why, this boy will carry a letter twenty mile,

as eafy as a cannon will (hoot point-blank twelve-fcore;

he pieces out his wife's inclination ; he gives her folly

motion and advantage ; and now (he's going to my
wife, and Faljiaff'^ boy with her. A man may hear
this (hower (ing in the wind : and Faljiaff^s boy with
her ! good plots ; they are laid, and our revoked
wives (hare damnation together. Well, I will take
him, then torture my wife i pluck the borrow'd veil

of moderty from the (b feeming miftrefs Page^ divulge

Page himfelf for a fecure and wilful ASieon^ and to

thefe violent proceedings all my neighbours (hall

cry aim. The clock gives me my cue, and my af-

furance bids me fearch ; there I (hall find Faljiaff: I
(hall be rather praifcd for this, than mocked ; for it is

as pofitive as the earth is firm, that Falf.affis there ; I
will go.

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

*To hifttf Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoft, Evans,

and Caius.

Shal. Page, &c. Well met, Mr. Ford.

Ford. Truft me, a good knot : I have good cheer

at home, and, I pray you, all go with me.
S.ha/. I muft excufe myfelf, Mr. Ford.

S/e». And (o rauft I, Sir ; we have appointed to

dine with Mrs. Jnne, and I would not break with her

for more money than I'll fpeak of.

SbaL We have lingered about a match between Jkjic

Paaf and my coufin Slender^ and this day we fliall have
Gur anfwer.

S>len. I hope, I have your good will, father Page,

Page. You have, Mr. Slender ; I ftand wholly for

you ; but my wife, mafter Doftor, is for you, [akoge-

t3ier,

Caius. Ay, by gar, and de maid is love-a-me : ray

nurfh-a-.^tt/V/^/)' ^^^^ i^e fo mufh.

Hoft. What fay you to young Mr. Fenton ? he ca-

pers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, ? he writes

verfes, he fpeaks holy -day, he fmells April and May :

be will carry't, he will carry't ; 'tis in his buttons, he

will carry't.

Page. Not by my confent, I promife you : the Gen-
tleman is of no Having, he kept company with the wild

Prince and Poinz: he is of too high a region, he knows

too much ; no, he fhall not knit a knot in his fortunes

with the finger of my fubftance. If he take her, let

him take her fimply ; the wealth I have waiis on my
confent, and my confent goes not that way.

Ford. I befeech you, heartily, fome of you go

home with me to dinner ; befides your cheer you Ihall

3 He ivn'tes verfes, he fpeaks holy-day.] /". e. in a high-flcwn,

fuftian ftile. It was called a holy-day Jiile, from the old cuftom

of acting their Farces of the myfieries and moralities, which were

turgid and bombaft,on holy-days. So in Much ado about nothing.^*

I cannot nvco in feftival terms. And again in the Merchant ofVe-
nice, I thou fpcnd'fT fu(h high-day wit in praifmg him,

have
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have fport ; I will (hew you a monfter. Mr. Dodor,
you (hall go ; fo ihall you, Mr. Pa^e ; and you. Sir

Hugh.

Shal. Well, fare you well, we fhall have the freer

wooing at Mr. Page's.

Cuius. Go home, John Rugby , I come anon.

HoJ}. Farewel, my hearts : I will to my honeft
Knight Faljiaff", and drink Canary with him.

Ford. I think, I {hall drink in Pipe-wine firft with
him : I'll make him dance. Will you go, gentles ?

J/L Have with you to fee this monfter. {^Exeunt.

SCENE Ylh

Changes to FordV Houfe.

Enter Mrs. Ford, Mrs. Page, and Sernjants

^juith a basket.

Mrs. fW. T T 7HAT, John! what, Robert!

VV Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly : is

the buck-basket— .

Mrs. Ford. I warrant What, Robin, I fay.

Mrs. Page. Come, come, come.
Mrs. Ford. Here, fet it down.
Mrs. Page. Give your men the charge, we muft be

brief.

Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John and
Robert, be ready here hard-by in the brew- houfe, and
when I fuddenly call on you, come forth, and without
any paufe or daggering take this basket on your
Ihoulders ; that done, trudge with it in all halle, and
carry it among the whitfters in Datchet-Mead, and
there empty it in the muddy ditch clofe by the Thames
fide.

Mrs. Page, You will do it ?

Mrs. Ford. I ha* told them over and over ; they
lack no diredion. Be gone, and come when you
are call'd.

Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin,

Vol. I. N E„tfr



266 The Merry Wives of Windsor.
Enter Robin.

Mrs. Ford. + How now, my Eyas-musket, what
news with you ?

Rol>. My mafter Sir John is come in at your back-

door, mirtrefs Ford, and requefts your company.
Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you been

Crue to us ?

Hob. Ay, I'll be fworn ; my mafter knows not of

your being here, and hath threaten'd to put me into

cverlalling liberty, if I tell you of it ; for he fwears,

he'll turn me away.

Mrs. Page. Thou'rt a good boy ; this fecrefy of

thine fhall be a tailor to thee, and fhall make thee

a new doublet and hofc. I'll go hide me.

Mrs. Ford. Do (o; go tell thy mailer, I am alone;

miftrels Page^ remember you your cue. [Exit Robin.

Mrs. Page. I warrant thee ; if I do not adl it, hifs

me. [Exii Mrs. Page.

Mrs. Ford. Go to then ; we'll ufe this unwholfome

humidity, this grofs watry punripion—— we'll teach him

to know turtles from jays.

SCENE VIII.

E»ter FalftafF.

FaL Have I caught thee, my heav'nly jewel ? why,
r.ow let me die : for I have liv'd long enough : this is

the period of my ambition : O this blclTed hour !

Mrs. Ford. O fweet Sir Jo/pn f

FaL Mrs. Ford, I cannot cog ; I cannot prate, mif-

trefs Ford: now fhall 1 fm in my wifh. I would, thy

4 Hoiv K01V, my Eyas-musket,] Eyas is a young unfledg'd

hawk. I fuppoie from the Italian Niafo, which originally figni-

fied any young bird taken from the neft unfledg'd, afterwards, a

yoiing hawk. The French, from hence, took their viais, and

ufed it in both thofe fignifications j to which they added a third,

metaphorically a filly fclloiv 5 un garccn fort niais, un ntais.— - Musket fignines a fparroiv-kaivk, or the fmalleft fpecies of

hawks. This too is from the Italian Mujchetto, a fmall hawk,

as appears from the original iignification of the word, namely,

a troubUjcr-:s fiir.ging fiy. So that the humour of calling the

little page an Eyas-musket is very intelhgible.

hufband
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hufband were dead ; I'll fpeak it before the bell lord, I

would make thee my lady.

Mrs. Ford. I your lady. Sir John ? alas, I (hould

be a pitiful lady.

Fal. Let the Court of France fliew me fuch ano-

ther ; I fee how thine eye would emulate the diamond ;

thou haft the right arched bent of the brow, 5 that

becomes the fliip-tire, the tire-vailant, or any 'tire of

Venetian admittance.

Mrs. Ford,

5 that becomes the Jhip-tire^ the tire-v A L l A N T, or

any Venetian attire.] The old Quarto reads, Tire-'vellet, and the

old Folio reads. Or any tire of Venetian admittance. So that the

true reading of the whole is this, That becomes the pip-tire,

the tire-v a i l A N T, or ary ''tire of Venetian admittance.

The fpeaker tells his miftrefs, ihs had a face that would become

all the head-dreffes in fafhion. Hht pip-tire was an open head-

drefs, with a kind of fcarf depending from behind. Its name of

pip-tire was, I prefume, from its giving the wearer fome re-

femblance of 2i pip (as Shakcfpear fays) in all her trim: with all

her pennants out, and flags and ftreamers flying. Thus Milton,

in Sampfon Agonijiez, paints Dalila.

But lobois this, nuhat thing of fea or land?

Female of fex it feems.

That fo bcdeckt, ornate andgay.
Comes this ivay failing

Like aftatelypip
Of Tarfus, boundfor th' IJles

Of Javan or Gadier,

With all her bravery on, and tackle trim.

Sails fird, and Jireamers tvaving.

Courted by all the -winds that hold them play.

This was an image familiar with the poets of that time. Thus
£eaumont and Fletcher, in their play of Wit ivithout money,—— —She fpreads fattens as the King's pips do canvas every

Kvhere, pe may fpace her mi/en j Sec. This will direfl us to

reform the following word of tire-valiant, which I fufpedl to be

corrupt, valiant being a very incongruous epithet for a woman's

head-drefs. I fuppofe Shake/pear wrote tire-vailant. As the

pip -ti r e wzs an open head-drefs, fo the tire-vailant was a clofe

one ; in which the head and breaft were covered as with a vai7.

And thefe were, in fa£l, the two diff-'erent head-drefles then in

fafhion, as we may fee by the pidlures of that time. One of "which

was fo open, that the whole neck, breafts and flioulders, were open'd

to view : the other, fo fecurely inclofed in kerchiefs, &c. that

notl^ng could be feen above the eyes or below the chin.

> I — cr any Venetian attire. ] This is a v/rong reading,

N a as
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Mrs. For^. A plain kerchief. Sir yohn : my brows

become nothing elfe, nor that well neither.

Fa/. Thou art a traytor to fay fo ; thou would'ft

make an abfolute Courtier ; and the firm fixure of thy

foot would give an excellent motion to thy gate, in a

femi-cirded farthingale. I fee what thou wert; if for-

tune thy foe were not, nature is thy friend : come,

thou canft not hide it.

Mrs. For^. Believe me, there's no fuch thing in me.

Fa/. What made me love thee ? let that perfuade

thee, there's fomething extraordinary in thee. Come,
I cannot cog, and fay, thou art this and that, like

a-many of thefe lifping haw-thcrn buds, that come
Jike women in mens apparel, and fmell like Buc/i/ers-

Bury in fimpling time; I cannot : but I love thee,

none but thee ; and thou dcferveft it.

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me. Sir; I fear you love

mil^refs Page.

Fa/. Thou might'ft as well fay, I love to walk by
the Counter-o2i.it J which is as hateful to me as the reck

of a lime-kiln.

Mrs. Ford. Well, heav'n knows how I love you,

.and you (hall one daj find it.

Fa/. Keep in that mind ; I'll defsrve it.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I mull tell you, fo you do ; or

elfe I could not be in that mind.

Rob. {^n.vit/sin.'] M\^rtk Ford, miflrefs Ford, here's

Hiiftrefs Page at the door, fvveating, and blowing, and

looking wildly, and would needs fpeak with you pre-

fently.

aJLappears from the impropriety of the word attire here ufed

for a woman's head-drcfs : whereas it fignifies the drefs of any part.

We fhould read therefore. Or any 'tire of Venetian admittance.

For the word attire, reduced by the Aphaerefis, to ''tire, takes a

new fignification, and means only the head-drefs. Hence Tire~

•woman, for a drefler cf the head. As to the meaning of the

latter part of the fentence, this may be feen by a paraphrafe of

the whole, fpeech. —— Your face is fo good, fays the fpeaker,

that it would become any head-drefs worn at court, either the •

open or the clofe, or indeed any rich and fafhionable one worth
adorning with Venetian point, or lohnh ivill admit to be adorned.

[Of Venetian admittance] The fafhionable lace, at that time,

was Venetian point,

Fal,
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Fal. She Ihall not fee me ; I will enfconce me behind

the arras.

Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do To ; fhe's a very tattling

woman. [^Mz^t hides himfelf,

SCENE IX.

Enter Mifirefs Page.

What's the matter ? how now ?

Mrs. Page. O miftrefs Ford, what have you done ?

you're (ham'd, y'are overthrown, you are undone for

ever.

Mrs. Ford. What's the matter, good miftrefs Page?
Mrs. Page. O well-a-day, miftrefs Ford, having an

honeft man to your hufband, to give him fuchxraufe of
fufpicion !

Mrs. Ford. What caufe of fufpidon ?

Mrs. Page. What caufe of fufpicion ? out upon yoo >?

how am I miftook in you ?

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas ! what's the matter ?

Mrs. Page. Your hufband's coming hither, woman,
with all the officers in Witid/or, to fearch for a gentle-

man, that, he fays, is here now in the houfe, by your
confent, to take an ill advantage of his abfence. Yoa
are undone.

Mrs. Fvrd. Speak louder i^Jids^ 'Tis not ^o,

I hope.

Mrs. Page. Pray heav'n it be not fo, that you have
fuch a man here ; but 'tis mod certain, your hnfband's
coming with half^/«^r at his heels, to fearch for fuch
a one. I come before to tell you : if you know your
felf clear, why, I am glad of it ; but if you have a
friend here, convey, convey him out. Be not amaz'd,
call all your fenfes to you, defend your reputation, or
bid farewel to your good life for ever.

Mrs. Ford. What fiiall I do ? there is a gentleman,
my dear friend ; and I fear not mine own fliame, fo
much as his peril, I had rather than a thoufand pound,
he were out of the houfe.

Mrs. Page. For fhame, never ftand you had rathery
and you had rather ; your huft:and'$ here at hand ;

N 3 bethink
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bethink you of fome conveyance, in the houfe you

cannot hide him. Oh, how have you deceiv'd me?
look, here is a bafliet, if he be of any reafonable fta-

ture, he may creep in here, and throw foul linnen upon

him, as if it were going to bucking : or it is whiting

time, fend him by your two men to Dafchet-mea.d.

Mrs. Ford. He's too big to go in there : what fliall

I do?
Re-enUr FalftafF.

FaL Let me fee't, let mefee't, O let me fee't ; I'll

an, I'll in ; follow your friend's counfel ; I'll in.

Mrs. Pffge. What! Sir JohnFalfiaff? are thefe

your letters. Knight ?

FaL I love thee, help me away ; let me creep in

here : I'll never

\}le goss into the hajket^ they cover him tvithfoullinnen,

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your mafter, boy : call

your men, miftrefs Ford. You diffembling Knight

!

Mrs. Ford. What, John, Robert, John, go take up

thefe cloaths here, quickly. Where's the cowl-ftafF ?

look, how you drumble : carry them to the landrels in

Datc':£t-mzdid I quickly, come.

SCENE X.

Enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Evans.

Ford. Pray you, come near ; if I fufpeft without

caufe, why then make fport at me, then let me be your

jcft, I deferve it. How now? whither bear you this?

Serv. To the landrefs, forfooth.

Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whither they

bear it ? You were beft meddle with buck-walhing.

Ford. Buck? I would, I could, waih myfelfofthe

buck : buck, buck, buck ? ay, buck : I warrant you,

buck, and of the feafon too, it (hall appear. [Exeunt

Servants nviih the hajket.] Gentlemen, I have dream'd

to night, I'll tell you my dream : here, here, here be

jTiy keys : afceud my chambers, fearch, feek, find out.
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1^11 warrant, we'll unkennel the fox. Let me (lop this

way firft. ^ So, now uncape.

Page. Good mailer Foni, be contented : you wrong
your felf too much.

Ford. True, mafler Page. Up, gentlemen, you (hall

fee fport anon ; follow me, gentlemen.

Evans. This is ferry fantaftical humours and jea^

loufies.

Caius. By gar, 'tis no the fa(hion of Frame i it is

not jealous in France

Page, Nay, follow him, gentlemen, fee the ilTue of

his fearch. {FxeunC

SCENE xr.

Manent Mip-efs Page and Mifirefs Ford.

Mrs Page. Is there not a double excellency in this ?

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleafes me better, that

my hufhand is deceiv'd, or Sir John.

Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when your

hufband aik'd who was in the baiket !

Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will have need of

wafhing ; fo throwing him into the water will do him a

benefit.

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dilhoneft rafcal ; I would, all

of the fame drain were in the fame diilrefs.

Mrs. Ford. I think, my hufband hath fome fpecial

fufpicion of Faljiaff^^ being here ! I never faw him fo

grofs in his jealoufie till now..

Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to try that, and we wil!

yet have more tricks with Faljiaff : his diiiblute difeafc

will fcarce obey this medicine.

Mrs. Ford. Shall we fend that foolifh carrion, miflrefs

Richlyf to him, and excufe his throwing into the wa-
ter, and give him another hope, to betray him to ano-

ther punifnment ?

^So, noiv uncape.] So the Fclio of 1623 reads, and rightJy,

It is a term in Fox- hunting, \vliich fignifies to dig out the Fox:

when earth'd. And liere is as much as to fay, take out the foul

linnen under which the adulterer lies hid. The Oxford Editor
reads uncouple, out of pure love to an emendation,

N 4 Mrs.
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Mrs. Page. We'll do it ; let him be fcnt for to-

morrow by eight a clock, to have amends.

Re-enter Ford, Page, ^c.
Ford. I cannot find him ; may be, the knave bragg*d

of that he could not compafs.

Mis. Page. Heard you that ?

Mrs Ford. I, I ; peace : You ufe mc well, mailer

lordf do you ?

Ford. Ay, ay, I do fo.

Mrs. Ford. Hcav'n make you better than your

thoughts \

Ford. Amen.
Mrs. Page. You do your fclf mighty wrong, Mr.

Fcrd.

Ford. Ay, ay ; I muft bear it.

E'va. If there be any pody in the houfe, and in the

chambers, and in the coffers, and in the prefTes, hcav'n

forgive my fins

!

Catus. 'By gar, nor I too ; there is no bodies.

Page. Fie, fie, Mr. Ford, are you not afham'd ? what
fpirit, what devil fuggefts this imagination ? I would

'not ha' your diilemper in this kind, for the wealth of

iyindfor Cajlle.

Ford, 'Tis my fault, Mr. Page : I fuffer for it.

Ft'a. You fufFcr for a pad confcience ; your wife is

as honell a 'omans, as I will defires among five thou-

fard, and five hundred too.

Caius. By gar, I fee, 'tis an honefl woman.
Ford. Well, I promis'd you a dinner ; come, come,

^alk in the park. I pray you, pardon me ; I will

hereafter make known to you, why I have done this.

Come, wife ; come, miftrefs Page 5 I pray you pardon

ine : pray heartily, pardon me.

Page. Let's go in, gentlemen ; but truft me, v,?e'll

meek him. I do invite you to morrow morning to my
houfe to breakfail ; after, wu'Vl a birding together ; 1

have a fine hawk for the bufn. Snail it be fo ?

Ford. Any thing.

E'va. U there is one, I fhall r.iake two in the com-

pany.

Caius. If there be one or two, I ihallmake-a de turd.

Fva»
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E*va. In your teeth, for Ihamc.

Ford. Pray you go, Mr. Page.

E'va. I pray you now, remembrance to morrow on

the loufie knave, mine Hoft.

Caius, Dat is good, by gar, with all my heart.

Eva. A loufie knave, to have his gibes, and hi*

mockeries. [^Exeunt.

S C E N E XII.

Changes to Page'i houfe.

Enter Fenton and Mrs. Anne Page.

Fent. T See, I cannot get thy father's love ;
^

i Therefore no more turn me to him, fweet

Nan.

Jnne. Alas ! how then ?

Fen. Why, thou muil be thy felf.

He doth objedl, I am too great of birth ;

And that my ftatc being gall'd with my expence,

1 feek to heal it only by his wealth.

Befides thefe, other bars he lays before me.

My riots paft, my wild focieties

:

And tells me, 'tis a thing impofTible

I fhould love thee, bat as a property.

Jnne. May be, he tells you true.

Fent. No, heav*n fo fpeed me in my time to come !

Albeit, I will confefs, thy father's wealth)

Was the firft motive that I woo'd thee, Anne :

Yet wooing thee, I found thee of more value

Than ftamps in gold, or fums in fealed bags

;

And 'tis the very riches of thy felf

That now I aim at.

Jnne. Gentle Mr. Fenton,

Yet feek my father's love : ftill feck it, Sir

;

If opportunity and humbleft fuit

Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither;

[Fenton and Mijirefs Anne go apart

,

Ns SCENE
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SCENE XIII.

Enter Shallow, Slender, and Mijirefs Quickly.

^hal. Break their talk, miflrefs Richly ; my kinf-

man fliall fpeak for himfelf.

Shn.VW make a fhaft or a bolt on't : 'd*slid, 'tis

but venturing.

Shal. Be not difmay'd.

^kn. No, fhe Ihall not difmay me : I care not for

that, but that I am afFeard.

^ick. Hark ye, Mr. Slender would fpeak a word
with you.

Anne. I come to him. This is my father's choice,

O, What a world of vile ill-favour'd faults

Look handfome in three hundred pounds a year !

^dck. And how does good mafter Fenton ? pray

you, a word with you.

Shal. She's coming ; to her, coz. O, boy, thou

hadft a father

!

Skn. I had a father, Mrs. Anne-, my uncle can tell

you good jefts of him. Pray you, uncle, tell Mrs.

Jnne the jeft, how my father ftole two gecfe out of a

pen, good uncle.

Shal. Miftrefs Anne, my coufm loves you.

Blen. Ay, that I do, as well as I love any woman in

Gloucejler/hire.

Shal. He will maintain yon like a gentlewoman.

Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tail, under

the degree of a Squire.

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds

jointure.

Anne, Good mailer Shallown, let him woo for himfelf.

ShaL Marry, I thank you for it ; I thank you for

that. Good comfort \ fhe calls you, coz : I'll leave you.

Anne. Now, mailer Slender.

Slen. Now, good miftrefs Anne.

Anne, What is your will ?

Slen. My will ? od's heart-lings, that's a pretty jeft,

indeed, I ne'er made my Will yet, I thank heav'n ; I

am not fuch a fickly creature, I give heav'n praife.

Jnng*
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jinne. I mean, Mr. Slender, what would you with me?

Slen. Truly, for my own part, I would little or

nothing with you ; your father and my uncle have

made motions ; if it be my luck, fo ; if not, happy-

man be his dole ! they can tell you how things go,

better than I can ; you may alk your father ; here he

comes.

SCENE XIV.

Enter Page, and tnijirefs Page.

Page. Now, mafter ^/d-^^^r ; love him, daughter v^««^.

«— Why, how now ? what does mafter Fcnton here \

Vou wrong me, Sir, thus ftill to haunt my houfe :

I told you. Sir, my daughter is difpos'd of.

Fent. Nay, mafier Page, be not impatient.

Mrs. Page, Good Mailer Fcntont come not to my
child.

Page, She is no match for you,

Fent, Sir, will you hear me ?

Page, No, good mailer Fenton.

Come, mafier Shallow ; come, fon Slender, in.

Knowing my mind, you wrong me, mailer Fenton.

[Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Skndev,

^lick. Speak to mJilrefs Page.

Fent. Good miftrefs Page, for that I love your

daughter

In fuch a righteous fafliion as I do.

Perforce, againll all checks, rebukes and manners,

I mull advance the colours of my love.

And not retire. Let me have your good will.

jinne. Good mother, do not marry me to yon fool.

Mrs. Page. I mean it not, I feek you a better hulband.

^ich. That's my mailer, mailer Dodor.

7 Anne. Alas, I had rather be fet quick i'th' earth.

^ic. And bowi'dto death with turnips,

7 Anne. Alas, I had rather be fet quick Ttb" earth.

And bowi'dto death luitb turnips.

Can we think the fpeaker would thus ridicule her own impreca-

tion ? We may be fure the laft line ftould be given to the procu-

refs, S^Jckly, who would mock the young woman's averfion for

her mailer the Doiior,
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Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourfelf ; good maftcr
Fentottj

I will not be your friend nor enemy :

My daughter will I queftion how (he loves you,
And as I find her, fo am I afFe6ted.

'Till then, farewel. Sir ; fhe muft needs go in.

Her father will be angry. \_Exeunt Mrs. Page aW Anne.
Pent. Farewel, gentle miilrefs ; farewel, Nan.
^.ick. This is my doing now. Nay, faid I, will you

Caft away your child on a fool, and a phyfician ? look
on mafter Fenton : this is my doing.

Fenf. I thank thee ; and I pray thee, once to night
Give my fweet Nan this ring : there's for thy pains.

[Exit,
^tck. Now heav'n fend thee good fortune ! A kind

heart he hath, a woman would run through fire and
water for fuch a kind heart. But yet, I would my
mafler had miftrefs j^nne, or I would Mr. Slender had
her ; or, in footh, I would Mr. Fenton had her. I
will do what I can for them all three, for fo I have
promised ; and I'll be as good as my word, but fpe-

cioufly for Mr. Fenton. Well, I muft of another er-

rand to Sir John FalJIaf (rom my two miftreffes ,• what
a beafl am I to flack it ? \^Exit,

SCENE XV.

Changes to the Garter-Inn.

Enter FalftafF and Bardolph.

Fal. T^Jrdolphy I fay.

X3 Ba.rd. Here, Sir.

Pal. Go fetch me a quart of fack, put a toafl in*t.

[Exit Bard.] Havel liv'd to be carry'd, in a balket,

like a barrow of butchers' oiFal, and to be thrown into

the Thames ? well, if I be ferv'd fuch another trick,

I'll have my brains ta'en out and butter'd, and give

them to a dog for a new-year's gift. The rogues

flighted me into the river with as little remorfe as they

would have drown'd ^ bitch's blind puppies, fifteen

i'th* litter; and you may know, by my fize, that I

have a kind of alacrity in finking : if the bottom were

as
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as deep as hell, I fhould down. I had been drowned,

but that the fhore was (helvy and (hallow ; a death that

I abhor ; for the water fwells a man : and what a thing

fhould I have been, when I had beenfwell'd ? I fhould

have been a mountain of mummy.
Enttr Bardolph.

Now, is the Sack brew'd ?

Bard. Here's Mrs. ^ickfy. Sir, to fpeak with you.

FaL Come, let me pour in fome fack to the Ihames-

water ; for my belly's as cold as if I had fwallow'd

fnow- balls, for pills to cool the reins. Call her in.

Bard. Come in, woman.

SCENE XVI.

Enter Mrs. Quickly.

^ic. By your leave: I cry )0u mercy. Give your
worfhip good morrow.

FaL Take away thefe chalices ; go brew me a pottle

of fack finely.

Bard. With eggs. Sir ?

FaL Simple of itfclf : I'll no pullet-fperm in my
brewage. How now ?

^ic. Marry, Sir, I come to your worfhip from
miflrefs Ford.

Fal. Miftrefs Ford? I have had Ford enough ; I was
thrown into the Ford ; I have my belly full of Ford.

^/f . Alas the day .' good heart, that was not her
fault : fhe does fo take on with her men ; they miflook
their ereflion.

Fal. So did I mine, to build on a foolifh woman's
promife.

^ic. Well, fhe laments. Sir, for it, that it would
yern your heart to fee it. Her hufband goes this morn-
ing a birding ; fhe defires you once more to come to her
between eight and nine. I mult carry her word quickly ;

(he'll make you amends, I warrant you.

Fal. Well, I will vifit her ; tell her {<i, and bid her
think what a man is : let her confider his frailty, and
then judge of my merit.

^ic. I will tell her.

Fal, Do fo. Between nine snd ten fay'fl thou ?
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^ic. Eight and nine. Sir.

Fal. Well, be gone ; I will not mifs her.

^ic. Peace be with you. Sir. \^Exit,

Fal. I marvel, I hear not of mafter Brook ; he fcnt

me word to ftay within : 1 like his money well. Oh,
here he comes.

SCENE XVII.

Enter Ford.

Ford. Blefs you, Sir.

Fal. Now, mafter Brook, you come to know what
hath pafs'd between me and Ford^s, wife.

Ford. That, indeed, ^'wjohn, is my bufinefs.

Fal. Mailer Brook, I will not lie to you ; I was at

her houfe the hour (he appointed me.

Ford. And youfped, Sir ?

Fal. Very ill-favour'dly, mafter Brook.

Ford. How, Sir, did (he change her determination ?

Fal. No, mdi^tv Brook ; but the peaking cornuto her

hufband, m?.^QT Brook, dwelling in a continual larura of

jealoufie, comes me in the inftant of our encounter

;

after we had embrac'd, kifs'd, proteiled, and as it

were, fpoke the prologue of our comedy ; and at his

heels a rabble of his companions, thither provok'd and

inftigated by his diftemper, and, forfooth, to fearch his

houle for his wife's love.

Ford. What, while you was there ?

Fal. Vv'^hile I was there.

Ford, And did he fearch for you, and could not find

you ?

Fal. You fliall hear. As good luck would have it,

comes in one miftrcfs Page, gives intelligence of Fordz
approach, and ^ by her invention, and Fordh wife's di-

re^ion, they convey 'd me into abuck-baket.

Ford. A buck-balket?

Fal. Yea, a buck-bafl^et ; ramm'd me in with foul

8 by her imjention, and Ford'f -w//V'5 Distractio n,I
"We muflread Direction. For tho' the fpeaker might think
Fcrd^s wife much frighted at the approach of her iiuiband, yet he
is here fpeaking of the part which ftie bore in an artful contrivance

to deceive him.

fliiirts
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fhirts and fmocks, focks, foul (lockings, and greafie

napkins ; that, mafter Brook, there v/as the rankeft corn-

pound of villainous fmell, that ever offended noflril.

Fcrd. And how long lay you there ?

Fal. Nay, you (hall hear, mafter Brook, what I have

fuffer'd to bring this woman to evil for your good. Being

thus cramm'd in the basket, a couple of Ford's knaves,

his hinds, were call'd forth by their miftrefs, to carry

me in the name of foul cloaths to Datchet-lane ; they

took me on their flioulders, met the jealous knave

their mafter in the door, who afe'd them once or twice

what they had in their bafket ; I quak'd for fear, left

the lunatick knave would have fearched it ; but fate,

ordaining he ihould be a cuckold, held his hand.

Well, on went he for a fearch, and away went I for

foul cloaths ; but mark the fequel, mafter Brook ; I

fuiFer'd the pangs of three egregious deaths : firft, an

intolerable fright, to be deteded by a jealous rotten

bell weather ; next to be compafs'd like a good bilbo,

in the circumference of a peck, hilt to point, heel to

head ; and then to be ftopt in, like a ftrong diftilla-

tion, with ftinking cloaths that fretted in their own
grcafe : think of that, a man of my kidney ; think of

That, that am as fubje<5l to heat as butter ; a man of

continual difTolution and thaw ; it was a miracle to

'fcape fufFocation. And in the height of this bath, when

I was more than half ftew'd in greafe, like a Dutch

difti, to be thrown into the Thames, and cool'd glow-

ing hot, in thatfurge, like a horfe fhoe ; think of that

;

hiffing hot ; think of that, mafter Brook.

Ford. In good fadnefs, Sir, I am forry that for my
fake you fuffer'd all this. My fuit is then defperate;

you'll undertake her no more ?

Fal. Mafter Brook^ I will be thrown into JEtna, as I

have been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus. Her

huftjand is this morning gone a birding ; I have re-

ceiv'd from her another embaflie of meeting ; 'twixt

eight and nine is the hour, mafter Brook.

Ford. 'Tis paft eight already. Sir.

Fal. Is it ? I will then addrefs me to my appoint-

ment. Come to me at your convenient leifure, and

you
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you (hall know how I fpeed ; and the conclufion fhall

be crown'd with your enjoying her ; adieu, you Ihall

have her, mafter Brook ; matter Brook, you (hall cuckold

Ford. [Exit.

Ford. Hum ! ha ! is this a vifion ? is this a dream ? do

I fleep ? mafter Ford, awake ; awake, mafter Ford

;

there's a hole made in your beft coat, mafter Ford i

this *tis to be married ! this 'tis to have linnen and buck-

bafeets ! well, I will proclaim myfelf what I am ; I

will now take the leacher ; he is at my houfe ; he can-

not 'fcape me ; 'tis impoflible, he fliould ; he cannot

creep into a half-penny-purfe, nor|into a pepper- box.

But, left the devil that guides him ftiould aid him, I

will fearch impoflible places ; tho' what I am I cannot

avoid, yet to be what I would not, (hall not make me
tame : if 1 have horns to make one mad, let the pro-

verb go with me, I'll be horn-mad. [Exi/,

ACT lY. SCENE I.

Page'j Houfe.

Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Quickly, /z»i William.

Mrs.F^^^. TS he at Mr. Ford's already, think'ft

JL thou ?

^ic. Sure, he is by this, or will be prefently

;

but truly he is very courageous mad, about his throwing

into the water ; Mrs. Ford defires you to come fuddenly.

Mrs. Page. I'll be with her by and by ; I'll but

bring my young man here to fchool. Look, where

his mafter comes; 'tis a playing-day, I fee. How
now. Sir Hug^, no fchool to day ?

Enter Evans.

Eva. No ; mafter Slender is let the boys leave to

play.

^ic, Blefling of his heart

!

Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, my hufband fays, my fon pro-

fits nothing in the world at his book ; I pray you, aCi

him fome queftions in his Accidence,

E*vsi}
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. Enja. Come hither, William ; hold up your head,

^°tlrs. Page. Come on, Sirrah, hold up your head,

aiifwer your mafter, be not afraid.
. .

E<va. miliam, how many numbers is m nouns ?

W14. Two.
, , , ,

^ic. Truly, I thought there had been one number

moTe, becaufe they fay, od's nouns.
_

£cua. Peace your tatlings. V/hat is J^/r, A5? ////^»» ?

Wil. Pulcher.
. ^ .

^ic. Poulcats ? there are fairer thmgs than poui-

cats, fure.

E'va. You are a very fimplicity 'oman ; 1 pray you,

peace. What is Lapis, William ?

Wil A ftonc.

En)a. And what is a Hone, William ?

Wil. A pebble. .

£i;«.' No, it is lafis: I pray you, remember in yO"»ir

prain.

Wil Lapis^
. , ^,^.,,.

E-va. That is a good jr////^w : what is he, Wtlhamy

that does lend articles ? ,

Wil. Articles are borrow'd of the pronoun, and be

thus declined, fmgulariter nominat'injOy hie, hac, hoc.
^

Enja. Nominati'vo, hlg, hag, hog ; pray you, marrw :

geniti<vo, hujus : well, what is your ^ccx/fl/zx'^ <-^A
/*

Wil. Accufatlve, hinc.

Enja. I pray you, have your remembrance, cliiid ;

accifati'uey hung, hang, h-^g-

0uic Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I warrant you.

E^a. Leave your prabbks, 'oman. What is the

focative cofe, William ?

Wil- O, 'vocaii^uOt O.

E^va. Remember, William, facative is caret,

^ic. And that's a good root.

E-va. 'Oman, forbear.

^ Mrs. Page. Peace.

E'va. What is ycuv geniiit'S cafe plural, h lUiainf

Wil. Genitive caje ?

E--va. Ay.

WiL Gimtivt, horum, harum, horum,
^ ,



282 57;^MERRy Wives o/ Windsor.
^uic. 'Vengeance of Ginef^ cafe j fie on her ! never

hame her, child, if fhe be a whore.
E'va. For fhame, *oman.

J^«V. You do ill to teach the child fuch words : ha
teaches him to hick and to hack, which they'll do fad
enough of themfelves; and to call horum; fie upon
you

!

Eva. 'Oman, art thou lunacies ? haft thoa no un-
derftandings for thy cafes, and the numbers of the gen-
ders ? thou art as foolifh chriftian creatures, as I would
de/ire.

Mrs. Page. Pry 'thee, hold thy peace.

Eva. Shew me now,. William^ fome declenfions of
your pronouns.

IVil. Forfooth, I have forgot.

Eva. It is, quiy qua, quod', if you forget your quies,

your qu^es and your quods, you muft be preeches : go
you ways and play, go.

Mrs. Page. He is a better fcholar, than I thought he
was.

Eva. He is a good fprag memory. Farewell,, Mrs,,
Page.

Mrs. Page. Adieu, good Sir Hug^, Get you home,
boy. Come, we fiay too long. ^Exeunt..

SCENE II,

Changes to Ford'j Hou/e.

Enter FalftafF and Mrs. Ford.

PaL 71 y^Iftrefs Ford, your forrow hath eaten up my
IVi fufferance; I fee, you are obfequious in

your love, and I profefs requital to a hair's breadth ;

not only, miftrefs Ford, in the finiple office of love,

but in all the accoutrement, complement, and cere-

mony of it. But are you fure of your hu/band now ?

Mrs. Ford. He's a birding, fweet Sir John.
Mrs. Page, [jwitlhi.] V/iiat hoa, golTip Ford/ what

hoa I

Mrs. Ford, Step into the chamber, Sir John.

lExif FalftafF.

Efitgr
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Enter Mrs. Page.

Mrs. Pa^e, How now, fweet heart, who's at home

befides yourfelf ?

Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people.

Mrs. Page, Indeed ?
r jrj ^

Mrs F<7r^. No, certainly Speak louder, l^/afe^

Mrs. P^^^. Truly, I am fo glad you have no body

here.

Mrs. Ford. Why ?
, . j . • i,-

Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your hufband is m ms

old lunes again J he fo takes on yonder with my huf-

band, fo rails againft all married mankmd, lo curies

all E^e's daughters, of what complexion foever, and

fo buffets himfelf on the forehead, crying, peer-ouf,

peer-out f that any madnefs I ever yet beheld feem d

buttamencfs, civility, and patience, to this diftempcr

he is in new ; I am glad, the fat knight is not here.

Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him ?

Mrs Page. Of none but him ; and fwears, he was

carry'd out, the laft time he fearch'd for him, in a

bafkct; protefts to my hulband, he is now here ;
and

hath drawn him and the reft of their company from

their fport, to make another experiment of his lu.pi-

cion ; but I am glad, the knight is not here ; now he

Ihall fee his own foolery.

Mrs. Ford. How near is he, miftrefs Page ?

Mrs. Page. Hard by, at ftreet's end, he will be here

anon. . , • •.

Mrs. Ford. I am undone, the knight is here.

Mrs Pacre. Why, then thou art utterly fnam'd, and

he's but a dead man. What a woman are you ? away

with him, away with him ; better (hame than murther

Mrs. Ford. Which way Oiould he go ? how (hould 1

beftow him ? Hiall I put him into the bafket again ?

SCENE III.

Enter Falftaff.

Fal. No, ril come no more i'th' balket :
may I not

go out, ere he come ?
^ ^ t^ „ u

Mrs. Page. Alas ! alas ! three of mafter Ford s bro-

thers watch the door with piftols, that none fhould

lilue
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iflue out, othervvife you might flip away ere he came ;

but what make you here ?

Fal, What ihall 1 do ? I'll creep up into the chim-
ney.

^

Mrs. Ford. There they always ufe to difcharge their
bird ing- pieces ; creep into the kill- hole.

Fal. Where is it ?

Mrs. Ford. He will feek there, on my word : nei-
ther prefs, cofFer, cheft, trunk, well, vault, but he hath
an abftraft for the remembrance of fuch places, and
goes to them by his note ; there is no hiding vou in the
houfe.

Fal. I'll go out then.

^
Mrs. Ford. If you go out in your own femblance, you

die. Sir John, unlcfs you go out difguis'd. How might
we difguifehim ?

Mi^. Page. Alas-the day, I know not ; there is no
woman's gown big enough for him ; otherwife, he
might put on a hat, a muiHer, and a kerchief, and fo
cfcape.

Fal. Good heart, devife (bmething ; any extremity,
rather than mifch^ef.

Mrs. Fsrd. My maid's aunt, the fat woman oi Brain'
ford, has a gown above.

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will ferve him , fhe's

as big as he is, and.there's her thrum hat, and her
muffler too. Run up. Sir John.

Mrs. Fordy Go, go, fweet Sir John \ miflrefs Page
and I will look fome iinnen for your head.

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick, we'll come drefs yo-u

flraight ; put on the gown the while. \^Exit FalftafF.

Mrs. Ford. I would my huiband would meet him
in this fiiape ; he cannot abide the old woman of
Brainford ; he fwears, fhe's a witch, forbad her my
houfe, and hath threatned to beat her.

Mrs. Page. Heav'n guide him to thy hufband's
cudgel, and the devil guide his cudgel aftervvards

!

Mrs. Ford. But is my hufband coming ?

Mrs. Page. Ay, in good fadnefs, is he ; and talks

of the basket too, however he hath had intelligence.

Mrs. Fcrd. We'll try that ; for I'll appoint my men
to
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to carry the basket again, to meet him at the door

vvith it, as they did laft time.

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here prefently ; let's

go drefs him like the witch of Brainfard.

Mrs. Ford, I'll firft direct my men, what they fhall

do with the basket \ go up, Til bring linnen for him

ftraight.

Mrs. Vage. Hang him, dillioneft varlet, we cannot

Tnifufe him enough.

We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do.

Wives may be merry, and yet honeft too.

We do not act, that often jell and laugh :

'Tis old but true, Stillfivine eats all the draugh.

Mrs. ford. Go, Sirs, take the basket again on your

ihoulders ; your mailer is hard at door ; if he bid you
fet it down, obey him : quickly, difpatch.

[Exeunt Mrs. Page and Mrs. Ford.

Enter Seri'ants fwith the hajket.

1 Serv. Come, come, take up.

2 Sernj, Pray heav'n, it be not full of the knight

again.

I Ser'v. I hope not I had as lief bear fo much lead,

SCENE IV.

EftteKFord, Shallow, Page, Caius <?W Evans.

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, mailer Page, have

you any way then to unfool me again r fet down the baf-

ket, villain ; fomebody call my wife : youth in a basket ?

oh, you panderly rafcals ! there's a knot, a gang, a

pack, a confpiracy, againfl me: now (hall the devil be

fham'd. What! v/ife, I fay ; come, come forth, be-

hold what honeil deaths you fend forth to bleaching.

Page. ^ Why, this palles, mailer Ford, you are

EOt to go loofe any longer, you muil be pinnion'd.

En;a. Why, this is lunaticks j this is mad as a mad
dog. Enter

I Why, tkhfajfcs, Mr. Fot-d.] No phrafe occurs more fre-

quently in Shakefpear than this it pa/i, and — it

paff^i' It is n fed on all occafions treated in the familiar way, and
always conveys the ideaof exccfs : iio \\a.Xit pajj'ei fignifies it fur-

pajfes
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Enter Mrs. Ford.

Shal, Indeed, mailer Ford, this is not well, indeed.

Ford. So fay 1 too, Sir. Come hither, miftrefs Ford',

miftitfs Ford, the honeil woman, the modeft wife, the

virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool to her huf-

band ! I fufped without caufe, miftrefs, do I ?

Mrs. Ford. Heav'n be my witnefs, you do, if you
fufped me in any difhonefty.

Ford. Well faid, brazen- face ; hold it out : come
forth. Sirrah. \_Pulls the cloaths out of the basket.

Page. This pafTes.

Mrs. Ford. Are you not afliam'd ? let the cloaths

alone.

Ford. I ftiall find you anon.

E'va. 'Tis unreafonable ; will you take up your wife's

cloaths ? come away.

Ford. Empty the basket, I fay.

Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why •

Ford. Mafter Page, as I am a man, there was one
convey 'd out of my houfeyefterday in this basket ; why
may not he be there again ? in my houfe I am fure he

is ; my intelligence is true, my jealoufie is reafonable j

pluck me out all the linnen.

Mrs. Ford. If you fmd a man there, he fliall die a

flea's death.

Page. Here's no man.
Shal. By my fidelity , this is not well, mafter Ford ;

this wrongs you.

E-oa. Mafter Ford, you muft pray, and not follow

the imaginations of your own heart ; this is jealoufies.

Ford. Well, he's not here I feek for.

Page. No, nor no where elfe but in your brain.

Ford. Help to fearch my houfe this one time ; if I

find not what I feek, ftiew no colour for my extre-

pajfes all measurey imaginatio;i, or exprcjjion. And this is the fenfe

of the phrafe wherever it is ufed. EtigliJIsmen hate long fpeeches,

which hath made our tongue abound with half fentcnces, and,

what is more, with half words. It takes is another phrafe of

the fame kind, which modern ufe has rendered very intelligible,

yet in itfelf it is as ambiguous as it paJJ'es. The whole fentence

being — it talies or captivates the judgment, the fancy, the in-

tereft, the pafhons, ^c,
mity

;
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mity ; let me for ever be your table-fport ; let them

fay of me, as jealous as Fordf that fearcheth a hollow

wall-nut for his wife's leman. Satisfie me once more,

once more fearch with me.

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, mlllrefs PageT come you,

and the old woman down; my hufband will come into

the chamber.

Ford. Old woman ! what old woman's that ?

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brain^

ford.

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean ;

hive I not forbid her my houfe ? Ihe comes of errands,

does (he ? we are fimple men, we do not know what's

brought to pafs under the profeffion of fortune-telling.

She works by charms, by fpells, by th' figure; and
fuch dawbry as this is beyond our element ; we know
nothing. Come down, you witch ; you hag you,

come down, I lay.

Mrs Ford. Nay, good fweet hufband ; good gen-

tlemen, let him not ftrike the old woman.

SCENE V.

Enfer FalilafF in ivomens cloaths, and Mrs. Page.

Mrs. Page. Come, mother Praty come give me your
hand.

Ford. I'll Prat her. Out of my door, you witch !

\_Benis him'] you hag, you baggage, you poulcat, you
runnion ! out, our, out; I'll conjure you, I'll fortune-

tell you. lExit Fal.

Mrs. Page. Are you not afham'd? I think, you
have kiird the poor woman.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it; 'tis a goodly cre-

dit for you.

Ford. Hang her, witch.

E^va. By yseand no, I think, the 'oman is a witch
indeed : I like not when a 'oman has a great peard ;

I fpy a great peard under her muffler.

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen ? I befeech you,
follow ; fee but the iifue of my jealoufie ; if I cry out
thus upon no trail, never truft me when I open again.

Page.
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Page, Let's obey his humour a little further : come,

gentlemen. [Exeunt.

Mrs. Pag€. Truft me, he beat him moft pitifully.

Mrs. For^. Nay, by th' mais, that he did not ; he

beat liim moft unpitifully, methought.

?»/Irs. Page. I'll have the cudgel hailow'd and hung

o'er the altar ; it hath done meritorious fervice.

Mrs. Ftfr^. V/hat think you ? may we, with the war-

rant of woman- hood, and the witnefs of a good con«

fcience, purfue him with any further revenge?

Mrs. Page. The fpirit of wantonnefs is, fure, fcar'd

out of him; if the devil have him not in fee-fimple,

with fine and recovery, he will never, I think, in the

way of wafte, attempt us again.

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we have

ferved him ?

Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means ; if it be but to fcrape

the figures out of your hufband's brain. If they can

find in their hearts the poor unvirtuous fat knight

fhall be any further afRiaed, we two will ftill be the

miniilers.

Mrs. F^r^. r 11 warrant, they'll have him publickly

fham'd; and, methinks, there would be no period to

the jeft, (hould he not be publickly fham'd.

Mrs. Page. Come to the forge with it, then (hape

it ; I would not have things cool. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

Changes to the Garter-Inn.

Enter Hoft a7id Bardolph.

Bard. OIR, the German defires to have three of your

O horfes; the Duke himfeif will be to-morrow

at court, and they are going to meet him.

Hoft. What Duke fhould that be, comes fo fecretly ?

I hear not of him in the court : let me fpeak with the

gentlemen ; they fpeak Englijh?

Bard. Sir, I'll call them to you.

Hoft. They (hall have my horfes, but 111 make

them pay, I'll fawce them. They have had my hoale
^ ^

a week
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a week at command ; I have turn'd away my or her

guefts i
* they muil compt olF; I'll fawce them, come.

\_Exeunt->SCENE VII.

Changes to Ford's Houfe.

Enfer?2Lge, Ford, Mrs.Fa.ge, Mrs. Ford, an^ Ev&ns,

Eva. '''Hp^IS one of the beH: difcretions of 'oman, as

X ever I did look upon.

Pagg, And did he fend you both thcfe letters at an

inftant ?

Mrs. Page, Within a quarter of an hour.

For^. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what thou

wilr ;

I rather will fafped the fun with cold.

Than thee with wantonnefs^ thy honour Hands,

In him that was of late an heretick.

As -firm as faith.

Piige. 'Tis well, 'tis well ; no more.

Be not as extream in fubmiffion, as in offence ;

Bat let our plot go forward : let our wives

Yet once again, to make us publick fport.

Appoint i meeting with this old fat feil5w.

Where wc may take him, and dilgracc him for it.

Forii. There is no better way than that they fpoke of.

Page. How ? to fend him word they'll meet him
in the park at midnight ? fie, fie, he'll never come.

Eva.- You fay, he hath been thrown into ti^e river;

and has been grievoufly peaten, as an old 'onian ; me-
thinks, there Ihould be terrors in him, that he fliould

DOt come ; methinks, his fieih is puniQi'd, he fnali

have no defires.

Page. So think I too.

Mrs. Fori^. Devife but how you'll ufe him, when
he comes ;

And let us two devife to bring him thither.

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that Her/:e

the hunter,

2 they muji come of-^] This can never be our Poet's or his
Hoft's meaning. To come off being in other terms to go fcot-free.
Wemuftread, goMPT o/, i. e. clear their reckoning.

Vol. I. O Somedme
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Sometime a keeper here in Wind/or foreft.

Doth ail the winter-time at flill of midnight

Walk round about an oak, with ragged horns

;

And there he blafts the tree, and takes the cattle;

And makes milch -kine yield blood, and fhakes a chaia

In a moft hideous and dreadful manner.

You've heard of fuch a fpirit; and well you know.

The fuperftitious idle-headed Eld

Receiv'd, and did deliver to our age.

This tale of Heme the hunter for a truth.

Page- Why, yet there want not many, that do fear

In deep of night to walk by this Herne'^ oak ;

Eut what of this ?

Mrs. Ford. Marry this is our device.

That Faljiqf at that oak (hall meet with us.

We'll fend him v/ord to meet us in the field,

Difguis'd like Heme, with huge horns on his head.

Page. Well, let it not be doubted, but he'll come.

And in this (hape when you have brought him thither.

What Ihall be done with him ? what is your plot ?

Mrs. P£ige. That likewife we have thought upon,

and thus :

Nan Page, (my daughter) and my little fon,

And three or four more of their growth, we'll drefs

Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and white.

With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads.

And rattles in their hands ; upon a fuddcn.

As Falfiaf, Ihe, and 1, are newly met.

Let them from forth a faw-pit rufh at once

3 With fome diffufed fong : upon their fight.

We two, in great amazednefs, will fly j

Then let them all encircle him about,

•*• And fairy-like too, piiich the unclean knight 5

And afk him, why, that hour of fairy revel.

In their fo facred paths he dares to tread

In ihape prophane ?

3 With fome diffufed Jong ;] A diffufed fovg signifies a fong that

ftrikes out into wild fentiments beyond the bounds of nature, fuch

as thofe whofe fubjeft is fairy-land.

4 Ar.dfairy -like to pinch the unclean Knight ;] The Grammcr

requires us to read.

Andfairy -like too, pinch the unclean Knight,

Mrs.
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Mrs. Ford. And 'till he tell the truth,

Let the fuppofed fairies pinch him round.

And burn him with their tapers.

Mrs. Page. The truth being known.

We'll all prefent our felves; dif-horn the fpirit.

And mock him home to Windfor,

Ford. The children muft

Be pradlis'd well to this, or they'll ne'er do't.

E'va. I will teach the children their behaviours ; and

I will be like a jack-anapes alfo, to burn the knight

with my taber.

Ford. This will be excellent. I'll go buy them
vizards.

Mrs. Page. My Nan fhall be the Queen of all the

fairies

;

Finely attired in a robe of white.

Page, s That filk will I go buy, and in that time

Shall Mr. Slender Ileal my Nan away, \_JJide,

And marry her at Eaton. Go, fend to Faljlaf ftraight.

Ford. Nay, I'll to him again in the name of Brook i

he'll tell me all his purpofe. Sure, he'll come.

Mrs. Page. Fear not you that ; go get us properties

and tricking for our fairies.

Eva. Let us about it, it is admirable pleafures, and
ferry honed knaveries. \_Ex. Page, Ford and Evans,

Mrs. Page. Go, Mrs. Ford.

Send ^ickly to Sir John, to know his mind.

\_Exit Mrs. Ford.

I'll to the doflor ; he hath my good will.

And none but he, to marry with Nan Page.

That Slender^ iho' well landed, is an Ideot;

And he my hufband beft of ail afFeds

:

The doclor is well money'd, and his friends

Potent at court ; he, none but he, ftiall have her ;

Tho' twenty thoufand worthier came to crave her.

lExit:

5 That Jilk ivill I go buy, arj in that tiine—] Mr. Thecbald
referring that time to the time of buying the filk, alters it to tire.

But there is no need of any change : That time evidently relating

to the time of the malk with which Falfiaff was to be entertained,
and which makes the whole fubjea of this dialogue. Therefore
the co.rimon reading is right.

O z SCENE
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SCENE VIII. J
Changes to the OtlXUtAnn,

Enter Hofl and Simple,

fiojl. XT/ HAT would'ft thou have, boor ? what,

VV thick-fkin ? fpeak, breathe, difcufs j brief,

Ihort, quick, fnap.

?/w/>. Marry, Sir, I come to fpeak with Sir John

laljiaff', from Mr. Slender,

Hoji. There's his chamber, his houfc, his caftle, his

!landing-bed and truckle-bed ; 'tis painted about with

the ftory of the Prodigal, frefh and new ; go, knock

and call ; he'll fpeak like an anthropophaginian unto

thee : knock, I fay.

Simp. There's an old woman, a fat woman gone up

into his chamber ; I'll be fo bold as ftay. Sir, 'till Ihe

come down : I come to fpeak with her, indeed.

HoJi. Ha ! a fat woman ? the Knight may be robb'd

:

I'll call. Eully-Knight ! Bully-Sir John ! fpeak from

thy lungs military: art thou there ? it is thine *Hoft,

thine Ephefian calls.

Falflaff, ahifve.

Fal. How now, mine Hoft ?

Hofl. Here's a Bohemian-tartar tarries the coming

down of thy fat woman : let her defcend, bully, let her

defcend 3 my chan\bers are honourable. Fie, privacy \

fie I

£«/^rFamafF.

Fal. There was, mine Hoft, an old fat woman even

now with me, but (he's gone.

Simp. Pray you. Sir, was't not the wife woman of

Brainford ?

Fal. Ay, marry was it, muiTel-fhell, what would

you with her ?

Simp. My mafter, Sir, my mafter Slender fent to

her, feeing her go thro' the ftreet, to know, Sir, whe-

ther one A>w, Sir, that beguil'd him of a chain, had

the chain, or no.

Fal. I fpake with the old woman about it.

Simp, And what fays Qie, I pray, Sir ?

Fat*
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Fal. Marry, ftic fays, that th« very fame man, that

beguiPd mafter Slender of his chain, cozen'd him of it.

Simp. I would, I could have fpoken with the woman

herfelfi I had other things to have fpoken with her

too, from him.

Fal. What are they ? let us know.

Hofl. Ay, come ; quick.

Simp. I may not conceal them. Sir.

Fal. Conceal them, or thou dy'flr.

Simp. Why, Sir, they were nothing but about miilref*

Anne Page J to know, if it were my mailer's fortune to

have her or no.

Fal. 'Tis, 'tis his fortune.

Simp. What, Sir ?

Fal. To have her, or no : go ; fay, the woman told

mefo.

Simp. May I be fo bold to fay fo, Sir .?

Fal. Ay, Sir ; like who more bold.

Simp. I thank your worfhip : I fhall make my mafler

glad with thefe tidings. \_Exit Simple.

^^/. Thou art darkly; thou art darkly, Sir John:

was there a wife woman with thee ?

Fal Ay, that there was, mine hoft ; one that hath

taught me more wit than ever I Icarn'd before in my
life J and I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid for

my learning.

S C E N E IX.

Enter Bardolph.

Bard. Out, alas, Sir, cozenage ! meer cozenage !

HoJ}. Where be my horfes, fpeak well of them, var-

letto.

Bard. Run away with the cozeners ; for fo foon as I

came beyond Eatony they threw me off from behind one

of them in a flough of mire, and fet fpurs, and away,

like three German devils, three Doftor Faufius's.

Hojl. They are gone but to meet the Duke ; villain i

do not fay, they are fled ; Germans arc honell men.

Enter Evans.

E'va. Where is mine Hoft ?

i%?. What is the matter. Sir ?

O 3 ^"V^'
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Eva. Have a care of your entertainments ; there is a
friend o' mine come to town, tells me, there is three

cczen-jermans that has cozen'd all the Hofts oi P.ead-

ingy q{ Maidenheady oi Colebrook, ofhorfes and money.
I tell you for good will, look you ; you arc wife, and
full of gibes and vlouting- flocks, and 'tis not convenient

you ihould be cozen'd j fare you well. \^Exit,

Enter Caius.

Caius. Ver' is mine Hoji de Jartere?

Hojl. Here, mailer Dodlor, in perplexity and doubtful

dilemma.

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat ; but it is tell-a-me,

dat you make a grand preparation for a duke de Ja-
many i by my trot, der is no Duke, dat the Court is

know, to come: I tell you for good will ; adieu. {_Exit.

HoJi. Hue and cry, villain, go I affift me. Knight, I

am undone ; fly, run, hue and cry ! Villain, I am un-

done ! \_Exit,

Fal. I would, all the v^'orld might be cozen'd, for I

have been cozened and beaten too. If it fhould come
to the ear of the court, how I have been transformed,

and how my transformation hath been wafh'd and
cudgel'd, they would melt me out of my fat, drop by
drop, and liquor fiOiermens boots with rac. I warrant,

they would whip me with their iine wits, 'till I were
as creft-faln as a dry'd pear. I never profper'd fmce I

forefwore myfelf at Pritnero. Well, if my wind were

but long enough to fay my prayers, i would repent.

—

SCENE X.

Enter Mijirefs Quickly.

Now, whence come you ?

^uic. Fro!T)i the two parties, forfooth.

Fal. The devil take one party, and his dam the o-

ther, and h they {ball be both beilow'd. I have fuf-

fer'd more for their fakes, more than the villainous in-

conilancy of man's difpofition is able to bear.

^ic. And have not they fufter'd r yes, I warrant,

fpecioully one of them j miHrefs Ford, good heart, u
beatea
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beaten black and blue, that you cannot fee a white fpot

about her.

F^/. What tell'ft thou me of black and blue ? I was

beaten myfelf into all the colours of the rainbow ; and

I was like to be apprehended for the witch of Brain-

ford ; but that my admirable dexterity of wit, counter-

feiting the adion of an old woman, delivered me, the

knave conftable had fet me i' th' Hocks, i' th* common

flocks, for a witch.

^u. Sir, let me fpeak with yoa in your chamber 1

you (hall hear how things go, and, I warrant, to your

content. Here is a letter will fay fomewhat. Good

hearts, what ado is here to bring you together ? fure,

one of you does not ferve heav'n well, that you are fo

crofs'd.

Fal. Come up into my chamber. [^Exeunt.

SCENE XI.

Enter Fenton, and Hoff.

Eoji. Mafter Fenton, taik not to me, my mind is

heavy,

I will give over all.

Fen. Yet hear me fpeak ', affift me in my purpofe.

And, as I am a gentleman, I'll give thee

A hundred pound in gold more tiian your lofs.

Ho/}. I will hear you, mafter Fenton ; and I will, at

the leaft, keep your counfel.

ten. From time to time I have acquainted you

With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page ;

Who, mutually, hath ani'wer'dmy afFedion,

(So far forth as hsrfelf might be her chufcr)

Ev'n to my wilh. I have a letter from her

Oi fuch contents, as you will wonder at

;

The mirth v/hereof 's fo larded with my matter.

That neither fmgly can be manifeiled.

Without the fhew'of both.. Fat Sir John FalJiajT

Hath a great Scene ; the image of the jeft
^

I'll Ihevv you here at large. Hark, good mine Hoft ;

To night at Heme's Oak, juft 'twixt twelve and one,.

Muft my fweet l^an preient the Fairy Qiieen ;

The purpofe why, is here ; in which difguife,
*^

O4, While
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While other jefts are fomething rank on foot.

Her father hath commanded lier to flip

Away with Slender, and with him at Eaton

Immediately to marry ; {he hath confcnted.— Now, Sir,

Her mother, ever ftrong again/l that match.

And Hrm for Dodlor Caiusy hath appointed

That he (hall likcwife (huffle her away,

(While other fports are talking of their minds j)

And at the Deanry, where a prieil: attends.

Straight marry her ; To this her mother's Plot

She, feemiiigly obedient, likewile hath

Made promile to the Dodlor. Now, thus it refts ;

Her father means fhe fliali be all in white.

And in that drefs when Slender fees his time

To take her by the hand, and bid her go.

She Hiall go with him. Her mother hath intended.

The better to devote her to the Doifior,

(For they muft all be mask'd and vizarded)

That, quaint in green, fhe (hall be loofe enrob'd.

With ribbands pendent, flaring 'bout her head ;

And wlien the Dodlor fpies his vantage ripe.

To pinch her by the hand, and on that token.

The maid hath given confent to go with him.

HoJI. Which means Uie to deceive ? father or mo-
ther ?

Fen. Both, my good Hod, to go along with me :

And here it rells, that you'll procuje the Vicar

To itay for me at church, ' twixt twelve and one.

And in the lawful nam.s of marrying,

To give our hearts united ceremony.

Ho/i. Well, jiuihand your device ; I'll to the Vicar.

Bring you the maid, you fliall not lack a pricfh

Fen. So fhall I evermore be bound to thee ;

Befide, Til make a prefent recompence. [Exeunt.

SCENE XII.

Fe tnitr FalflaiF ««./ Mifirefs Quickly.

TaL Pr'ythee, no more pratling i go, I'll hold.

This is the third time ; I hope, good luck lies in odd

numbers i



fhe Merry Wives o/ Windsor, tgj

number, ; away, go , they fay. there is dmm.y m
odd numbers, either ia nauvity, chance, or death ,

a-

"Xv. rH provide you a chain, and I'll do what I

ean to getyoua pair ofhorns. [£-''• ^"Qa"=kly.

/<,/. Away. 1 fay, time wears : hold up your head

and mince.
Enter Ford.

How now, maftcr Brcok ? mafler Brock,
}^^ff^^

will be known to night, or never Be you m the Park

about midnight, at Heme's Oak, and yoa (hall fee

^°LT"went you not to her yefterday, Sir, as you told

me you had appointed ?

i4/. I went to her, m^iicv Brook, as you fee, like a

poor old man ; but I came from her, mafter Brook

like a poor old woman. That fame knave F.r^ her

hufband. hath the fineft mad devil of jealoulie m him,

maftcr Brook, that ever govern'd frenzy. I will tel

you ; he beat me grievoufly, in the (hapeof a woman ,

for in the fnape of a man, maOer W, I fear not

Go/lab with a weaver's beam ; becaufe I know alfo.

life is a fliuttle ; I am in halle ; go along with me, 1 11

tell you all, rmiiitr Brook. Since 1 pluckt geefe, play d

truant, and whipt top, I knew not what 'twas to be

beaten, 'till lately. Follow me, I'll tell you llrange

things of this knave For^, on whom to night I wnl be

reveng'd, and I will deliver his wife into your hand.

Follow J ftrange things in hand, mailer Brook! fol-

j

° lExeunt^

4. There is dinjlnity in odd nufnbers, either in nati-vity chancer

fr death ;] i. e. being born in an odd year, having an odd number

m a lottery, and the climadleric years of 7 and 63.

O 5
ACT
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ACT V. SCENE I.

Windfor ParL

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender.

Tage, /^^OME, come ; we'll couch i'th' caflle-ditch,

V-yi 'till we fee the light of our fairies. Re-
member, fon Slender, my daughter.

SUn. ky, forfooth, I have fpoke with her, and we
have a nay- word how to know one another. I come to

her in white, and cry, mum ', (he cries, budget ; and by
that we know one another.

S^aL That's good too ; but what needs either your

fnum, or her budget F the white will decipher her well

enough. It hath ftruck ten o'clock.

Page. The night is dark, light and fpirits will be-

come it well; heav'n profper our fporc ! ^ No one
means evil but the devil, and weftiall know him by his

horns. Lei's away ; follow me. [Exeunt,

SCENE II.

Enter Mijirefs Page, T.lijhefs Ford and Calus.

Mrs. Page. Mr. Doclor, my daughter is in green ;

when you fee your time, take her by the hand, away
with her to the Deanry, and difpatch it quickly ; go
before into the Park ; we two mail go together.

Casus. I know vat I have to do ; adieu. [Exit.

Mrs. Page. Fare you well, Sir. My hufband Vv-ill

not rejoice fo much at the abufe cf Ealftaffy as he will

chafe at the Dodor's marrying my daughter ; but 'tis

no matter ; better, a little chiding, than a great deal of

heart break.

Alts. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her trocp of

fairies, faj and the PFe/ch devil Evans F

I No MAN means evil but the devil.'] This is a double blunder
;

for fome, of whom this was fpoke, were women. We Ihould read

then, no cne means,

1(a) Welch devii Evans F Dr. Ti'//'%,—Vulg. Ilerne.^

Mrs:
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Mrs. Page, They are all couch'd in a pit hard by

Berne\ Oak, with obfcur'd lights ; which, at the very

inftant of Falftaff's and our meeting, they will at once

difplay to the night.

Mrs. Ford. That cannot chufebut amaze him.

Mrs. Page. If he be not amaz'd, he will be mock'd.

if he be amaz'd, he will every way be mock'd.

Mrs. Ford. We'll betray him finely.

Mrs. Page. Againft fuch lewdfters, and their lechery,

Thofe, that betray them, do no treachery.

Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on ; to the Oak, to the'

Oak.
. .

iE^eunt.

Enter Evans and Fairies.

E'va. Trib, trib, fairies; come, and remember your

parts : be pold, I pray you ; follow me into the pit ;

and when I give the watch-'ords, do as I pid^ yoa ;

come, come; trib, trib.
{iLxeunf.

SCENE III,

Enter FalftafF, ivith a Buck's head on,

Fal. The Tfindfor bell hath ftruck twelve, the mi-

nute draws on ; now,, the hot-blooded Gods affill me !

Remember, Jo've, thou wall a bull for thy Europa ;

lovefet on ii^y horns. Oh powerful love! that, in

fome refceds, makes a bead a man ; in fome other, a

man a be.ft : You were alfo, Jupiter, a fwan, for the

love of leda: Oh, omnipotent love !
how near the

God drew to the complexion of a goofe ? A fault done^

firll in the form of a b^ail, ^O Jo've, a beaftly fault

;

and then another fault in the femblanceof a fowl:

think on't, Jove, a foul fault. When Gods have hot

backs, what fhall poor men do? for me, I am here a

Windfor ftag, and the fattelt, I think, i'th' foreft. Send

meacoolrut'time, Jo've, or who can blame me to pifs

my tallow ? who comes here ? my Doe ?

Enter M/,^r^// Ford and Miflrefs Page.

Mrs. Ford. Sir John ? art thou there, my deer ? my
jnale-decr ?

FaL My doe with the black fcut ? let the fliy rain

potatoes i let it thwcdcr to the tune of Green-Shenjesi

huh
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hail kifling-comfils, and fnow cringoes ; let there come
a tcmpe/l of provocation, 1 will (heltcr me here.

IVIrs. FiJid. Miftrcfs [age is come with me, fwect
heart.

Fal Divide me like a f/z^ bribc-back, each a
h£.unth J I will keep my fides to myfelf, my fliouldcrs

for the fellow of ihis walk, and my horni I bequeath
your hufbands. Am I a woodman, ha ? Speak I like

Heme the hunter ? why, now is Cupid a child of con-
science, he makes reftiiution. As 1 am a true fpirit,

welcome ! [ Noi/e luithin.

Mrj. Page. Alas ! what noife ?

IViT! Ford. Heav'n forgive our fms \

Fal. Wi^ai

Mrs. to>d.

Fal. Wi.at fhoald this'be ? f
MTl.to>d. \ .

[The woomen run ot^.

Fal. I think the devil will not have me damn'd, left

the oil that is in me (hould fct hell on fire j he never
would elfc crofs me thus.

SCENE IV.

Enter Sir Hugh lih a Satyr ; Quickly, and others^

dreft like Fairies^ 'ixiith Tapers.

^{ck. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white.

You moon-lhinc revellers, and Ihades of night,

* You Ouphen-heirs of fixed deftiny.

Attend your office, and your quality.

Crier hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes.

Lta. Elves, lift your names j filcnce, you airy toys.

a Toic o R p H A r: -heirs offixed dcjiiny.'\ But why Orphan-heirs ?
Deftiny, whom they fucceedcd, was yet in being. Doubtlefs the
Poet wrote.

You ovvHf^-heirs cffixed dej{ii:y,

7. e, you Ehes, v/ho minifter and iuccecd in fome of the works
of deftiny. They are called, in this Play, both before and after-

wards, Ouphes
J
here Ouphen ; en being the plural termination of

Saxon nouns. For the word is from the Saxon, Alpenne, lamia^
damones. Or it may be underftood to be an adjective, as ivooden,

tvcollen, p-o!dcn, &c.

l(aj bribc-buck, Mr. T-&^e^^/.'/,-—Vulg. b>Wd buck.-]

Cricket,
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Cricket, to Windfor chimneys (halt thou leap :

Where fires thou find'fl unrak'd, and hearths unfwept,

There pinch the maids as blue as bilbery.

Our radiant Queen hates fluts and flattery.

Fal. They're fairies ; he, that fpeaks to them, (hall

die.

I'll wink and couch \ no man their works muft eye.

\Lyei doinjn upon hh face,

Eva. Where's Pede ? go you, and where you find

a maid,

That, ere (he flccp, hath thrice her prayers faid,

3 Rein up the organs of herfantafie;

Sleep (he as found as carelefs infancy ;

But thofc, that fleep, and think not on their fins.

Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, (houldcrs, fides and

Ihins.

3 Raise up the organs of herfantajie 5] The {&Vi(z of this

fpeech is that {he, who had performed her religious duties,

fhculd befecure againft the illufion of fancy j and have her Heep,

like that of infancy, undifturbed by difordered dreams. This was

then the popular opinion, that evil fpirits had a power over the

fancy ; and, by that means, could infpire wicked dreams into thofe

who, on their going to fleep, had not recomm.ended themfelves

to the protedlion of heaven. So Shakefpear- makes one, on hii

lying down, fay,

From fairies, and the tempters of the nighty

FroteEi us heaiPn !

As this is the fenfe, let us fee how the common reading exprefies it
j

Raife up the organs of herfantafie,

J. e. inflame her imagination with fenfual ideas } which is juft the

contrary to what the Poet would have the fpeaker fay. We can-

not therefore but conclude he wrote.

Rein up the organs of her fantafe,

i. e. curb them, that fhe be no more difturbed by irregular imagi-

nations, than children in their fleep. For, he adds immediately^

Sleep Jhe as found as carelefs infancy.

So in the TempeJ}^

Gi've not dalliance too much the rein.

And in Meafurefor Meafure,

I give tny fenfual race the rein.
To gi've the rein, being juft the contrary to rein up. The famfi

thought he has again in Macbeth,
.^ Mtrcyful poivers !

Refrain in me the curfcd thoughts that nature

Ci-ves "May to in rcpoje.
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^ick. About, about

;

Search Wind/or caftle, elves, within and out.

Strew good luck, ouphes, on every facred room,,

That it may ftand 'till the perpetual Doom,
* In ftate as wholfom, as in ftate 'tis fit ;

5 Worthy the owner, as the owner it.

The feveral chairs of Order look you fcour.

With jaice of balm and ev'ry precious flovv'r i

Each fair Inftalment-Coat and fev'ral Crefl,

With loyal blazon evermore be blelt !

And nightly -meadow-fairies, look, you ling.

Like to the G^r/'^r-compafs, in a ring :

Th'expreiTure that it bears, green let it be.

More fertile- frefh than all the field to fee y
And, Hony Soif, ^i Maiy ^etifs write,

^ In emrold tufis, flow'rs purfled, blue and white.

Like

4 Jn ftate as luholfom,'] Tht Oxford EditornothnoYs'm^ the

meaning of vjholjom, has alter'd it to,

In Jite as ivholfom,

and fo has made the wifh a moft abfurd one. For the fite cr

fituation muft needs be what it is, till the general deftruftion. But

ivholfom here fignifies integer. He vviihes the .caftle may frand in

its prefent ftate of per.fe<Slion, which the following words plainly

fhew as in ftate ''tis Jit.

5 Worthy the owner, and the otvfier it,'] ^;.'i cannot be the

true reading. The context will not allow it ; and his court to

Queen Elizabeth diretls us to another,—--~ AS the ozvnsr it.

for, fure he had mere addrefs than to content himfelf with v/ifhing

a thing to be, which his complaifance muft fuppofe a£lually ivas,

namely, the worth of the owner.

6 In emrold'tuffs, flow'rs pur pie, blue and ivhite.

Like faphire, pearl, and rich embroidery.] Thefe lines are

moft: m.iferabiy corrupted. In the words,

—

Flowers purple, blue

and white. the purple is left uncompared. To remedy this,

the Editors, who feem to have been fenfible of the imperfeftirn of

the coraparifcn, read, and rich embroidery ; that is, according to

them, as the blue and white flowers are compared to faphire and

pearl, the purple is compared to rich embroidery. Thus inftead

of mending one falfe ftep they have made two, by bringing /i/;i);>f,

pearl and rich ,.rnbroidiry under one predicament. The lines were

wrote thus^by the Poet,

In emrold tuffs, floxu'rs p u R F L E D, blue and It;hite.
Like Jathirej pearl, in rich embroidery,

i, e,
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Like faphire, pearl, in rich embroidery,
f

Buckled below fair Knighthood^s bending knee 5 >

Fairies ufe flow'rs for their charadery. 3
Away, diiperfe ; but, 'till 'tis one o'clock.

Oar dance of cuftom round about the Oak

Of Her;2e, the hunter, let us not forget.

Eva. Pray you, lock hand in hand, yourfclves in

order fet :

And twenty glow-worms (hall our lanthorns be.

To guide our meafure round about the tree.

But Hay, I fmell a man of middle earth.

FaL Heav'ns defend me from that ff'e/ch fairy, leil

he trnnsform me to a piece of cheefe !

E'va. Vild worm, thou v/aft o'er looked ev'n in thy

birth.

^uic. With tryal fire touch me his finger-end ;

If "he be chafte, the flame will back defcend.

And turn him to no pain ; but if he flart.

It is the fleih of a corrupted heart.

Eva. A tryal, come. •

[They hum him ^joith their tapers, and pinch him.

Come, with this wood take fire.

FaL Oh, oh, oh !

^ick. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in defire j

About him, fairies, fing a fcornful rhime
:^

And, as you trip, ftill pinch him to your time,

Eva. It is right, indeed, he is full of leacneries and

iniquity.

/'. e. let there be blue and white flow'rs ivoried on the grcen-

fwc'rd, like faphire and pearl in rich embroidery. To ptirjle is

to over-lay with tinfel, gold thread, &c. fo our anceftors called 3

certain lace of this kind of work a purpng-lace, 'Tis from the

French, pourfUr. So Upencer,

Jhe ivas yclad

All in afilkenCamuSy lilly-ivbite,

PuRFLED Upon, 'With many a foldedplight. z, 3. 2 6.

The change of and into in, in the fecond verfe, is necefiary. For

flow'rs worked, or purfied in the grafs, were not like faphire and

pearl fimply, but faphire and pearl in embroidery . How the corrupt

reading and was introduced into the text, wc have ihewn above.

The



304 51?^ Merry Wives ^/WiisTDsoa,
The SON G.

Fie on ftnful phantajie.

Tie on luji and luxury !

Lufi is but (a) V th" blood, afire,

KindUd Wiith unchajie deftre.

Fed in heart, nvhofe fiames afpire.

As thgughts do blonv them, higher and higher^

Finch him, fairies, mutually ; I
Pinch him for his 'villany ,

Finch him, and burn him, and turn him about,
"*

'2ill candies, andJiar- light, and moon-Jhine be oat.

During this Song, they pinch him. Doaor Caius comss
one 'way, and jieals aiuay a hoy in green ; Slender
another ifjay, and Jieals a-dcay a boy in nuhite j and
Fenton comes, and Jieals aivay Mrs. Anne Page, A
noife of hunting is made ivithin. All the Fairies run
anxiay. Falllaff pulls ojf his Buck's head, and rifes^

SCENE V.

Enter Page, Ford, ^c. They lay hold on him.
Page. Nay, do not fly ; I think, we've watchtycH

now

;

"Will none but Heme the hunter ferve your turn ?

Mrs. Page. I pray you, come ; hold up the jell no
higher.

Now, good Sir John, how like you Windjor wives ?

See you ihefc, husbands ? do noi: thefe fair Yoaks
Become the Foreft better than the Town ?

Ford Now, Sir, who's a cuckold now ? mafter Brook,
Falj]aff\ a knave,a cuckoldly knave, here are his horns,
mafter Brook ; and, mailer Brook, he hath enjoy 'd no-
thing of Ford's but his buck-baiket, his cudgel, and
twenty pounds of money, which muft be paid to mafter
Brook ; his horfes are arrefted for it, mafter Brook.

Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck; we
could never meet. I will never take you for my love
again, but I will always count you my deer.

Fa/. I do begin to perceive, that I am made an afs.

Ford. Ay, and an ox too : both the proofs are extant.

[
{a) i'tp Blood

J afre^ Oxford Editor.-~VuIg. a bloodyfre.^

FmI
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Fal. And thcfe are not fairies ? I was three or four

times in the thought, they were not fairies ; and yet the

guikinefs of my mind, the fudden furprize of my
powers, drove the groflhefs of the foppery into a re-

ceiv'd belief, in deipight of the teeth of all rhime and

reafon, that they were fairies. See now, how wit

may be made a jack-a-lcnt, when 'tis upon ill imploy-

ment !

Enja. Sir John Talftaff, ferve Got, and leave your

defircs, and fairies will not pinfe you.

Ford, Well faid, fairy Hugh,

Enja. And leave you your jealoufies too, I pray you.

ford. I will never miftriift my wife again, 'till thoa

art able to woo her in good Englijh,

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the fun and dry'd it,

that it wants matter to prevent fo grofs o^er-reaching

as this ? ara I ridden with a Welch goat too ? (hall I

have a coxcomb of frize ? 'tis time, I were choak'd

with a piece of toalled cheefe.

Enja, Seefe is not good to give putter ; your pelly

is all putter.

Fa\, Scefe and putter ? have I livM to ftajDd in the

taunt of one, that makes fritters of .E-^^/j/^ .? this is

enough to be the decay of lull and late-walking,

through the Realm.

Mrs. ?age. Why, Sir John, do you think, though

we would have thruft virtue out of our hearts by the

head and Ihoulders, and have given ourfeivcs without

fcruple to hell, that ever the devil could have made you

our delight ?

Ford. What, a hodge- pudding ? a bag of flax?

Mrs, Fa e. A puft man ?

Page, Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable cn>

trails ?

Ford, And one that is as flanderous as Satan ?

Fage. And as poor as Jch ?

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ?

E'va. And given to fornications, and to taverns, and

facks, and wines, and metheglins, and to drinkings,

and fwearings, and llarings, pribbles and prabbles ?

FaL Well, I am your theme i you have the ftart of

me;
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me ; I am dejeded j 7 I am not able to anfwer the

Welch flannel ; ignorance itlelf is a plummet o'er me j

ufe me as you will.

Fo7'd. Marry, Sir, we'll bring you to Wind/or to one
Mr. Brook, that you have cozen'd of money, to whom
you fhoald have been a pander : over and above that

you have fufter'd, I think, to repay that money will

be a biting afflidion,

Mrs. Ford. Nay, husband, let That go to make
amends

:

Forgive that Sum, and To we'll all be friends.

Ford. Well, here's my hand ; all's forgiven at laft.

Page, Yet be cheerful, Knight ; thou {halt eat a
poffet to night at my houfe, where I will daiixQ thee
to laugh at my wife, that now laughs ai thee. Tell
her, Mr. Slender hath marry 'd her daughter.

Mrs. Page. Dodors doubt that j if Jnne Page be
my daughter, Ihe is, by this, Dodor C^/Vs"wife.

[Jftde.

SCENE VL
Enter Slender.

Slen. What hoe ! hoe I father Pag^.
Page. Son, how now ? how now, fon, have you aiC-

patch'd ?

Slen. DifpatchM ? PlI make the befl: in Ghucejler--

Jkire know on't ; would I were hang'd la, elfe.

Page. Of what, fon?

Slen. \ came yonder at Eaton to marry miftrefs Anne
Page, and fhe's a great lubberly boy. If it had not
been i'th church, I v>/ould have fwing'd him, or he.

ihould have fvving'd me. U I did not think it had
been Jnne Page, would 1 might never flir, and 'tis a.

poli-mafter's boy.

Page. Upon my life, then you took the wrong.

J I am not ahle to anfwer tbe We]ch flannel.] Shahefpear'
poffibly wrote JVelcb flamen. As Sir Hugh was a choJeric

Prieft, and apt to take fire, flamen was a very proper name, it

being given to that order of Latin priefts from the flame- coloured
habit. By the fame kind of humour the fcullion, in The Comedy

cf Errors, is called tlic Kitchcn-Vejial, it being her bufmefs to.

keep the fire in repair,

men..
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Slen What need you teU me that ? I think fo, when

I took a boy for a girl : if I had been married to him,

for all he was in woman's apparel, I would not have

had him. t ,,

PaTe Why, this is your own folly. Did not i tell

you, liow yo'u fhould know my daughter by her gar-

inents ?
, ,1 „„j

Slen. I went to her in white and cry d mum, ana

(he cryM budget, as Anne and I had
^

appointed ; and

yet it was not Anne, but a poft-mafter's boy.

E^a. Jelhu ! Mafter Slender, cannot you fee but

marry boys ?
, » ^> t 2 ^

Pa^e. O, I am vext at heart. What fliall I do ?

Un. Page. Good George, be not angry ; I knew of

your purpoic, turn'd my daughter into green, and, m-

dced, ihe is now with the Dodor at the Dsanry, and

there married.

SCENE VII.

Enter Caius.

Caius. Ver is mif^refs Page? by gar, I am cozen'd 5

I ha' marry'd one garfoon, a boy ; one peafant, by

gar; a boy ; it is not Jnne Page i by gar, I am

cozen'd. ... ^

Mrs. Page. Why ? did you not take her in green ?

Caius. Ay, by gar, and 'tis a boy i by gar, i'll

raife all Wind/or.
, . , ^ «

'

Ford. This is ftrange ! who hath got the right Anne ?

Page. My heart mifgives me ; here comes Mr. Fenton,

Enter Fenton, and Anne Page.

How now, Mr. Fenton.

Anne. Pardon, good father ; good my mother, pardon.

Pa^e. Now, miftrefs, how chance you went not

with Mr. Slender?

Mrs. Page. V/hy went you not with Mr. Doctor,

maid ?
, , r •

Pent. You do amaze her : Hear the truth ot it.

You would have marry'd her mod (hamefully.

Where there was no proportion held in love :

The truth is, Ihe and T, long fince contradled.

Are now fo fure, that nothing can difTolve us.
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Th' offence is holy, that fhe hath committed

;

And this deceit lofes the name of craft.

Of difobcdience, or undutcous title ; i
Since therein (he doth evitate and fhun •«

A thoufand irreligious curfed hours,

Which forced marriage would have brought upon hen
Ford. Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedy.

In love, the hcav'ns thcrafelvcs do guide the (late ;

Money buys lands, and wives are fold by fate.

Fal. I am glad, tho' you have ta'cn a fpccial ftand

to flrike at mc, that your arrow hath glanc'd.

Page Well, what remedy ? Fentony heav'n give thee

What cannot be efchew'd, muft be embrac'd.
^ E'va, I will alfo dance and eat plums at your Wed-

ding.

Fal. When night-dogs run, all forts of deer are

chacM.
Tvlrs Page. Well, I will mufe no further. Mr. Fenton,,

Heav'n give you many, many merry days!

Good hufband, let us every one go home.
And laugh this fport o'er by a country fire.

Sir John aad afl.

Ford. Let it be fo : Sir John^

To mailer Brook you yet fliall hold your word

;

For he, to night, Ihall lye with miilrefs Ford.

\_Exeunt Omnerl.

% TUs fpecch is taken from the edition of 1619, Uix^Fopt^.
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Dramatis Perfonse.

VINCENTIO, Duh of Vienna.

Angelo, Lord Deputy in the Duke's Ahfence,

Efcalus I
^^ an-lent Lord, joind ivith Angelo in the

'
5 Deputation.

Claud 10, a young Ge?itleman,

Lucio, a Fantajiick.

T'u.'o Gentlemen.

Varrius, a Gentleman, Servant to the Duke.
Provoft.

Thomas, 7 ^ „ .

Peter, J
"^° ^''^'''

A Juftice.

Elbow, afmple Confiahle,

Froth, afooiijh Gentleman.

Clown, Servant to Mrs. Over-done.
Abhorfon, an Executioner.

Barnard ine, a dijfolute prifmer.

Ifabella, Sijler to Claud io.

Mariana, be.rothed to Angelo.

Juliet, beloved of Claudio.

Francifcn, a Nun.

Mijlrefs Over-done, a Baivd,

Guards, Officers, and other Attendants]
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Measure for Measure.

ACT I. SCENE L

rhi Duke's PALACE,

Enter Duke, Efcalus, and Lords,

Duke.

ES C ALU S, .

£/ca/. My Lord.

Duke. Of Government the properties t* unfold.

Would feem in me t'affed fpecch and difcourfe.

* Since I am not to know, that your own Science

Exceeds, in that, the lifts of all advice

My ftrength can give you : then no more remains :

Put that to your fufficiency, as your worth is able.

And let them work. The nature of our people.

Our city's inftitutions, ? and the terms

1 The ftory is taken from Cinthio\ NotcIs, December 8. iVo*

vemher 5.
- Mr, Pope.

2, Since I am not to knctv, that yovr oivn Science

Exceeds, in that, the lij}s cf all adnjice

My Jirengih can give you : then no more remains:

Put that to yeur fufficiency, as your worth is able.

And let them 'tvcrk.'\ To the integrity of this reading

Mr. Theobald oV)t€^'i, and fays, V/hat w^5 Efcalus to put to his

Juficicncy ! ivhy his fcience : But his fcience andfufficiency were

but one and the fame thing. On what then does the relati-ve them
depend? He will ha»e it, therefore, that a line has been acci-

dentally dropt, which he attempts to reftore by due diligence,

Ncdum in fcirpo qvarit. And ail for want of knowing, that by

Sufficiency is meant authority, the power delegated by the Duke
to Efcalus. Tlie plain meaning of the word being this ;

Put your

Jkill in gc'verning (fays the Duke) to the power which I give you

to excrcife it, and let them ijork together.

3 ,»«>—. art the terms ofcommon jujlice,'] i,e, bounds, lirpits.
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Of common juflicc, y'are as pregnant in,

Ag art and practice hath enriched any
That we remember. There is our Commiffion, ,

From which we would not have you warp. Call hither,

I fay, bid come before us Angela :

What figure of us, think you, he will bear ?

4 Por you muil know, we have with fpecial roll

Eleded him our abfence to fupply -,

Lent him our Terror, dreft him vidth our Love ;

And giv'n his Deputation all the organs
Of our own Power : fay, what think you of it ?

EJcal. If any in Vienna be of worth
To undergo fuch ample grace and honour,
it is lord Anvelo,

S C E N E IL

£'«/^r Angelo.

Duh. Look, where he comes.

Ang. Always obedient to your Grace's will,

I come to know your plcafur^.

Duke. Angela

f

^•

There is a kind of charafier in thy life.

That to th' obferver doth thy hiflory

Fully unfold : thy felf and thy belongings

Are not thine own fo proper, ss to walte

Thy felf upon thy virtues ; they on thee.

Hcav'n doth with us, as we with torches do,

4 Fcryoumuji knew, ive bcve ivith fpecial soul
EUhedbim our abfence tc fupply

; j
This nonfenfe mufl be corre£led thus,

ivith fpecial roll,
L e. by a fpecial ccmmiflion. For it appears, from this ktr.e, that

Efcalus had one commiiTion, and Angela another. The Duke had
before delivered Efcalui his cominifiion. He now declares that

defigned for Angela : and he fays, afterwards, to both.

To tlfhopeful execution do I league you

Ofyour comrr.iffont.

Why Angela's was called the fpecial roll -was, becaufe he was in

authority fuperior to Efcalus.
-" ••- "•eld Efcalus,

tbo'' frfi in quejiion is thy fccondary.

Net
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Not light them for thcmfelves : 5 for if our virtues

Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike

As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd.

But to fine ifTues : nor Nature never lends

The fmalleft fcruple of her excellence.

But, like a thrifty Goddefs, fhe determines

Her felf the glory of a creditor.

Both thanks and ufc. ^ But I do bend my fpeeclx

To one that can 7 rny part in him advertife j

Hold therefore, Angela :

In our Remove, be thou at full our felf.

Mortality and Mercy in Vienna

Live in thy tongue and heart : old Efcalus,

Though firft in queflion, is thy Secondary.

Take thy Commiflion.

Jng. Now, good my lord.

Let there be fome more teft made of my metal.

Before fo noble and fo great a figure

Be ftampt upon it.

Duke. ^ Come, no more evafion :

We have with a prepar'd and level'd choice

Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours.

5 for if cur virtues, &c. J
Paulum j'epultee d'ljiat inertia

Celata -virtus. Herat,
6 But I do be7jd my fpeech

To one that can my part in him advertife j] This is ofa-

fcure. The meaning is, I direft my fpeech to one who is able to
teach me how to govern : my part in him^ fignifying my offxce,

which I have delegated to him.

J —, tny part in him ad'vertife ;] i. e. who knows what
appertains to the charadler of deputy or viceroy. Can ad'vertife

mypart in him ; that is, his reprefentation of my perfon. But all

thefe quaintneffes of expreiTion the Oxford Editor feems fv.orn

to extirpate ; that is, to take away one of Shakefpears characle-
riftic marks ; which, if not one of the comlieft, is yet one of the
ftrongeft. So he alters this to

To one that can, in my part, me advertife.

A better exprefTion indeed, but, for all that, none of Shakeftear^s,

8 Ccme^ no more cvafion :

We have ivith a prepared and lea vrN'o choice

Proceeded to you (\ leaven"d "m^ no fenfe in this place: we
ihculd read level'd choice. The allufion is to archery, when
a man has fixed upoa his objed, after taking good aim,

Vol. I. P Our
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Our hafie from hence is of fo quick condition.

That it prefers it (t\i, and leaves unqueilion'd

Matters of needful value. We fliall vi^rite to you,

As time and our concernings fhall importune.

How it goes with us ; and do look to know
What doth befal you here. So, fare you well.

To th' hopeful execution do I leave you
Of your commiffions.

Ang. Yet give me leave, my lord.

That we may bring you fomething on the way.
DuJce. My hafte may not admit it

;

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do
With any fcrupk" ; your fcope is as mine own.
So to infcrce, or qualify the Laws,
As to your foul feems good. Give me your hand ;

lil privily away. I love the people

;

Eut GO not like to fiage m.e to their eyes

:

Though it do well, I do not relifh well

Their loud applaufe, and y^i/^'s vehement

:

Kor do I think the man of fafe difcretion.

That does afteift it. Once more, fare you well.

Jng. The heavens give fafety to your purpofes \

Efcal. Lead forth and bring you back in happinefs I

Duke. I thank you, fare yoa well. [^Exit.

Efcal. I fiiall defire you. Sir, to give me leave

To have free fpeech with you ; and it concerns me
To look into the bottom of my Place

:

A pow'r I have, but of what ftrength and nature

I am not yet intruded.

Jng. ' I'is fo with me : let us withdraw together.

And we may foon our fatisfadion have
Touching that point.

Efcal. I'll wait upon your Honou.**. [Exeunl.

SCENE Ilf.

The Sireei.

Enter Lucio, fi»i /wo Gentlemen.

Lucio. TF the Duke, with the other Dukes, come not

X to compoiition with the King of Hungary,
•why, then all the Dukes fall upon the King.

I Geat.
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1 Getit. Heav'n grant us its peace, but not the King

cf BungaryW
2 Gent. Amen.
Lucio. Thcu conclud'ft like the fan6\imonious Pi-

rate, that went to fea with the ten Commandnaents,

but fcrap'd one out of the Table.

2 Gent. Thou (halt not fteal.—

—

Lucio. Ay, that he raz'd.

1 Gent. Why, 'twas a Commandment to command
the captain and all the reft from their funclions ; they

put forth to fteal \ there's not a ibldier of us all, that,

in the thankfgiving before meat, does relifii the peti-

tion v/ell that prays for Peace

2 Gent, i never h^ard any foldier diflike it.

Lucio. I believe thee : for, I think, thou never waft

^vhere grace was faid.

2 Gent. No ? a dozen times at leaft.

I Gent. What, in meeter ?

Lucio. 9 In any proportion, or in any language.

I Gent. I think, or in any religion.

Lucio. Ay, why not ? grace is grace, ' defpight of

all controverfie ; as for example, thou thy felf art a

wicked villain, defpight of all grace.

I Gent. Weil ; there went but a pair of fneers be-

tvveen us.

Lucio. I grant; as there may between the lifts and

the velvet. Thou art the lift.

I Gent. And thou the velvet ; thou art good vel-

vet ; thou'rt a three pil'd piece, I warrant thee: I

had as lief be a lift of an Englifly kerfey, as be pil'd,

as thou art pil'd, for a French velvet. Do I fpeak

feelingly now ?

Lucio. I think, thou doft ; and, indeed, with moft

t In any proportion, &c.] Here the Oxford Editor gives us a

dialogue of his ov.n, inftead of this : and, as one would expedl,

neither fo clear nor fo lively. And all for want of knowing the

jneaning of the word proportion, which fjgnifies mcafure : and re-

fers to the queflion, TVhat, in rneetsr?

I defpight of all controverfie ;] Satirically infmuating that the

cotitro'uerfes about grace were fo intricate and endlefs, that the

difputants unfettled every thing but this, that grace f.-as gr^ce
^

wliich, how^iver, in fpite of ccntroverfy, ftiii leinaincd certain.

P 2 painful
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painful feeling of thy fpeech : I will, out of thine own
confeflion, learn to begin thy health; but, whilfl: I

live, forget to drink after thee.

1 Gent. I think, I have done my felf wrong, have

I not ?

2 Gent. Yes, that thou haft; whether thou art

tainted, or free.

Lucio, Behold, behold, where Madana Mitigation

comes.

1 Gent. I have purchased as many difeafes under her

roof, as come to

2 Gent. To what I pray ?

1 Gent. Judge.

2 Gent. To three thoufand dollars a year.

I Gent. Ay, and more.

Lucio. A French crown more.

1 Gent. Thou art always figuring difeafes in me ;

but thou art full of error ; I am found.

Lucio. Nay, not as one would fay healthy ; but fo

found, as things that are hollow ; thy bones are hol-

low ; impiety hath made a fcaft of thee.

SCENE IV.

Enter Bawd.

1 Gent. How now, which of your hips has the moH
profound fciatica?

Banvd. Well, well j there's one yonder arrefted,

and carry'd to prifon, was worth five thoufand of

you all.

I Gent. Who's that, I pr'ythee ?

Ba'wd. Marry, Sir, that's Claiidio ; Signior Claudia.

I Gent. Claudia to prifon ? tis not fo.

Banjjd. Nay, but I know, 'tis fo : I faw him ar-

reftedj faw him carry 'd away; and, which is more,

within thefe three days his head is to be chopt oft".

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I v/ould not have
it fo : art thou fure of this ?

Baiiod. I am too fure of it ; and it is for getting

madam Julietta with child.

Lucio, Believe me, this may be ; he promifcd to

meet
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meet me two hours fince, and he was ever precifc in

promife-keeping.

2 Gent. Befides, you know, it draws fomething near

to the fpeech we had to fuch a purpofe.

I Gent. But moft of all agreeing with the Proclama-

tion.

Lucio, Away, let's go learn the truth of it. [Exeunt.

Manet Bawd.

Baiud. Thus, what with the war, what with the

fweat, what with the gallows, and what with poverty,

I am cuftom-fhrunk. How now ? what's the news with

you ?

SCENE V.

Enter Clown.

Clonjon. Yonder man is carry'd to prifon.

Banxjd. Well \ what has he done ?

Clown. A woman.
Baiud. But what's his offence ?

Cloiun. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river.

BaiAid. What ? is there a maid with child by him ?

Cioivn. No j but there's a woman with maid by him.

You have not heard of the Proclamation, have you ?

Baivd, What Proclamation, man ?

Clown. All houfes in the fuburbs of Fienna mufl be

pluck'd down.

Bawd. And what fhall become of thofe in the city ?

C/own. * They fhall ftand for feed ; they had gone

down too, but that a wife burgher put in for them.

Bawd. But fhall all our houfes of refort in the fuburbs

be puU'd down ?

Clown. To the ground, miftrefs.

Bawd. Why, here's a change, indeed, in the com-

mon-wealth ; what fhall become of me ?

2 They Jhall ^zn^ for feed ;] Seneca, in his mock Apotheofis of

Claudius, ridiculing him for having extended the rights of Roman

citizens fo immoderately, makes Clotho fay, Ego, mehercule, puftL

lum temporis adjicere illi 'volebam, dum hos paticulos, qui fuperfunt,

tivitate donarct : conjiituerat etiim omnes Graces, Gallos, Hifpatios,

Britannos, togatos •videre. Sed quoniam placet aliquoz peregrtnos

jN SEMEN RELiNq^ui, et tu ita jubes feri, fat,

p i Clown,
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Clown. Come, fear not you ; good counfellors lack

ED clients ; though you change your place, you need'
not change your trade : J'll be your tapfler Hill. Cou-
rage, there will be pity taken on you ; ycu that have
worn your eyes almoil out in the lervice, you will be
confidered.

Barojd. What's to do here, Thotnas Tapjler ? let^s

withdraw.

C/on^j?j. Here comes Signior C/aud/o, led by the Pro-
oft to priion ; and there^s madam Ju/ief.

\_Exeu7it Bawd and Clown,

SCENE VI.

Ititir Provoft, Claudio, Juliet, and OJIcers. Lucio
and tiAJo gentlemen.

Claud. Fellow, why doft thou (how me thus to th'

world ?

Ber.r me to prifon, where I am committed.
Pron.K I do it not in evil difpofition,

Eut from lord Angela by fpecial charge,

r Claud. J Thus can the Demi-god, Authority^
Make us pay down, for our ofience, by weight.
The words of heav'n ; on whom it will, it will

;

On whom it will not, fo ; yet Hill 'tis juH:.

Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio I whence comes this

reftraint ?

Claud, From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty ;

5 TBi's can the BcmUgod^ Authority^.

Make us fKiy doivn, for our offence, by ivetght
The ivords of hea'ven 3 on luhcmi it ivill, it luill •

On tvhom it ivill not, Jo ;
yet fiill 'tis juj}.'\ The wrong

pointing of the fecond line hath made the paflage unintclh'gible.
There ought to be a full ftop at iveigbt. And the fenfc oi tiie

whole is this : The Dtmi-god, Authority, makes us pay the fullpe-
nalty cfcur offence, and its decrees are as little to be luefiioncd as
the 'zvords of hea'ven, ivhich pronounces its pleafure thus. I pu-
T.ifh and remitpunifnment according to my oivn uncontroulable ivill •

and yet ivho can fay, what dcf thci: f—Make us pay doivn, Jor our
offence, by iveight, is a fine expreiTion, to fignify paying the full
penalty. The metaphor is taken from paying money by •weight,
which is always exaft ; not fo by tale, on account of the practice
©/ diminiihing the fpecies.

As

1
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As furfeit; is the father of much faft,

So ev'ry fcope by the immod'rate ufe

Turns to reftraint : our natures do puiiue,

Like rats that ravin down their proper bane,

A thirlly evil ; and when we drink, Vve die.

Lucio. If I could fpeak fo wifely under an arreft, I

would fend for certain ofmy creditors ; and yet, to fay

the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of freedom,

as the morality of imprifonment : what^s thy offence,

Claudia ?

Claud. What, but to fpeak of, would ofFend again>

Lucio. What is' t, murder ?

Claud. No.
Lucio. Letchery ?

Claud. Call it io.

Pro^. Away, Sir, you muff go.

Claud. Oi\e word, good friend : -— Lucio, a word

with yoa.

Lucio. A hundred ; if they'll do you any good : is

letchery fo look'd after ?

Claud. Thus {lands it v^^ith me; upon a true contrail

I got podcfiion of Julietta^h bed,

(You know the lady,) (he is faft my wife ;

Save that we do the denunciation lack

Of outward order. This we came not to.

Only for propagation of a dower

Remaining in the coffer of her friends

;

From whom we thought it meet to hide our love,

*Till time had made them for us. But it chances^

The Health of our ** moft mutual entertainment.

With charafter too grofs, is writ on Juliet.

Lucio. With child, perhaps ?

Claud. Unhappily, even fo.

And the new deputy now for the Duke,

(Whether it be the fault, and glimpfe, of newnefs i

Or whether that the body publick be

A horfe whereon the Governor doth ride,

Who, newly in the feat, that it may know

^ «-«— moft mutual -— ] i. e. moft intimate. The phrafe U

extremely elegant on this occafion j
yet difliked by the Oxford E^

^iicrj who ftrikes out tnoft.

P4 He
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He can command, lets it flraight feel the fpur

;

Whether the tyranny be in his Place,
Or in his eminence that fills it up,
I flaggcrin :) but this new Governor
Awakes me all th' enrolled penalties.

Which have, like unfcourM armour, hung by th' wall
So long, that nineteen Zodiacks have gone round.
And none of them been worn ; and, for a name,
Kow puts the drowfie and neglcded Adl
Freihiy in me ; 'tis furely, for a name.

Lua'o. I warrant, it is ; and thy head ftands fo tickle
on thy fnoulders, that a milk-maid, if Ihe be in love,
may figh it off. Send after the Duke, and appeal to
him.

C/aiiJ. I have done fo, bat he's not to be found.
I pr'ythee, lucio, do me this kind fervice :

^This day my filter fhould the Cloiftcr enter.
And there receive her Approbation.
Acquaint her with the danger of my ftate.

Implore her, in my voice, th^t Ihe make friends
To the firid Deputy ; bid herfelf affay him ;

I have great hope in that ; for in her youth
There is a prone and fpeechlefs dialed.
Such as moves men ! befide, fhe hath profp'rous art
When fhe will play with reafon and difcourfe.
And well (he can perfuade.

Luch. I pray, Ihe may ; as well for the encourage-
ment of the like, which elfe would ftand under grie-
vous impofition ; as for the enjoying of thy life, who
I would be forry fhould be thus foolifhly loft at a game
of tick-tack. Vll to her.

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio.
Lucia. Within two hour?,' —
Ciaud. Come, officer, away. [Exeunt

»

SCENE VII.

A MONASTER r,

^
Enter Duke, and Friar Thomas.

Pf*^^' TVT^ * ^°^y father, throw away that thought;

X>I BqUqwq not, that the dribbling dart of Jove

Cac
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Can pierce a compleat bofom : why I defire thee

To give me fecret harbour, hath a purpofe

More grave, and wrinkled, than the aims and ends

Of burning youth.

Fri. May your Grace fpeak of it ?

Duke. My holy Sir, none better knows than you.

How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd ;

And held in idle price to haunt AiTemblies,

Where youth, and eoft, and witlefs bravery keeps.

'

I have delivered to lord Angela

5 (A man of ftridl ure and firm abftinence)

My abfolute Pow'rand Place here in Vienna ',

And he fuppofes me travelled to Poland ;

For fo I've ftrew'd it in the common ear.

And fo it is receiv'd : now, pious Sir,

You will demand of me, why I do this ?

Fri. Gladly, my lord.

Duke. We have ftrid Statutes and moft biting Laws^
^ (The needful bits and curbs for head-ftrong Steeds,)

Which for thefe nineteen years 7 we have let fleep

;

Even like an o*er-grown lion in a cave.

That goes not out to prey : now, as fond fathers

Having bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch.

Only to flick it in their children's fight.

For terror, not to ufe ; in time the rod

Becomes more mock'd, than fear'd : (o cur Decrees,

Dead to infliftion, to themfelves are dead i

And Liberty plucks Juftice by the nofe ;

The baby beats the nurfc, and quite athwart

Goes all decorum,

5 A man of stricture atidjirm abjiiiiencej^ firitiure makes

no fenfe in this place. We fhould read,

A man o/" strict ure andfirm abfiinence,

2, e, a man of the exaEiefi conduSi, and pra<^lifed in tlie fubdual of

his paflions. Ure an old word for ufe, practice j fo enured, habi-

tuated to.

6 The needful hits and cnrhs for headfirong weieds.] Common
fenfe, and the integrity of the metaphor, fhew that Shakefpear

wrote beadftrong steeds.
q-———We ha-ve let slip

;

Ev'n like an o'er^groivn lien in a cave.^

The fimilitude fhews that Shake/pear wrote,

I I I w# have let sleep.
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Fri. It reftcd in your Grace
T'unloofe this ty'd-up juftice, when you pleas'd :

And it in you more dreadful would have feem'd.

Than in lord Ar.gelo.

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful.

Sith 'twas my fault to give the people fcope,

'Twould be my tyranny to ftrike, and gall them.
For what I bid them do. For we bid this be done.

When evil deeds have their permifTive pafs,

And not the punifhment. Therefore, indeed, my father^

I have on Angela impos'd the office :

"Who may in th'ambafh of my name llrike home.
And yet, my nature never in the fight

To do in flander : And to behold his fway,

1 will, as 'twere a Brother of your Order,

Vifit both prince and people ; therefore, pr'ythee.

Supply me with the habit, and inftrudt me
How I may formally in perfon bear,

Like a true Friar. More reafons for this aftion

At our more leifure ihall I render you ;

Only, this one : Lord Angela is precife ;

** Stands at a guard with envy ; fcarce confefTes

** That his blood flows, or that his appetite
** Is more to bread than fcone : hence (liall we fee,

If pow'r change purpofe, what our feemers be. \Ext.

SCENE VIII.

A Nunnery,

Enter Ifabella and Fraticlfca.

Jfah. \ ND have you Nuns no further privileges ?

X\ Nun. Are not thefe large enough ?

Ifah. Yes, truly ; I fpeak not as defiring more

;

But rather wifhing a more ftridl reflraint

Upon the fifter-hood, the votarifts of Saint Clare.

Lucio. [fwithin.'] Hoa ! Peace be in this place !

J/ab. Who's that, which calls ?

Nun. It is a man's voice : gentle Ifahellay

Turn you the key, and know his bufinefs of him -,

You may j I may not ; you are yet unfworii

:

When
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* When you have vow'd, you mufl: not fpeak with men.

But in the prefence of the Priorefs j

Then, if you fpeak, you mull not (hew your face j

Or, if you fhew your face, you mud not fpeak.

He calls again ; 1 pray you, anfwerhim. [5a-// Franc.

Jfa, Peace and profperity ! who i&'t that calls ?

Et2ter Lucio.

Ltich. Hail, virgin, (if you be) as thofe cheek- rofes

Proclaim you are no lefs ; can you fo Head me,

As bring me to the fight of Ifabella,

A novice of this place, and the fair fifter

To her unhappy brother Claudia F

Ifab. Why her unhappy brother ? let me afk

The rather, for I now muft make you know

I am that Ifabella, and his filler. [you ;

Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets

Not to be weary with you, he's in prifon.

Ifah. Wo me ! for what ?

Lucio. For that, which, if myfelf might be hisjudge^

He (hould receive his punifhment in thanks j

He hath got his friend with child.

I/ah. Sir, make me not your llory. [miliar fm

Lucio. 'Tis true : — 1 would not (tho' 9 'tis my fa-

With maids to feem the lapwing, and to jeil,

Tongue far from heart) play with all virgins fo.

I hold you as a thing en-fky'd, and fainted i

By

8 V/hen you hanje 'yoio''d, you mufl not fpeak nuith mer.y.

But in ths prefence of the Priorefs
j

Then, if you fpeak, you mufl not fheiv yourface ;

Or, ifyou fhcto your face, you mifl not fpeak. ^ This is a

very artfu). p.reparation for the efteds that IfabeV^ felicitation had

on Angelo in the following Scene, as it fhews the niifchiefs of

beauty to be fo great, that the Religious had laid down rules and re-

gulations to prevent its inordinate influence, which lelVens our fur-

prife at Angclo^s weaknefs.

9 "'tis myfamiliarfn
Tfith maids to feem the laptving,'] — The Oxford Editor^s

note, on this paffage, is in thefe words. The lapivt'-gs fly -uitb

Jeeming fright and anxiety far from their nefls, to d^ceinje thofe

ivbo feek their young. And do not all other birds do the fame ?

But what has this to do with the infidelity of a general lover, to

whom this bird is compared. It is another quality of tlie lapwirgj

that is here alluded to, •vi^a, its perpetually flying fo low ajiti lo

near
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By your renoancement, an immortal Spirit

;

And to be taik'd with in fincerity.

As with a Saint.

I/ab. You do blafpheme the good, in mocking me.
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewnefs and truth, 'tis thus;

Your brother and his lover having embrac'd.

As thofe that htd grow full, as bloffoming time
' That from the feednefs the bare fallow brings

To teeming * foyfon ; fo her plenteous womb
Expreffeth his full tilth and hufbandry. [Juliet f

Jfab. Some one with child by him ?- my couiin

Lucio Is fhe your coufin ?

1/ah. Adoptedly, as fchool -maids change their names,

'By vain, tho* apt, affedion.

Lucio. She it is.

Jfab. O, let him marry her !

Lucio. This is the point.

The Duke is very ftrangely gone from hence

;

Bore many gentlemen, myfelf being one.

In hand and hope of a<^ion ; but we leaJ-n,

By thofe that know the very nerves of ftate.

His givings out were ofan infinite diftance

J'rom his true- meant defign. Upon his place,.

And with full line of his authority.

Governs lord Angela ; a man whofe blood.

Is very fnow-broth ; one v/ho never feels

The wanton ftings and motions of the fenfe j

But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge

With profits of the mind, ftudy and fall.

He, (to give fear to ufs and liberty.

Which have long time run by the hideous laW;,

As mice by lyons ;) hath pickt out an aft.

Under whofe heavy fenfe your brother's life

3iear the paflenger, thai! he thinks he has it, and then is fuddenly

gone again. This made it a proverbial expreiTion to fignify a lo-

yer's falfhood : and it feems to be a very old one j for Chaucer^ in his

^loium ail's Tale, fays, Andlafivin^s thativell conitb lie.

1 That from the feednefs. ] An old word for feed-timei So

the lawyers tranflate jtmen hyemale ^ quadragejimalej by win=

t^t feednefs, and lent feednefs^

& mm^-foyfon. ^^Harveftr Mx,.Fo^e,

JFalb
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Jails into forfeit ; he arrefts him on it ;

And follows clofe the rigour of the ilatute.

To make him an example ; all hope's gone,

Unlefs you have the grace by your fair prayer

To foften Aigelo ; and that's my pith of bufinefs

'Twixt you and your poor brother.

Ifab. Doth he fo

Seek for his life ?

Lucio. H'as cenfur'd him already ;

'And, as I hear, the Provoft hath a warrant

For's execution.

Jfab. Alas ! what poor

Ability's in me, to do him good ?

Lucio. Affay the power you have.

I/ah. My power ? Alas ! I doubt.

Lucio. Our doubts are traitors ;

And make us lofe the good, we oft might win.

By fearing to attempt. Go to lord Angela,

And let him learn to know, when maidens fue.

Men give like Gods ; but when they weep and knesT^

All their petitions are as truly theirs.

As they themfelves would owe them.

Ifab. I'll fee what I can do.

Lucio, But, fpeedily.

Ifab, I will about it ftrait

;

No longer flaying, but to give the mother

Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you j

Commend me to my brother : foon at night

I'll fend him certain v.'ord of my fuccefs.

Lucio. I take my leave of you.

Ifab. Good Sir, adieu. ^Exeun^.

A C T 11. S C E N E L

"Ihe PALACE.
Enter Angelo, Efcalus, a JuJHce, and Attendants.

A N G E L O.

WE muft not make a fcare-crow of the law,

Settine it up to fear the birds of prey.
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And let it keep one fliape, till cuftom make it

Their pcarch, and not their terror.

Efcal. Ay, but yet

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little,

^ Than fall, and bruife to death. Alas ! this gentlemair.
Whom I would fave, had a mofl noble father ;

Let but your Honour know.
Whom I believe to be moft fcrait in virtue,

That, in the working of your own afFedions,

Had time coher'd with place, or place with wiihing^
Or that the refolute adting of your blood

Could have attain'd th'efFed of your own purpofe ;

Whether you had not fometime in your life

Err'd in this point, which now you cenfure him.
And pull'd the law upon you.

Jng. 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Efcalus,

Another thing to fall. I not deny.

The jury, paffing on the prifoncr's life,

May in the fworn twelve have a thief or two.
Guiltier than him they try ; what*s open made to

juftice,

That juftice feizes on. What know the laws,

That thieves do pafs on thieves ? *tis very pregnant.

The jewel that we find, we ftoop and take't,

Becaufe we fee it ; but what we do not fee.

We tread upon, and never think of it.

You may not fo extenuate his offence.

For I have had fuch faults ; but rather tell me.
When I that cenfure hira, do fo offend.

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death,

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he muft die.

Enter Provoll.

Efcal. Be't, as your wifdom will.

j^ng. Where is the Provoft ?

Proir. He.'-e, if it like your Honour.
Ang. See, that Claudia

Be executed by nine to morrow morning.

2 Than FALL, and bruife to death.

1

1 fhould rather read fell
*. e. ftrike down. So in 'Timon of Athe-^s,

Ally fave theeJ J tzll ivith curfes.

Bring
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Bring him his confeflbr, let him be preparM ;

For that's the utmoft of hia pilgrimage.—

-

[Exit Prov.

Efcai. Well, heav'n forgive him ! and forgive us all

!

Some rife by fin, and fome by virtue fall :

Some run through brakes of vice, and anfwcr none ;

And fome condemned for a fault alone.

S C E N E II.

Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, ««.-/ Officers.

Elb. Come, bring them away j if thefebe good peo-

ple ~in a common-weal, that do nothing but ufe their

abufes in common hoafes, I know no law ; bring them

swav
Jng. How now. Sir, what's your name ? and whafs

the matter ?
t , t^ i ^

JEIL If it pleafe your Honour, I am the poor Duke s

conftable, and my name is Elbor^ ; I do lean upon juf-

tice, Sir, and do bring in here before > our good Honour

two notorious benefaclors.

Jng. Benefaftors ? well ; what benefaftors are they ?

are thev not malefadlors ?

EIL' If it pleafe your Honour, I know not well what

they are ; but precife villains they are, that I am fure

of; and void of all profanation in the world, that good

chriftians ought to have.
*

E/caL This comes off well ; here's a wife officer.

Jn<T. Go to : what quality are they of ? Elho^ is

your name ? why doft thou not fpcak. Elbow ?

Clonxjn. He cannot, Sir ; he's out at elbow.

Jng. What are you, Sir ?

Elb. He, Sir ? a tapfier. Sir ;
parcel-bawd ; one

that ferves a bad woman j whofe houfe, Sir, was, as

they fay, pluckt down in the fuburbs ; and now Ihe

profeffes a hot- houfe ; which, I think, is a very ill

houfe too.

Efcal. How know you that ?

Elb. My Wife, Sir, whom I deteft before heav'n and

your Honour,

Efcal. How ! thy wife ?

Elb. Ay, Sir i whom, I thank heav'n, is an honeft

woman. ^J'"^'



^2S Measure for Measure.
£/ca/. Doft thou deteft her therefore ?

E/k I fay. Sir, I will deteft myfelfalfo, as well as
Ihe, that this houfe, if it be not a bawd's houfe, it is
pity of her life, for it is a naughty houfe.

£/ca/. How doft thou know that, conftable ?

Eli. Marry, Sir, by my wife ; who, if Ihe had been
a woman cardinally given, might have been accufed in
fornication, adultery, and all uncleannefs there.

E/ca/. By the woman^s means ?

EJl>. Ay, Sir, by miftrefs O-z^^r-^ow^'s means, but as
ihe fpit in his face, fo fhe defy'd him.

C/o^n. Sir, if itpleafe your Honour, this is not (o.
Elb, Prove it before thefe varlets here, thou honour-

able man, prove it.

Efcal. Do you hear how he mifplaces >

" Clonun, Sir, flie came in great with child ; and
«« longing (faving your Honour's reverence) for ftew'd
*' prunes ; Sir, we had but two in the houfe, which
" at that xzxy diftant time ftood, as it were, in a fruit-
« dilh, a diOi of fome three-pence ; (your Honours
<" have feen fuch difties ; they are not China difties, but
I* vtry good dilhes.)

Efcal. Go to, go to ,* no matter for the difh. Sir.
*• Clo^n. No, indeed, Sir, not of a pin ; you are

* therein in the right : but to the point : as I fay,
" this miftrefs Elho^v, being, as I fay, with child, and
« being great belly'd, and longing, as I faid, for
** prunes ; and having but two in the difti, as I faid ;
" mafter Froth \iext, this very man, having eaten the
•' reft, as I faid, and, as I fay, paying for them very
** honeftly ; for, as you know, mafter Froth, I could
« not give you three pence again.

Froth. No, indeed.

" C/m'«. Ytxy well ; you being then, if you be
«* remembred, cracking the ftones of the forefaid

^ prunes.

Froth, ky, fo I did, indeed.
" Cion>jn. Why, very well ; I telling you then, if

« you be remembred, that fuch a one, and fuch a one,
« were paft cure of the thing you wot of, unlefs they
^ kept y^y good diet^ as I tgjd you.-

Fmtb*
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Troth, AH this is true.

*' Clonvn. Why, very well then.

Efcal Come, you are a tedious fool ; to the pur-

pofe: what was done to £/^.av's wife, that he hath

caufe to complain of? come to what was done to her.

" Clonxjn. Sir, your Honour cannot come to that yet.

Efcal. No. Sir, nor I meant it not.
^

" Clonvn, Sir, but you fhall come to it, by your

« Honour's leave: and, I befeech you, look into

« mailer Froth here, Sir, a man of fourfcore pound a

« year ; whofe father dyM at Hallowmas, Was t not

" at Halloivnias, mafler Froth ?

Froth. All-holland eve.

« C/.a(;«. Why, very well; I hope here be truths.

•* He, Sir, fitting, as I fay, in a lower chair bir ;

** 'twas in the bunch of grapes, where, indeed, you

«» have a delight to fit, have you not ?

"
Froth, I have fo, becaufe it is an open room, and

good for winter. .

" C/ow». Why, very well then; I hope here be

** truths,
^

^»P-. This will laft out a night in Kujfia,

When nights are longeft there. I'll take my leave.

And leave you to the hearing of the caufe ;

Hoping, you'll find good caufe to whip them all.

EfcaL I think no lefs. Good morrow to your lord-

(hip. [^^'> Angelo.

SCENE III.

Now, Sir, come on : what was done to Elhonx)^^ wife,

once more ?

C/ow«. Once, Sir ? there was nothing done to her

once.

Elb. I befeech you. Sir, afk him what this man did

to my wife.

Clonxin. I befeech your Honour, afk me.

Efcal. Well, Sir, what did this gentleman to her ?

C7tfw«. I befeech you. Sir, look in this gentleman's

face; good mafter F;W^, look upon his Honour ; 'tis

for a good purpofe ; doth your Honour mark his face ?

EfcaU Ay, Sir, very well.
Clown-,
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C/^^». Nay, I befeech you, mark it well
Efcal Well, I do fo.

Clorwn, Doth your Honour fee any harm in his far
Bfcal. "^I^iy, no.

Ch-ivn. I'll be fuppos'd upon a book, his face is the)
worft thing about him: good then ; if his face be the
worH thing about him, how could mailer Froth do the
conlbble's wife any harm ? I would know that of your
Honour.

^
Efcal. He's in the right j conflable, what fay you to

it ?

Elh, Firfl, an it like you, the houfe is a refpeaed
houfe; next, this is a rcfpeded fellow ; and his miftrefs
IS a refpeded woman.

C/<?av//, "^y this hand. Sir, his wife is a more refpe^ed
perfon than any of us all.

-fi*/-^. Varlet, thou lieft ; thou lied, wicked varlet ;
the time is yet to come, that fhe was ever refpefted
with man, woman, or child.

Cloijjn. Sir, fhe was rcfpeiTced with him before he
marry'd with her.

EfcaL Which is the wifer here ?. Jufiice, or Imqni^
iy P-^ _ js this true ?

EIB. O thou caitiiF! O thou varlet \ O thou wicked
Hannihair I relpeded with her, before I was marry 'd
to lier ? If ever I was refpeaed with her, or fhe with
me, let not your worfhip think me the poor duke's
officer J prove this, thou wicked Ea?imhal, or I'll have
mine aftion of battery on thee.

Efcal. If he took you a box o' th' ear, you mJght
have your adiicn of flander too.

Elb. Marry, I thank your good v/orihio for't : what
is't your worfnip's pleafure I ihall do with this wicked
caitiff ?

Efcal. Truly, officer, becaufe he hath fome offences
m_ him, that thou would'il difcover if thou couldft, let
him continue in his courfes, 'till thcu know'il what
they are.

Elb. Marry, I thank your worfhip for it ; thou feed,
thou wicked varlet, now, what's come upon thee.
Thou art to continue now, thou varlet ; thou art to
continue.

^j.^i^
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T,fcaL Where were you born, friend ? [Ti? Froth.

froth. Here in Vienna, Sir.

Efcal Are you of fourfcore pounds a year ?

Fro/y^. Yes,and'tpleafeyou, Sir.

£/r^/. So. V/hat trade are you of, Sir ?

-^

[To //?»<? Clown,

Clon>jn. A tapfter, a poor widow's tapfler.

E/ca/. Your miftrefs's name ?

Clowun. Miftrefs Over-done.

£/r«;. Hath fhe had any more than one huiband ?

Clown. Nine, Sir : Onjerdone by the lafl.

^/fi?/. Nine ? come hither to me, mafter Froih :

mafler Froth I would not have you acquainted with

tapfiers ; they wil) draw you, mafler Froth, and you

will hang them. Get you gone, and let me hear no

more of you.
r - 4. y

Freth. I thank your worlhip ; for mme own part, 1

never come into any room in a tap-houfe, but I am

drawn in. « -n r r i
~

Ffi-al. Well i no more of it, m.alter Froth ; tareweh
'^

[Exit Froth.

SCENE IV.

Come you hither to me, mafter tapfter ; what^s your

name, mafter tapfter ?

ClonAjn. Pcmpey.

Ejcal What elfe ?

Clonxn. Buniy Sir.
,i -l

>

Ffcal. Troth, and your bum is the greateft thing a-

bout you, fo that, in the beaftlieft fenfe, you are Fom-

pey the Great. Pompey, you are partly a bawd, Pam-

tey : howibever you colour it in being a tapfter ;
are

you not ? come tell me true, it ftiall be the better for

^°C/W«. Truly, Sir, I am a poor fellow that would

live. ^ , , .

Efcal. How would you live, Poff,pey ? by being a

bawd ? what do you think of the trade, Pcmpey .? is 11

a lawful trade ?

C/oov^. If the law wilUllow it, Sir..

Ekah
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E/ca/. But the law will not allow it, Pomiey i nor it

Jhall not be allowed in Fien»a.
Cloivn. Does your worfhip mean to geld and fplay all

the youth in the city ?

Efcal. 'No, Pompey.
Clo^n. Truly, Sir, in my poor opinion, they will

to t then. If your worfhip will take orderfor the drabs
and the knaves, you need not to fear the bawds.

Efcal. There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell
you : It IS but heading and hanging.

Cionvn. If you head and hang all that ofFend that way
but for ten years together, you'll be glad to give out a
commiffion for more heads : If this law hold in Vienna
ten years, * VW rent the faireil houfe in it, after three
pence a bay : if you live to fee this come to pafs, fay,
Pompey told you fo.

Efcal, Thank you, good Powpey ; and in requital of
your prophecy, hark you ; I advife you, let me not
find you before me again upon any complaint whatfo-
cver ; no, not for dwelling where you do; if I do,
Pompey, I fiiall beat you to your tent, and prove a
fhrewd Cafar to you : in plain dealing, Pompey, I
fhall have you whipt : fo for thia time, Pompey, fare
you well.

CloiAjn. I thank your worlhip for your good counfel i
but I fhall follow it, as the ilefli and fortune Ihall better
determine.

Whip me ? no, no ; let carman whip his jade ;

The valiant heart's not whipt out of his trade. {Exit

S C E N E V.
^yr^/. Come hither to me, vm^et Elhotjo ; come hi-

ther, mafter conftable ; how long have you been in this

place ofconftable?

2 /'// refit the fairefi houfe in it, for three pence a hay : ] Mr.
Theobald ioww^ that this was the reading of the old books, and he
follows it out of pure reverence for antiquity ; for he knows no-
thing of the meaning of it. He fuppofes Bay to be that projeftion
called a Bay-window

5 as if the way of rating houfes was by
the number of their Bay-windows. But it is quite another thing,
and fignifies the fquarcd frame of a timber houfe ; each of which
divifions or fquares is called a Bay, Hence a building of fo many
Bays.

Elb.
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Elb. Seven years and a half. Sir.

Efcal. I thought, by your readinefs in the office, you

had continued in it fome time : you fay feven years to-

gether ?

Elb. And a half, Sir.

Efcal. Alas ! it hath been great pains to you ; they

do you wrong to put you fo oft upon't : are there not

men in your ward fufficient to ferve it ?

Elb. Faith, Sir, few of any wit in fuch matters ; as

they are chofen, they are glad to chufe me for them.

I do it for fome piece of money, and go through with

all.

Efcal. Look you, bring me in the names of fome iJx

or feven, the mod fufficient of your parifh.

Elb. To your worlhip's houfe. Sir ?

Efcal. To my houfe ; fare you well. What's a

clock, think you ? \_Exit Elbow.

Juji. Eleven, Sir.

Efcal. I pray you, home to dinner with me.

Jufi. I humbly thank you.

Efcal. It grieves me for the death of Claudia :

But there's no remedy.

yu/l. Lord Angela is fevere.

Efcal. It is but needful

:

Mercy is not itfelf, that oft looks fo ;

Pardon is Hill the nurfe of fecond woe :

But yet, poor Claudia! there's no reijiedy.

Come, Sir. \ExeunU

SCENE VI.

Enter Provoft, and a Servant,

Serv. He's hearing of a caufe 5 he will come ftraight:

ril tell him of you.

Prov. Pray you, do ; I'll know
His pleafure ; 't may be, he'll relent ; alas

!

He hath but as offended in a dream :

All fefts, all ages fraack of this vice ; and he
To die for it

!

Enter Angelo.

j^ng. Now, what's the matter, Pro'vofi .^

PffiVl
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Fro'v. Is it your will, Claudia (hall die to morrow ?

Ang. Did not I tell thee, yea ? hadfl thou not order I

Why doll: thou afk again ?

Fro'V. Left I might be too rafh.

Under your good correclion, I have feen.

When, after execution, judgment hath

Repented o'er his doom.
Ang, Go to ; let that be mine,

X)oyou your office, or give up your place,

And you fhall well be fpar'd.

Pron). I crave your pardon. r'

What fhall be done, Sir, with the groaning Juliet ?

-She's very near her hour.

Ar/g. Difpofe of her

To fome more fitting place, and that with fpeed.

Ser'v. Here is the filler of the man condemned,

Defires accefs to you.

^r.g. Hach he a fifter ?

Pro'V. Ay, my good lord, a very virtuous maid.

And to be fhortly of a filler hood,

If not already.

Jng. Weil ; let her be admitted. [Exi/ Ser^vant,

See you, the fornicatrels be remov'd ;

Let her have needful, but not lavifh, means

;

There ihall be order for ii;.

SCENE VII.

Enter Lucio and Ifabella.

Pro'v. 'Save your Honour,

Jfig. Stay yet a while ~ Y'are welcome ; what's

your will ?

Ifab. I am a woful fuitor to your Honour,

Pleafe but your Flonoui hear me.

Jng. Well ; what's your fuit ?

Ifah. There is a vice that moll I do abhor,

And moil defire Ihould meet the blow of juftice ;

For which I would not plead, but that 1 muft j

For which I muil not plead, but that i am
At war, 'twixt will, and will not.

Ang, W^ll i the matter }

}Jah
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I/ah. I have a brother is condemn'd to die j

)I do befeech you let it be his fault.

And not my brother.

Pro^. Heav'n give thee moving graces !

y%. Condemn the fault, and not the a;f^or of it ?

Why, tv&ry fault's condemn'd, ere it be done ;

Mine were the very cipher of a funftion,

To find the faults, vvhofe fine Hands in record.
And let go by the adlor.

1/ab. Ojuft, but Severe law !

I had a brother then ; heav'n keep your Honour I

Lucio. Give not o'er fo : to him again, intreat him,
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown ;

You are too cold ; if you fhould need a pin,
You could not with mere Lame a tongue defire it.

To him; liay.

Jfab. Muft he needs die ?

' Jng. Maiden, no remedy.
I/ab. Yes ; I do think that you miglit pardon him 5'

And neither heav'n, nor man, grieve at the mercy.
Jng. I will not do^t.

Ifab. But can you, if you would ?

ji^ng. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do.
Ijab. But might you do't, and do the world no

wrong,
If fo your heart were touch'd with that remorfe.
As mine is to him ?

Jng. He's fentenc'd ; 'tis too late.

Lucio. You are too cold.

Ifab. Too late ? why, no ; I, that do fpeak a word.
May call it back again : Well believe this,
** No ceremony that to Great-ones 'longs,
** Not the King's crown, nor the deputed fword,
" The maifhal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe," Become them with one half fo good a grace,
^* As mercy does : if he had been as you.
And you as he, you would have flipt like him ;

But he, like you, would not have been fo fiern. .

Jfig. Pray you, be gone.
Ifab. I wou'd to heav'n 1 had your potency,

And^ou vvere Ifabel ; Ihouid it then be thus ?

No;
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No ; I would tell what 'twere to be a judge.

And what a prifoner.

Lucio. Ay, touch him ; there's the vein.

Jng. Your brother is a forfeit of the law.

And you but wafte your words. \

Ifab. Alas ! alas

!

•

** Why, 5 all the fouls that are, were forfeit once :

•* And he, that might the 'vantage beft have took,

" Found out the remedy. How would you be,

«* If he, which is the top ofjudgment, Ihould

*' But judge you, as you are ? oh, think on that

;

«« And mercy then will breathe within your lips,

«* Like man new made.

Jng. Be you content, fair maid ;

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother.

Were he my kinfman, brother, or my fon.

It Ihould be thus with him j he dies to-morrow.

J/ab, To-morrow, Oh ! that's fudden. Spare him,

fpare him.

He's not prepared for death : Even for our kitchens

We kill the fowl, of feafon ; fnall we ferve heav'n

With lefs refpea, than we do minifter [you

:

To our grofs felves ? good, good my lord, bethink

Who is it, that hath dy'd for this offence ?

There's many have committed it.

Lucio. Ay, wellfaid.

Jng. The law hath not been dead, tho' it hath llept

:

TJiofe many had not dar'd to do that evil.

If the firft man that did th' edift infringe.

Had anfwer'd for his deed. Now 'tis awake ; ^

Takes note of what is done j and, s like a prophet,

^ ^ all the fouls that were,] This is falfe divinity. We
{hould read are.

A, And jnercy then toill breathe ivitbin your lips,

Like man new made.'] This is a fine tliought, and finely

exprcfled : The meaning is, that mercy -will add fuch grace rt-

your per/on, that you ivi II appear as amiable as man come frtjh out

ef the hands of his c^-eator.

c . ^^ like a prophet,

Looks in a glafs.] This alludes to the fopperies of the

Berril, much ufed at that time by cheats and fortune-tellers to

prediftby., ^y^
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Looks in a glafs that (hews what future evils.

Or new, or by remifsnefs new-conceiv'd.

And To in progrefs to be hatch'd and born.

Are now to have no fuccelTive degrees j

{a) But ere they live, to end,

Jfab. Yet fhew fome pity.

*' Jng. I fliew it moft of all, v/hen I fhew juftice }

*' For then I pity thofe, I do not know ;

*• Which a diimiis'd offence would after gaul ;

And do him right, that, anfweringone foul wrong.

Lives not to ad another. Be fatisfy'd ;

Your brother dies to-morrow ; be content.

Ifab. So you muil be the firft, that gives this fen^

tence ;

And he, that iuffers : oh, tis excellent

To have a giant's ftrength j but it is tyrannous.

To ufe it like a giant.

Lucio. That's well faid,

Ifab. Could great men thunder

As Jove himfclf does, Jo've would ne'er be quiet

;

For every pelting, petty, officer

Would ufe his heav'n for thunder ;

* Nothing but thunder : merciful heav'n !

* Thou rather with thy {harp, and fulph'rous, bolt

* Split'ft the unwedgeable and gnarled oak,
* Than the foft myrtle : O, but man ! proud man,
* Dreft in a little brief authority,

* Mofl ignorant of what he's moft alTur'd,

* His glaffy eifence, like an angry ape,

* Plays fuch fantaftick tricks before high heav'n,
* ^ As makes the angels weep ; 7 who, with our fpleens,

* Would

6 j^s makcz the atigehioeep 5] The notion of angels weeping for

the fins of men is labbinical. - Ob peccatum fetites ar.gelos indu'
cunt Hebraorurn magijiri .

—- Grotius ad Lucam.
7 ivhoy nvith our fpleens

^

Would all thcmjtl-ue% laugh mortal.'] Mr. Theobald fays

the meaning of this is, that if theywere endjived tvith our fpleens
and perifyahle organs, they luould laugh therfehes out of immor.
tality : Which amounts to this, that if they were mortal they

[faJ But ere they //i/f,——Oxford Edit. Vulg. But here they

li've.'l

YoL. I. (^ would
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« Would all themfelves laugh mortal.

Lucio. Oh, to him, to him, Wench ; he will relent ;

He's coming : I perceive*t.

Pronj. Pray heav'n, Qie win him !

Ifab. ^ We cannot weigh our brother with yourfelf :

Great men may jeft with Saints ; 'tis wit in them ;

But, in the lefs, foul prophanation.

Lucio. Thou'rt right, girl ; more o' that.

Jfab. That in the captain's but a cholerick word,
Which in the foldier is flat blafphemy.

Lucio. Art avis'd o'that ? more on't.

Ang. Why do you put thefe fayings upon me ?

Ijab. Becaufe authority, tho' it err like others.

Hath yet a kind of medicine in itfelf.

That fkins the vice o' th' top : go to your bofom ;

Knock-there, and afkyour heart, what it doth know
That's like my brother's fault ; if it confefs

A natural guiltinefs, fuch as is his.

Let it not found a thought upon your tongue

Againft my brother's life.

Ang. She fpeaks, and 'tis fuch fenfe,

9 That my fenfe bleeds with it. Fare you well.

Ifah. Gentle, my lord, turn back.

Ang, I will bethink me ; come again to morrow.

Ifab. Hark, how I'll bribe you : good my lord,

Ang. How ? bribe me ? [turn back.

Ifab. Ay, with fuch gifts, that heav'n fhall (hare

with you.

would not be immortal. Skakefpear meant no fuch nonfenfe. By
Jpleens, he meant that peculiar turn of the human mind, that al-

ways violently inclines it to a fpiteful, unfeafonable mirth. Had
the angels that, fays Sbakefpcar, they would laugh themfelves

out of their immortality, by indulging a paflion which does not
deferve that prerogative. The ancients thought, that immoderate
laughter was caufed by the bignefs of the fpleen.

8 JVe cannot nveigh our brother -with our Jelf: ] Why could

ihe not ? She could not weigh her brother with the Duke indeed,

tlieir qualities being fo difproportioned as to aggravate her brother's

crimes,and extenuate the Duke's. So that it is plain wc fhould read
... with your felf

.

9 That my fenfe bleed? ivith /.',] The firft Folio reads breeds^

which the' it have no meaning, yet Mr. Theobald Adopts, and dif-

cards a very fgnfible word, to make room fur it.

Lucio,



Measure for Measure. 339
Lucio. You had marr'd all elfe.

Ifab. Not with fond fhekles of the ' tefted gold.

Or ftones, whofe rate are either rich, or poor.

As fancy values them ; but with true prayers.

That (hall be up at heav'n, and enter there.

Ere fun-rife : prayers from * preferved fouls.

Prom fafting maids, whofe minds are dedicate

To nothing temporal.

Ang. Well ; come to-morrow.

Lucio. Go to ; 'tis well ; away.

Ifab, Heav'n keep your Honour fafe ?

Ang. Amen :

For I am that way going to temptation.

Where prayers crofs.

Ifab. At what hour to-morrow

Shall I attend your lordfhip ?

Ang. At any time 'fore noon.

Ifab. Save your Honour

!

[Exeunt Lucio anei IfabelU,

SCENE vin.

Ang. From thee ; even from thy virtue.

What's this ? what's this-^ is this her fault, or mine ?

** The tempter, or the tempted, who fins moft r

" Not (he ; nor doth (he tempt ; but it is 1,
*• That, lying by the violet in the fun,

" Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower,

" Corrupt with J virtuous feafon. Can it be,
*' That modcfty may more betray our fenfe,

*' Than woman's lightnefs ? having wafte ground
enough,

** Shall we defire to raze the fanftuary,
** And pitch our evils there ? oh, fie, fie, fie !

What doll thou ? or what art thou, Ange/o ?

Doll thou defire her foully, for thofc things

1 .«— tefted gold.l i. e. attefted, or marked with the ftandard

ftamp.

2 preferred fouls,] i. e. preferred from the corruption
of the world. The metaphor is taken from fruits preferved in

fugar.

3 _ rvirtuoui feafon.] /. e. kindly feafon. But the fubjea
here gives the figure a peculiar elegance.

Q^z That
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That make her good ? Oh, let her brother live :

Thieves for their robbery have authority.

When judges fteal themfelves. What ? do I love her.

That J defire to hear her fpeak again,

And feaft upon her eyes? what is't I dream on ?

Oh, cunning enemy, that, to catch a Saint,

With Saints doft bait thy hook ! moft dangerous
*' Is that temptation, that doth goad us on
*' To fm in loving virtue : ne'er could theftrumpet.

With all her double vigour, art and nature,

Once ftir my temper ; but this virtuous maid
Subdues me quite : 'Ever till this very Now,
When men were fond, I fmil'd, and wonder'd how.

SCENE IX.

Changes to a Prifon.

Enter Duke, habited like a Friary and Provo/i.

Duke. X TAIL to you, Pronjoft! fo, I think, you are.

JTl Prov. I am the Pronjoji i what's your
will, good Friar ?

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bleft Order,
I come to vifit the afHided fpirits

Here in the prifon ; do me the common right

To let me fee them, and to make me know
The r.iiure of their crimes j that 1 may minifter

To them accordingly.

Frcv. I would do more than that^ if more were
needful.

Enter Juliet.

Look, here comes one ; a gentlewoman of mine,

4 Who falling in the flames of her own youth,

Haih blifter'd her report : (he is with child ;

And he, that got it, fentenc'd : a young man
More fit to do another fuch ofience.

Than die for this.

4 Ji^'ho falling in the flaws of her own youth
Full biilkr'd her report :] "Who doth not fee that the

integrity of the metaphor requires we fhould read flames of her

youtb I

Duke.
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Duke. When muft he die ?

Fro'v. As I do think, to-morrow.

I have piovided for yoa ; (lay a while, \Jo Juliet

And you ftiall be conduded.

Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the fm you carry ?

Juliet. I do ; and bear the fliame moft patiently.

Duke. I'll teach you, how you (hall arraign your

conlcicnce,

And try your penitence, if it be found.

Or hollowly put on.

Juliet. I'll gladly learn.

Duke. Love you-thc man that wrong'd you ?

Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman' that wrong'd him.

Duke. So then, it feems, your moll ofFenccful ad
Was mutually committed.

Juliet. Mutually.

Duke. Then was your fin of heavier kind than his.

Juliet. I do confefs it, and repent it, father.

Duke. 'Tis meet iOy daughter j but repent you not.

As that the fin hath brought you to thisfhame ?

Which forrow's always tow'rds ourfelves, not heav'n 5

Shewing, we'd not fcek heaven, as we love it.

Bat as we (land in fear.

Juliet, I do repent me, as it is an evil j

And take the fhame with joy.

Duke. There reft.

Your partner, as I hear, muft die to-morrow.

And I am going with inftrudlion to him ;

So, grace go with you ! benedicite. [Exit.

Juliet. Muft die to-morrow ! 5 oh, injurious love.

That refpiies me a life, whofe very comfort

Is ftill a dying horror !

Frov. 'Tis pity of him. [Exeunt

.

5 - oh, injurious lo've,'\ Her execution was refpit-d on ac-

count of her pregnancy, the efFefts of her love : therefore fhe calls

it injurious ; not that it brought her to ihame, but that it hin-

dered her freeing herfelf from it. Is not this all very natural ?

yet the Oxford Editor changes it to injurious Iwm.

CL3 SCENE
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SCENE X.

Changes to the Palace.

Enter Angelo.

^«g' T T 7HEN I would pray and think, I think
VV and pray

To fev'ral fubjecls : heav'n hath my empty words,
^ Whilft my intention, hearing not my tongue.
Anchors on Ifahel. Heav'n's in my mouth.
As if I did but only chew its name

;

And in my heart the ilrong and fwelling evil

Of my conception : the ftate, whereon I ftudied.

Is like a good thing, being often read,

7 Grown fcar'd and tedious ; yea, my gravity.

Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride.

Could I with boot change for an idle plume
Which the air beats for vain. Oh place ! oh form!
How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit.

Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wifer fouls

To thy falfe feeming ? blood, thou art but blood :

* Let's write good angel on the devil's horn i

Tis not the devil's crell.

6 Wkiifi my intentionj Nothing can be either plainer or ex-
after than this expreflion. But the old blundering Foh'o having
it, invention, this was enough for Mr. Theobald to prefer autho-
rity to {tnk. •

7 Grcivn fear'd and tedious -^1 We fhould read sear'd:
i, e. old. So Shakejpear ufes, in the fear, to fignify old age.

8 Lit'*!, lurite good angel on the denjiV s horn
;

'T/i not the dewPs crej}.] i. e. Let the moft wicked
thing have but a virtuous pretence, and it /hall pafs for innocent.

This was his eonclufion from his preceding words,—- oh form !

Hoiv often dofi thou with thy cafe, thy habit.

Wrench aivefrom fools, and tie the ivifer fouls
To thy falfe feeming ?

But the Oxford Editor makes him conclude juft counter to his

own premifes j by altering it to,

Kt not the di'viTs crefi ?

So that, according to this alteration, the reafoning ftands thus.—
Falfe feeming wrenches awe from fools, and deceives the wife.

Therefore, Let us but ivrite good angel on the deaiiVs horn^
(i. e. give him the appearance of an angel

j ) and what then ?

Js't not the de-viTs crefi f i, e, he /halj be efteem'd a devil.)

Enter
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Enter Sernjant.

How now, who's there ?

'Ser'v. One Ifabel, a fifter, defircs accefs to you.

Ang. Teach her the,way. Oh heav'ns

!

Why does my blood thus mufter to my heart.

Making both That unable for itfelf.

And difpolTeffing all my other parts

Of necefTary fitnefs ?

So play the fooliih throngs with one that fwoons

;

Come all to help him, and fo flop the air

By which he fhould revive : and even fo

The gen'ral fubjedls to a well-wifht King

Quit their own part, and in obfequious fondnefs

Crowd to his prefence, where their untaught love

Muil needs appear offence. How now, fair maid ?

SCENE XI.

Enter Ifabella.

JJah. I am come to know your pleafure.

Jng, That you might know it, would much better

pleafe me.

Than to demand, what 'tis. Your brother cannot live.

Jfab. Ev'n fo.? Heaven keep your Honour!
[Going,

Ang, Yet may he live a while; and, it may be.

As long as you or I j yet he muft die.

IJah. Under your fentence ?

Ang. Yea.

IJah. When, I befeech you ? that in his reprieve.

Longer or (horter, he may be fo fitted.

That his foul ficken not.

Ang. Ha ? fie, thefe filthy vices ! 'twere as good

To pardon him, that hath from nature flol'n

A man already made, as to remit

Their favvcy fweetnefs, that do coin heav'n's image

In flamps that are forbid : 9 'tis all as eafie,
^

0^4 Falfely

g V/i all a% eafie,] Eafie is here put for light or trifling.

'Tis, fays he, as light or trifling a crime to do fo, as to, ^c
Which the Oxford Editor not apprehending, has alter'd it tojufi^

for 'tis much eafier to conceive what Sbakefpear ihould fay, than

what



344 MEASURE/^r Measure.
Falfely to take away a life true made

;

As to put metal in reftrained means.
To make a falfe one.

Jfah. 'Tis fet down fo in heav'n, but not in earth.

Aug. And fay you fo? then I Qiall poze you quickly.

Which had you rather, that the mod juft law
Now took your brother's life ; or, to redeem him.
Give up your body to fuch fweet uncleannefs.

As ilie, that he hath ftain'd ?

IJab. Sir, believe this,

I had rather give my body than my foul.

Ang. \ talk not of your foul j our compell'd fins

Stand more for number than accompt.
Ij'ab, How fay you ?

*

Ang. Nay, I'll not warrant that; for I can fpeak
Againft the thing I fay. Anfwer to this

:

I, now the voice of the recorded law.

Pronounce a fentence on your brother's life

;

Might there not be a charity in fin.

To fave this brother's life ?

Ifab. Pleafe you to do't,

I'll take it as a peril to my foul.

It is no fin at ail, but charity.

Ang. Pieas'd you to do't at peril of your foul,

^Were equal poize of fm and charity.

Ifab. That I do beg his life, if it be fm,

Heav'n, let me bear it! you, granting my fuit,

\i that be fin, I'll make it my morn-pray'r
To have it added to the faults of mine,

And nothing of your anfwer.

Ang. Nay, but hear me :

Your fenfe purfues not mine : either, you're ignorant j

Or feem fo, craftily j and that's not good.

Ifab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good,
But gracioufly to know I am no better.

Ang. Thus wifdom wilhes to appear moft bright,

what he does fay. So juft before, the poet faid, with his ufual

licence, 'Ca.^xx jaiocy Jiveetnefs, iox faivcy indulgence of the app^.
titc. And this, forfooth, muft be changed to faivcy le-xvdnepy

tho' the epithet confines us, as it were, to the poet's word.

When
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When it doth tax itfelf : as thefe black masks

Proclaim an en-(hield beauty ten times louder.

Than beauty could dilplay'd. But mark me.

To be received plain, I'll fpeak more grofs

;

Your brother is to die.

Jfab. So.

Jng. And his offence is fo, as it appears

Accountant to the law upon that pain.

Ifab. True.
.

j^ng. Admit no other way to fave his hfe,

(As I fubfcribe not that, nor any other,

But in the lofs of queftion,) that you his fifter.

Finding yourfelf defir'd of fuch a perfon,

Whofe credit with the judge, or own great place.

Could fetch your brother from the manacles

Of the all-holding law ; and that there were

No earthly mean to fave him, but that either

You mud lay down the treafures of yur body

To this fupposM, or elfe to let him fuffer

;

What would you do ?

Jfab. As much for my poor brother, as myielf

:

That is, were I under the terms of death,

Th' impreffion of keen whips I'd wear as rubies.

And ftrip myfelf to death, as to a bed

That longing I've been fick for, ere I'd yield

My body up to (hame.

Jng. Then mull your brother die.

Ifa, And 'twere the cheaper way ;

- Better it were, a brother dy'd at once j

Than that a fifter, by redeeming him.

Should die for ever.

Jng. Were not you then as cruel as the fentence.

That you have flander'd fo ?

Ifab. As ignominious ranfom, and free pardon.

Are of two houfes ; lawful mercy, fure,

Is nothing kin to foul redemption.

Jng. You feem'd of late to make the law a tyrant.

And rather prov'd the Aiding of your brother

A merriment, than a vice.

Jfab. Oh pardon me, my lord ; it oft falls out,

Tq have what we would have, we fpeak not what we
.^" mm-. Q^S Ifomethms
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I fomething do excufe the thing I hate.

For his advantage that I dearly love.

Ang. We are all frail.

Ifub. * Elie let my brother die.

If not a feodary, but only he.

Owe, and fucceed by weaknefs

!

Jng. Nay, women are frail too. [felves

;

Ifab, Ay, as the glafies where they view them-

Which are as eafy broke, as they make forms.

Women ! help heav'n ; men their creation mar.

In profiting by them : nay, call us ten times frail

;

For we are foft as our cbmplexions are,

* And credulous to falle prints.

Ang. I think it well

;

And from this teftimony of your own fex,

(Since I fuppofe we're made to be no llronger.

Than faults may fhake our frames) let me be bold ;

I do arrefl your words : be That you are,

That is, a woman ; if you're more, you're none.

If you be one, as you are well exprefs'd

By all external warrants, (hew it now,

^y putting on the dellin'd livery.

Ijah. I have no tongue but one ; gentle, my lord.

Let me intreat you, * fpeak the formal language.

Jvg. Plainly conceive, I love you.

Ifab. My brother did love Juliet ;

And you tell me, that he fhall die for it.

Ang. He fhall not, Ifabely if you give me love»

1 EJfe let my brother die.

If net a feodary, but only be, fec^This is foobfcure, but-the

allufion fo fine, that it defeives to beexplain'd. A feodary -w^s one,

that in the times of vaflalage held lands of the chief lord, under the

tenure of paying rent and fervice : which tenures were caWdfeiuia

amongfc the Goths. Now, fays Argelo, *' we are all ffjil
}
yes, re-

*^ p^es Jfabel/a ; if all mankind were not yfcJdtr/fy, whoc\vew}jat
*' they are to this tenure of z>;i(?c?V//>y, and who fucceed each other
*' by the fame tentjre, as well as my brother, 1 would give him up."

The comparing mankind, lying under the weight of original fin,

to a feodary, who owes fuit and fcr-vke to his lord, is, I thiiijk,

iwt ill imagined.

a u^nd credulous tofalfe prints.'] i, e. take any impreffion.

* —fpeak the f OR MIR language,"} We ihouid read formal,
.which he hgre ufes for plain, direft*
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Ifab.
* I know, your virtue hath a licence in't.

Which fcems a little fouler than it is.

To pluck on others.

Ang. Believe me, on mine honour.

My words exprefs my purpofe.

Ifab. Ha ! little honour to be much believ d,

And moft pernicious purpofe! feeming, feeming!—

-

I will proclaim thee, Angela ; look for't

:

Sign me a prefent pardon for my brother.

Or, with an out-ftretch'd throat, I'll tell the world

Aloud, what man thou art.

Ang. Who will believe thee, Ifahel?

My unfoil'd name, th' aufterenefs of my life,

3 My vouch againft you, and my place i'th' Hate,

Will fo vour accufation over-weigh,

I'hat you (hall 4 ftifle in your own report.

And fmell of calumny. 1 have begun

;

And now I give my fenfual race the rein.

Fit thy confent to my iharp appetite,

Lay by all nicety, and prolixious blufiies.

That banifh what they fue for ; redeem thy brother

By yielding up thy body to my will:

Or elfe he muft not only die the death.

But thy unkindnefs (hall his death draw out

To ling'ring fufferance. Anfwer me to-morrow ;

Or by th' afFedion that now guides me moft,

ril prove a tyrant to him. As for you.

Say what you can; my falfe o'erweighs your txMt.iExit.

Ifab. To whom (hould I complain ? did I tell this.

Who would believe me ? O moft perilous mouths.

That bear in them one and the felf fame tongue.

Either of condemnation or approof j

* I knew, your Virtue hath a licence /«V,] Alluding to theli-

cences given by Mmifters to their Spies, to go into all fufpefted

companies and join in the language of Malecontents.

, My vouch againft you,-] The calling his denial of her charge,

his^A has fomething fine. Vouch is the teftinjony one maa

bears for another. So that, by this, he inf^nuates hiS authority

v.as fo great, that \{isdemal would have the fame ciedit that a

-vouch or teftimony has in ordinary cafes.

A ftifle in your oivv report,

And fmell of calumny.-\ Metaphor taken .from a lamp or

candle gomgo..t.
Bidding
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Bidding the law make curtfie to their will ;

Hooking both right and wrong to th* appetite.

To follow, as it draws, I'll to my brother.

Tho' he hath fall'n by prompture of the blood.
Yet hath he in him fuch a mind of honour.
That had he twenty heads to tender down
On twenty bloody blocks, he'd yield them up;
Before his fifter (hould her body ftoop

To fuch abhorr'd pollution.

Then, Jfahel, live chafte j and, brother, die j

iVIore than our brother is our chaftity.

1*11 tell him yet of Jngeloh requeft ;

And fit his mind to death, for his fours refl. [Exit.

ACT III. SCENE I.

The PRISON,
Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoil.

Duke. QO, then you hope of pardon from lord Angelo?O Claud. The miferable have no other medi-
cine,

But only Hope : IVe hope to live, and am prepared to
die.

Duke. Be abfolute for death: or death, or life,

Shall thereby be the fweeter. » Reafon thus with life \

Reafan thus nvith life
j

If I do loje thee, I do loje a things
nat none butfooh ivouid ktt^.'] But this reading is not

only contrary to all {tnk and feafon ; but to the drift of this moral
difcourfe. The Duke, in his aflum'd charader of a Friar, is en-
deavouring to inftil into the condemn'd prifoner a refignation of
jnind to his fentence

; but the fenfe of the lines, in this reading,
is a dired perfuafive to Suicide ! I make no doubt_, but the Poet
tvrote,

That none butfools ivould leck
j

/. e. care for, be anxious about, regret the lofs of. So in the
Tra^sdy of Tancred and Sigifmunda, Aft 4. Scene 3.-" '" Not that jhe recks this life. 1

And Shakejpear m The Two Gentlemen of Verona,
Recking ai little ivhat bmdetb me .i.m 1

' If
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If I do lofc thee, I do lofe a thing,

That none but fools would reck ; a breath thou art,

' Servile to all the fkiey influences,
' That do this habitation, where thou keep'ft,

' Hourly affliil ; ^ meerly thou art Death's fool ;

* For him thou labour'ft by thy flight to fhun,

* And yet runn'ft tow'rd him ftiil. 3 Thou art not

noble ;

* For all th' accommodations, that thou bear'll,

* Are nurs'd by bafenefs : thou'rt by no mean
liant

;

* For thou doft fear the foft and tender fork

* Of a poor worm. ^ Thy beft of Reft is fleep,

* And that thou oft provok'ft ; yet grofly fear' ft

* Thy death, which is no more. Thou'rt not thy felf;

* For thou exift'ft on many a thoufand grains,

* That iflfue out ofduft. Happy thou art not;
* For what thou haft not, ftill thou ftriv'ft to get

;

* And what thou haft forget'ft. Thou art not certain ;

2 meerly thou art Death's Fool
j

For him thou labour f̂i by thy fi'ght tojhun.

Andyet runnji toiv'rd hhnjiilL'\ In thofe old Farces mo-
ralities, the Foe/ of the piece, in order to fhew the inevitable

approaches of Death, is made to employ all his ftratagems to avoid

him : which, as the matter is ordered, bring the Fool, at every

turn, into his very jav/s. So that the reprefentations of thefe

fcenes would afford a great deal oi gooA mirth and morah mixed to-

gether. And from fuch circumftances, in the genius of our ancef-

tors publick diverfions, I fuppofe it was, that the old proverb a-

rofe, of being merry and nvife.

2 »i >- Thou art not noble
;

For all th'' accommodaticnSy that thou he.ar''fl^

Are nurs'd by bafenefs : ] This enigmatical fentence, (o

much in the manner of our Author, is a fine proof of his know-
ledge of human nature. The meaning of it being this. Thy moji

•virtuous aSlions ha've a felfjh moti've, and even thofe of them
ivhich appear mofi generous^ are but the more artful difguifes of
felf lo-ve.

4 Thy bcfi of Refi i^fleep,

And that thou oft pro'voK'fi
j
yet grofly fear'^fi

Thy death y ivhich is nomvre.] Evidently from the follow-

ing paflage of Cicero : Habesfomnutn imaginem Mortis, camque quo-
tidie mduts, & dubitas quin fenf/s in morte nullus ft, cum in ejus

fmulacro njideas efj'e nullum fcnfurn. But the Epicurean inlinuation

15, with great judgmeut, omitted in the imitation,

• For
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* For thy complexion fhifts to lirange efFeds,
* After the moon. If thou art rich, thou'rt poor ; J[
' For, like an afs, whofe back with ingots bows, W
* Thou bear'ft thy heavy riches but a journey,
* And death unloadeth thee. Friend thou haft none

;

* For thy own bowels, which do call thee Sire,

* The meer efFufion of thy proper loins,

* Do curfe the Gout, Serpigo, and the Rhfunty
* For ending thee no fooner. s Thou haft nor youth,

nor age ;

* But as it were an after-dinner's fleep,

* Dreaming on both ; for pall'd, thy blazed youth
* Becomes affuaged, and doth beg the alms
* Of palfied Eld ; and when thou'rt old and rich,

* Thou haft neither ^ heat, afFedlion, limb, nor bounty
• To

5 Thau baji noryouth^ nor age
j

But as it ivcr-e an after-dinner'' t fi-'epj

Dreaming on both
;
for all thy hlefftdyouth

Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms

OfpalfedEld.] The drift of this period is to prove, that

neither youth nor age can be faid to be really enjoyed, wliich, in

poetical language, is, — ^Fe hanje neitheryouth nor age. But how
is this made out ? ThztAgeh not enjoyed he proves, by recapitu-

lating the infirmities of it, which deprive that period of life of all

(enis of pleafure. To prove that Youth is not enjoyed, he ufes

thefe words. For all thy hlefj'td youth becomes as aged, and doth

heg the alms of palfied Eld. Out of which, he that can deduce
the conclufion, has a better knack at logic than I have. I fuppofe
^he Poet wrote,

-_... fn paird, thy blazedyouth

Becomes affuaged j and doth beg the almi

Ofpalfied Eld ',

~
/, e. when thy youthful appetite becomes palled, as it v/ill be in the
very enjoyment, the blaze of youth is at once afluaged, and thou
immediately contrafteft the infirmities of old age ; as, particularly,

the palfie and other nervous diforders, confequent on the inordinate

ufe of fenfual pleafmes. This is to the purpofe j and proves
Touth is not enjoyed by (hewing the fhort duration of it. The
words of Cicero, of which this is an imitation, confirm this emen-
dation. ^<^ "vero atas longa eji P Aut quid omnino bomini Ion-

gum f Nonne mod'o pueros, modo adolefcentes, in curfu a tergo in-

fequens, nee opmantcs afj'ecuta eJi ftnehus ?
6 heat, affe^ion, limb, nor beauty.] But how does beauty

xnake riches pleafant P We fhould read bounty, which com-
plcats the knk;, and is this j Thou haft neither the pleafure of en-

joying
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* To make thy riches pleafant. What's yet in this,

* That bears the name of life ? yet in this life

* Lye hid more thoufand deaths ; yet death we fear,

* That makes thefe odds all even.

Claud. I humbly thank you.

To fue to live, I find, I feek to die ;

And, feeking death, find life: let it come on.

Enter Ifabella.

Ifab. What, ho ? peace here, grace and good com-

pany !

Prov. Who's there ? come in : the wifh deferves a

welcome.

Duke. Dear Sir, ere long I'll vifit you again.

Claud. Moft holy Sir, I thank you.

Ifab. My Bufinefs is a word, or two, with Claudio,

Pro'v. And very welcome. Look, Signior, here's

your fifter.

Duke. Provofit a word with you.

Pro'v. As many as you pleafe.

Duke. Bring them to fpeak where I m«ry be cou-

ceal'd,

Yet hear them. [Exeunt Duke and Provoft.

SCENE IL

Claud. Now, fifter, what's the comfort ?

Ifab. Why, as all comforts are ; moft good in Deed ;

Lord Angela, having affairs to heav'n.

Intends you for his fwift ambafiador,

Wbefe you fhall be an everlafting leiger.

Therefore your beft appointment make with fpeed.

To-morrow you fet on.

Claud. Is there no remedy ?

Ifab. None, but fuch remedy, as to fave a head.

To cleave a heart in twain.

Claud. But is there any ?

Ifab, Yes, brother, you may live :

joying riches thy felf, for thou wanteft vigour : nor of feeing it

enjoyed by others, for thou wanteft bounty. Where the making

the want of bounty as infeparable from old age as the want ai health

^

is extremely fatyrical tho' not altogether j^uft.

There
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There is a devilifh mercy in the judge.

If you'JI implore it, that will free your life.

But fetter you 'till death.

Claud. Perpetual durance ?

Ifab. Ay, juft ; perpetual durance ; a reftraint,

The' all the world's vaftidity you had.

To a determin'd fcope.

Claud. Bat in what nature ?

Ifab. In fuch a one as you, confenting to*t,

Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear.

And leave you naked.

Claud. Let me know the point.

Ifab. *' Oh, I do fear thee, Claudia ; and I quake,
" Left thou a fev'rous life fliould'ft entertain,

** And fix or feven winters more refped
•* Than a perpetual honour. Dar'ft thou die ?

** The fenfe of death is moft in apprehenfion ;

** And the poor Beetle, that we tread upon,
** In corp'ral fulFerance fmds a pang as great,

** As when a Giant dies.

Claud. Why give you me this fliame ?

Think you, I can a refolution fetch

From flowVy tendernefs ? if I muft die,

I will encounter darknefs as a bride.

And hug it in mine arms.

I/ab. *' There fpake my brother ; there my father's

grave
** Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou muft die:

Thou art too noble to conferve a life

In bafe appliances. This outward- fainted Deputy,

Whofe fettled vifage and delib'rate word

Nips youth i' th' head ; and follies doth emmew.
As faulcon doth the fowl ; is yet a devil

:

His filth within being caft, he would appear

A pond as deep as hell.

Claud. 7 The Prieftly Jngelo ?

Ifab.

7 The PRINCELY Angelo ?—— PRINCELY guards.] The
f^upid Editors m'A^kins, guards for fatellites, (whereas it here fig-

n'xfizs laCi') altered priestly, in both places, to princely.
\Vhereas Shakefpear wrote it PRIESTLYj as appears from the

words tkmfelYes, "tii
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Ifah, Oh, 'tis the cunning livery of hell.

The damned'Il body to inveft and cover

In Priellly guards. Doft thou think, Claudia,

If I would yield him my virginity.

Thou might'rt be freed ?

Claud. Oh, heavens ! it cannot be.

Jfab. Yes, he would (a) give thee, for this rank

offence,

So to offend him iliil. This night's the time

Tiiat I fliould do what I abhor to name.

Or elle thou dy'ft to-morrow.

Claud. Thou Ihalt not do't.

Ifab. Oh, were it but my life,

I'd throw it down for your deliverance

As frankly as a pin.

Claud. Thanks, deareft I/ahel.

Jfab. Be ready, Claudia, for your death to-morrow.

Claud. Yes. Has he affedions in him.

That thus can make him ^ bite the law by th' nofe.

When he would force it ? fure, it is no fin ;

Or of the deadly feven it is the leaft.

Jfab. Which is the leaft ?

Claud. If it were damnable, he being fo wife?

Why would he for the momentary trick

Be perdurably fin'd ? oh Ifabel I

- ' 'm the cutniing livery of hell,

The damned''fi body to inveft and co'ver

With PRIESTLY guards.

In the fiift place we fee that guards liere fignifies l'a:e, as reft! ring

to livery, and as having no fcnfe in the fignification o{ jatdhtes.

Now prieftly guards mtz.ns fanBity, which is the fenfe required.

But priftcely guards means nothing but rich lace, which is a fenfe

the paflage will not bear. Angela, indeed, as Deputy, might be

called the princely Angela : but not in this place, where the irr^me-

diately preceding words of. This outivard-fainted Deputy, demand

the reading I have here reftored.

8 bite the I aiv by th"" nofe,

When heivouldforce it .?] i. e. inforce it. This is but a

kind of bear-garden phrafe, taken from the cuftom of driving cattle,

and fetting a dog upon them to catch them by the nofe, and flop

them when they go aftray.

[ fa) give thee, for this rank offence, Oxf, Edit.— Vulg. gi-ve'^

thee
J ft out this rank offence,^

Ifab.



354 Measure /<?r Measure.

Ifah. What fays my brother ?

Claud. Death's a fearful thing.

Jfab. And fhamed life a hateful.

Claud. * Ay, but to die, and go we know not

where

;

* To lye in cold obftruflion, and to rot ;

* This fenfible warm motion to become
* A kneaded clod ; 9 and the delighted fpirit

* To bathe in fiery floods, or to refide

* In thrilling regions of thick-ribb'd ice ;

* To be imprifon'd in the viewlefs winds,
* And blown with reftlefs violence round about
* The pendant world ; or to be worfe than worft
* Of thofe, that lawlefs and incertain thoughts
* Imagine howling ; 'tis too horrible !

* '^ The wearieft and moft loathed worldly life,

* That age, ach, penury, imprifonment
* Can lay on nature, is a paradife
* To what we fear of deaths.

Ifab. Alas ! alas

!

Claud. Sweet fifter, let me live

;

What fin you do to fave a brother's life.

Nature difpenfes with, the deed fo far,

That it becomes a virtue.

lfa.O\i, youbeaft!

Oh, faithlefs coward ! oh, dilhoneft wretch !

Wilt thou be made a man, out of my vice ?

Is't not a kind of inceft, to take life

From thine own filler's ftiame? whatfhould I think ?

Heav'n grant, my mother plaid my father fair !

and the delighted fp!rit.'\ i. e. the fpirit accuftomed

here to eafe and delights. This was properly urged as an ag-

gravation to the fharpnefs of the torments fpoken of. The Ox-

ford Editor not apprehending this, alters it to dilated. As if,

becauie the fpirit in the body is faid to be imprifoned, it was
croivded together likewifc j and fo, by death, not only fet free,

but expanded too ; which, if true, would make it the lefs fenfible

of pain.

I Theiveariefl, &c.] See the infamous wiih of Moecenas^ re-

corded by Seneca, loi Ep.

Debilem facito manUy
Debilem, pede, coxa, &c,

Vitd dutn fupereft, bene eji, &c.

For
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For fuch a warped flipof wildernefs

Ne'er iffu'd from his blood. Take my defiance.

Die, perilh ! might my only bending down

Reprieve thee from thy fate, it fhould proceed.

I'll pray a thoufand prayers for thy death ;

No word to fave thee.

Claud. Nay, hear me, Ifabel.

Ijab. Oh, fie, fie, fie !

Thy fin's not accidental, but a trade ;

Mercy to thee would prove itfelf a bawd ;

'Tis beft, that thou dy'ft quickly.

Claud. Oh hear me, Ifabella.

SCENE III.

to them. Enter Duke and Provoft.

Duke, Vouchfafe a word, young fiaer ;
but one

word.

Ifah. What is your will ?

Duke. Might you difpenfe with your leifure, I would

by and by have Tome fpeech with you ; the fatisfadion

I would require, is likewife your own benefit.

Ifah. I have no fuperfluous leifure ; my ftay mutt

be ftolen out of other affairs: but I will attend you a

while. ^ ,

Duke. Son, I have over-heard what hath palt be-

tween you and your filler. Angela had never ihe pur-

pofe to corrupt her ; only he hath made an affay of her

virtue, to pradiie his judgment with the difpofition ot

natures. She, having the truth of honour m her, hath

made him that gracious denial, which he is moil glad

to receive ; I am Confefor to /Ingelo, and I know this

to be true ; therefore prepare yourfelf to death. * Do
not

2 Do «of fatisfie pur resolution luith kopes that are fallible ; ]

A condemned man, v;hom his confeffor had brought to bear

death with decency and refolution, began anew to entertain hopes

of Hfe. This occafioned the advice in the words above. But how

did thefe ho^esfatiijie his refolution ? or what harm was there, if

they did ? We muft certainly read. Do not f a l s r f i e your re-

folution -with hopes that are fallible. And then it becomes a rea-

fenable admonition. For hopes of life, by drawing him back mto
the
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not falfifie your refolution with hopes that are fallible ;
to morrow you muft die ; go to your knees, and make
ready.

C/au£^. Let me afk my filler pardon ; I am fo out of
love with life, that 1 will fuc to be rid of it.

[Exit Chad.
Duke. Hold you there v farewel. Provojl, a word

with you.

Profv. What's your will, father ?

Duke. That now you are come, you will be gone ;

leave me a while with the maid : my mind proraifes
with my habit, no lofs Ihall touch her by my com-
pany.

Prov. In good time. [Exit Prov.
Duke. The hand, that hath made you fair, hath

made you good j thegoodnefs, that is cheap in beauty,
makes beauty brief in goodnefs ; but grace, being the
foul of your complexion, Ihall keep the body of it ever
fair. The affault, that Jngelo hath made on you, for-
tune hath convey'd to my underftanding j and but that
frailty hath examples for his falling, I fhould wonder
at Jngelo : how will you do to content this Subftitute,
and to fave your brother ?

Ifab. 1 am now going to refolve him : I had rather
my brother die by the law, than my fon fhould be un-
lawfully born. But, oh, how much is the good Duke
deceiv'd in Angela P if ever he return, and I can fpeak
to him, I will open my lips in vain, or difcover his

Government.

Ditke. That Ihall not be much amifs j yet as the
matter now ftands, he will avoid your accufation ; he
made trial of you only. Therefore faften your ear on
my advifings : to the love I have in doing good, a re-
medy prefents it felf. I do make my felf believe, that
you may moll uprightly do a poor wronged lady a

the world, would naturally elude or weaken the virtue of that re-
Solution, which was raifed only on motives of religion. And this his
confefTor had reafon to warn him of. The term falfifie is taken
from fencing, and fignifies the pretending to aim a ftroke in order
to draw the adverlary off his guard. So Fairfax^

Nqiv Jirikes he out, and now he FALSiriETH.
merited
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•.snerit€d benefit ; redeem your brother from the angry

law ; do no ftain to your own gracious perfon ; and

much pleafe the abient Duke, if, peradventure, he fhall

ever return to have hearing of this bufinefs.

Ifab. Let me hear you fpeak farther ; I have fpirit

to do any thing, that appears not foul in the truth of

my fpirit.

Duke. Virtue is bold, and Goodnefs never fearful

:

have you not heard fpeak of Mariana, the filler of

Frederick, the great foldier who mifcarried at fea ?

Ifab. I have heard of the lady, and good words

went with her name.

Duke. Her fhould this Jngelo have marry'd ; was

affianc'd to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed ;

between which time of the contrail, and limit of the

folemnity, her brother Frederick was wreckt at fea,

having in that perifhM veffel the dowry of his fifter.

But mark, how heavily this befel to the poor gentle-

woman ; there (he loft a noble and renov/ned brother,

in his love toward her ever mod kind and natural ;

with him the portion and fmew of her fortune, her

marriage dowry ; with both, her cornbinate hufband,

this well-fteming Angela.

Ifab. Can this be fo ? did Angela fo leave her ?

Duke. Left her in tears, and dry'd not one of them

with his comfort ; fwaliow'd his vows whole, pretend-

ing, in her, difcoveries of difhonour : in few, beftow'd

her on her own lamentation, which Ihe yet wears for

his fake ; and he, a marble to her tears, is waflied with

them, but relents not.

Ijab. What a merit were it in death to take this

poor maid from the world ! what corruption in this

life, that it will let this man live ! but how out of this

can flie avail ?

Duke. It is a rupture that you may eafily heal ; and

the cure of it not only favesyour brother, but keeps you

from dilhonour in doing it.

Ifab. Shew me how, good father.

Duke. This fore-nam'd maid hath yet in her the

continuance of her firft afFeftion ; his unjuft unkind-

nefs, (that in all reafon (hould have quenched her love,)

hath.
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hath, like an impediment in the current, made it more

violent and unruly. Go you to Angela, anfwer his re-

quiring with a plaufible obedience ; agree with his de-

mands to the point ; only refer your felf to this advan-

tage : firft, that your (lay with hjm may not be -long ;

that the time may have all (hadow and filence in it ;

and the place anfwer to convenience. This being

granted, in courfe now follows all : we Ihall advife

this wronged maid to Head up your appointment, go

in your place ; if the encounter acknowledge it felf

hereafter, it may compel him to her recompence ; and

here by this is your brother faved, your Honour un-

tainted, the poor Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt

Deputy fcaled. The maid will I frame, and make fit

for his attempt : if you think well to carry this as you

may, the doublenefs of the benefit defends the deceit

from reproof. What think you of it ?

Jfah. The image of it gives me content already,

and, I truft, it will grow to a moft profperous perfec-

tion.

Duke. It lies much in your holding up ; hafte you

fpeedily to Angela ; if for this night he intreat you to

his bed, give him promife of fatisfadlion. I will pre-

fently to St. Luke's ; there at the moated Grange re-

fides this dejefted Mariana ; at that place call upon

me, and difpatch with Angela, that it may be quickly.

Ifab. I thank you for this comfort : fare you well,

good father. % [Exeunt fe'verally»

SCENE IV.

Changes ta the Street,

Re-enter Duke as a Friar, Elbow, Clown, and Officers,

Elb. TW TAY, if there be no remedy for it, but that

JL^ you will needs buy and fell men and women
like bealh, we (hall have all the world drink brown and

white 5 baftard.

3 bajiard.'] A kind of fweet wine then much in yogue. Front

the ItalianJ Bajlardo,

Duke,
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Duke. Oh, heavens ! what ftufF is here ?

Clcwn. + *Twas never merry world fince of two
ufaries the merrieft was put down, and the worfer al-

lowed by order oflaw. *** a furr'd gown to keep him
warm, and furr'd with fox and lamb-fkins too, to

fignifie, that craft, being richer than innocenc'y, ftands

for the facing.

Elb. Come your way, Sir : blefs you, good father

Friar,

Duke. And you, good brother father ; what offence

hath this man made you, Sir ?

Elb. Marry, "Sir, he hath offended the law ; and.
Sir, we take him to be a Thief too, Sir ; for we have
found upon him. Sir, a flrange pick-lock, which we
have fent to the Deputy.

Duke. Fie, Sirrah, a bawd, a wicked bawd f

The evil that thou caufeft to be done,

That is thy means to live. Doft thou but think.

What 'tis to cram a maw, or cloath a back.

From fuch a filthy vice ? fay to thy felf.

From their abominable and beallly touches

I drink, I eat, (a) array my felf, and live.

Canft thou believe thy living is a life.

So ftinkingly depending ! go mend, mend.
Cloiun. Indeed, it doth ftink in fome fort. Sir j but

yet, Sir, I would prove —
Duke. Nay, if the devil have giv'n thee ^xooh for

fin.

Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prifon, officer ;

Corredlion and inftrudlion mud both work.
Ere this rude bead will profit.

4 "Tw^s never merry 'world ftnee of tivo ufur'ui the merriejl
ivas put doivn, and the ivorfer allo%o'dby order of laiv. A furr d
gown, &c.] Here a fatire on ufury turns abruptly to a fatire on
the perfon of the ufurer, without any kind of preparation. We
may be allured then, that a line or two, at leaft, have been ioft.
The fubjea ofwhich we may eafily difcover, a comparifon between
the two ufurers ; as, before, between the two ufuries. So that for
the future the paflage fliould be read with afterifks thus i>y or-
deroflaiv, * * * a furr""d goivn^ &c.

[{a) array my felf. Mr. Bifhop. Vulg. a-way my felf1

Elh
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Elh. He muft before the Deputy ; Sir ; he has given

him warning ; the Deputy cannot abide a whore- ma-
fter ; if he be a whore-monger, and comes before him,

he were as good go a mile on his errand.

Du^e. That we were all, as fome would feem to be.

Free from all faults, s as faults, from feeming, free !

S C E N E V.

Enter Lucio.

£11;. His neck will come to your wafte, a cord, Sir.

Clo^uon. I fpy comfort : I cry, bail : here's a gen-

tleman, and a friend of mine.

Lucia. How now, noble Potnpey ? what, at the

wheels of Cafar ? art thou led in triumph ? what, is

there none of Pigmalion's images, newly made wo-

man, to be had now, for putting the hand in the

pocket, and extrafting it clutchM ? what reply ? ha ?

what fay'ft thou to this tunc, matter and method ?

7 It's not down i'th' laft reign. Ha ? what fay'll thou,

trot ? is the world as it was, man ? which is the way ?

is it fad and few words r or how ? the trick of it ?

Duke. Still thus and thus ; ftill worfe ?

Lucio. How doth my dear morfel, thy miftrefs ?

procures fhe flill ? ha ?

Cionvn. Troth, Sir, (he hath eaten up all her beef,

and fhe is her felfin the tub.

Lucio. Why, 'tis good ; it is the right of it ; it muft

be (o. Ever your frefh whore, and your powder'd

bawd ; an unftiunn'd confcquence, it muft be fo. Art

going to prifon, Pompey ?

Cio'wn. Yes, faith. Sir.

5 -^ asfaults^ from feeming, free /] i. e, as faults aredefti-

tute of all comelinefs or feeming. The firft of thefe lines refers to

the Deputy's faaclified hypocrify ; the fecond, to the Cloivn^z

beaftly occupation. But the latter part is thus ill exprefied for the

fake of therhime.

6 Pigmalion'j images, neivly made ivoman,'} i. e. come out cu-

red from a falivation.

7 Is't mt drown'd i'th'/afi raik ?] This ftrange nonfenfe

fhould be thus correfted. It's «or down i" th' laji reign, i. e.

thefe are feverities unknown to the old Duke's time. And this is

to the purpofe.

Lucio.
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Lucio, Why, 'tis not amifs, Pompey ; farewcl :
^ go,

fay, I fent thee thither for debt, Pompey ; or how
Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd.

Lucio. Well, then imprifon him ; if imprifonment

be the due of a bawd, why, 'tis his Right. Bawd is

he, doubtlefs, and of antiquity too j bawd born. Fare-

wel, good Pompey : commend me to the Prifon, Pom-

pey ; you will turn good hufband now, Pompey ; you
will keep the houfe.

Clowun, I hope. Sir, your good Worftiip will be my
bail.

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey ; it is not the

wear ; I will pray, Pompey, to encreafc your bondage :

if you take it not patiently, why, your mettle is the

more ; adieu, trufty Pompey. Blefs you, Friar,

Duke. And you.

Lucio. Does Bridget paint flill, Pompey ? ha ?

Elb. Come your ways. Sir, come.

Cloivn. You will not bail me then. Sir ?

Lucio. Then, Pompey y nor now. What news abroad.

Friar ? what news ?

Elb. Come your ways. Sir, come.

Lucio, Go to kennel, Pompey, go.

\Exeunt Elbow, Clown ««</ Officers.

SCENE VI.

What news. Friar, of the Duke ?

Duke. I know none: can you tell me of any ?

Lucio. Some fay, he is with the Emperor of RuJJta 1

other Some, he is in Rome : but where is he, think

you ?

Duke. I know not where ; but wherefoever, I wifh

him well.

Lucio. It was a mad fantaftical trick of him to fteal

from the State, and ufurp the beggary he was never

^ l°> f'^Jy I f^"t thee thither. For debt Pompey } or hoiv ?] It
fhould be pointed thus, go, fay, I fent thee thither for debt,
Pompey

; or hoiu — i.e. to hide the ignominy of thy cafe,
fay, I fent thee to prifon for debt, or whatever other pretence
thou fancieft better. The other humouroufly replies, For bcivg a.

batvd, for being a baivd, i. c. the true caufc is the moft honoura-
ble. This is in character.

Vol. I. R born
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•born to. Lord Avgelo dukes it well in his abfence ; h€
puts TranfgreiTion to't.

Duke. He does well in't.

Lucio. A little more lenity to leachery would do no
harm in him ; fomething too crabbed that way, Friar.

Duke, 9 It is too gentle a Vice, and feverity muft
cure it.

Lucio. Yes, in good footh, the vice is of a great

kindred ; it is well ally'd ; but it is impoflible to ex-

tirp it quite, Friar^ *till eating and drinking be put

down. They fay, this Angela was not made by man
and woman after the downright way of creation ; is it

true, think you ?

Duke. How fhould he be made then ?

Lucio. Some report, a fea-maid fpawn'd him. Some;,

that he was got between two ftock-fiflies. But it is

certain, that when he makes water, his urine is con-

geal'd ice ; that I know to be true : and he is a motion
«ngenerativc, that's infallible.

Duke. You are pleafant. Sir, and fpeak apace.

Lucio. Why, what a ruthlefs thing is this in him,

for the rebellion of a cod-piece to take away the life of

a man ? would the Duke, that is abfent, have done

this ? ere he would have hang'd a man for the getting

a hundred baftards, he would have paid for the nurfing

a thoufand. He had fome feeling of the fport, he

knew the fervice, and that intruded him to mercy.

Duke. I never heard the abfent Duke much deteded

for women ; he was not inclin'd that way.

Lucio. Oh, Sir, you are deceiv'd.

Duke. 'Tis not poffible.

Lucio. Who, not the Duke ? yes, your beggar of

£fty ; and his ufe was, to put a ducket in her clack-

9 It is toe general a 'vice,'] The occafion of the obfervation was
Xwf/o's faying, that it ought to be treated ivith a little more le-

nity ; and his anfwer to it is, —— The 'vice is of a great kindred,

ifothing can be more abfurd than all this. From the occafion, and

$hc anfwer, therefore, it appears, that Shakefpear wrote,

It is too GENTLE a vice,

which fignifying hoth. indulgence ?^li^i tuell'br&d, Z.«<r/ohumourouny

takes it in the latter fenib*

diih ;
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di(h ; the Duke had crotchets in him. He would be

drunk too, that let me inform you.

Duke. You do him wrong, furely.

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of his : a Ihy fellow was

the Duke ; and, I believe, I know the caufe of his

withdrawing.

Duke. What, pr'ythee, might be the caufe ?

Lucio. No : pardon : 'tis a fecret muft be lockt

within the teeth and the lips ; but this I can let you

underlland, the greater file of the fubjefl held the

Duke to be wife.

Duke. Wife ? why, no queftion, but he was.

Lucio. A very fuperficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow.

Duke^ Either this is envy in you, folly, or miftaking :

the very ftream of his life, and the bufmefs he hath

helmed, muft, upon a warranted Need, give him a

better proclamation. Let him be but teftimonied in

his own bringings forth, and he (hall appear to the

envious, a fcholar, a ftatefman, and a foldier. There*
fore, you fpeak unikilfully ; or if your knowledge be

more, it is much darken'd in your malice.

Lucio. Sir, 1 know him, and I love him.

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, and know-
kdge with dearer love.

Lucio. Come, Sir, I know what I know.
Duke. I can hardly believe that, fince you know not

what you fpeak. But if ever the duke return, as our

prayers are he may, let me defire you to make your
anfwer before him : if it be honeft you have fpoke,

you have courage to maintain it : I am bound to call

upon you, and, I pray you, your name ?

Lucio.Siv,my name is Lucioy well known to the duke.

Duke. He (hall know you bet:er. Sir, if I may live

to report you.

Lucio. 1 fear you not.

Duke. O, you hope, the duke will return no more ;

or you imagine me too unhurtful an oppofite ; but,

indeed, I can do you little harm : you'll forfwear this

again ?

Lucio. I'll be hang'dfirft: thou art deceiv'd in me,
friar. But no more of this. Canft thou tell, M Clau-
dia die to-morrow, or no ? R 2 Duke,
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Duke, Why (hould he die, Sir ?

Lucio. Why ? for filling a bottle with a tun-difh : I

would, the duke, we talk of, were return'd again ;

this ungenitur'd agent will unpeople the province with

continency. Sparrows muft not build in his houfe-

eaves, becaufe they are leacherous. The duke yet

would have dark deeds darkly anfwered ; he would
never bring them to light ; would he were return'd !

]V3arry, this Claudia is condemned for untrufling. Fare-

wel, good Friar ; I pr'ythee, pray for me : the duke,

I fay to thee again, would eat mutton on Fridays.

He's not paft it yet ; and I fay to thee, he would

mouth with a beggar, tho' (he fmelt of brown bread

and garlick : fay, that Ifaid fo, farewel. \^Exit.

Duke No might nor greatnefs in mortality

Can cenfure 'fcape : back-wounding calumny

The whiteft virtue flrikcs. What king fo ftrong,

Can tie the gall up in the fland'rous tongue ?

But who comes here ?

SCENE VII.

Fnter Efcalus, Provoft, Bawd, and OJicers.

EfcaL Go, away with her toprifon.

Baivd. Good my lord, be good to me ; your Ho-

nour is accounted a merciful man : good my lord.

EfcaL Double and treble admonition, and ftill for-

feit in the fame kind ? this would make * mercy fwtrve,

and play the tyrant.

Prov. A bawd of eleven years continuance, may it

plcafe your Honour.

Bwwd. My lord, this is one Lucio^s information

againft me : miftrefs Kate Keep doiAjn^ was with child

by hiin in the duke's time ; he promis'd her marriage ;

hi* child is a year and a quarter old, come Philip and

Jacob : I have kept it myfelf ; and fee, how he goes

about to abufe me.

Efcal. This tellow is a fellow of much licence; let

iiim be call'd before us. Away with her to prifon

:

I mercy swear.] "We fhould read swerve, i. e. deviate

from her nature. The common reading gives us the idea of a

ranting whore.

go
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go to ; no more words. [Exeunt <with the Bawd.] Pro^

rvofty my brother Angela will not be alter'd ; Claudid

maft die to-morrow : let him be furnifh'd with divines,

and have all charitable preparation. If my brother

wrought by my pity, it fhould not be fo with him.

Pro. So pleafe you, this Friar has been with him,

and advis'd him for the entertainment of death.

Efcal. Good even, good father.

Duke. Blifs and goodnefs on you !

Efcal. Of whence are you ?

Duke. Not of this country, tho' my chance is now

To ufe it for my time : I am a brother

Of gracious order, late come from the See

In fpecial bufinefs from his holinefs.

Efcal. What news abroad I'th' world ?

Duke None, but that there is (o great a fever on

goodnefs, that the dilfolution of it muft cure it. No-

velty is only in requelt ; and it is as dangerous to be

aged in any kind of courle, as it is virtuous to be con-

ftant in any undertaking. There Is fcarce truth enough

alive, to make focieties fecure ; but fecurity enough,

to make fellowlhips accarft. Much upon this riddle

runs the wifdom of the world ; this news is old enough,

yet it is every day's news. I pray you. Sir, of what

difpofition was the duke ?

Efcal. One, that, above all ether ftrifes.

Contended fpecially to know himfelf.

Duke. What pleafure was he giv'n to ?

Efcal. Rather rejoicing to fee another merry, than

iVjerry at any thing which profeft to make him rejoice.

A gentleman of all temperance. But leave we him to

his events, with a prayer they may prove profperous ;

and let me defire to know, how you find Claudia pre-

pared r I am made to underfland, that you have lent

him vifitation.

Duke. He profefTes to have received no fmifter

meafure from his judge, but mod willingly humbles

himfelf to the determination of juftice ; yet had he

fram'd to himfelf, by the inllruaion of his frailty,

many deceiving promifes of life ; which I by my good

leifure have difcredited to him, and now is he refolv'd

to die. R 3 ^f''*^'
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E/ca/. You have paid the heav'ns your funaion,

and the prifoner the very debt of your calling. J have
labour'd for the poor gentleman, to the extremeft
fhore of my modefly ; but my brother Juftice have I
found fo fevere, that he hath forc'd me to tell him,
he is indeed Juftice.

Duif. If his own life anfwer the ftraitnefs of his pro-
ceeding, it ihall become him well; wherein if he
chance to fail, he hath fentenc'd himfelf.

E/^/. I am going to vifit the prifoner ; fare you
'^'''^'

Exit,SCENE VIII.

Duke. Peace be with you !

He, who the fword of heav'n will bear,
6^houId be as holy as fevere:

Pattern in himfelf to know,
Grace to Hand, and virtue go ;

More nor lefs to others paying.
Than by felf-offences weighing.
Shame to him, whofe cruel ftriking

Kills for faults of his own liking !

Tuice treble fliame on Jngelo,

To weed my vice, and let his growf
Oh, what may man within him hide,

Tho' angel on the outward fide !

* How may that likencfs, made in crimes,

Making pradiice on the times,

2 Hoiv may likenefs made in crimes.

Making pra&ice on the times

^

To ciraiv nvith idle fpiders' firings

MoJipond'rtusandfubJlantialthings.YThvitAW the Edi-
tions read torruptJy : and fo have made an oblcure paflage in itfclf,

quite unintelligible. Sbakefpear wrote it thus,
Hoiv may that likeneji made in crimes,

Making praElice of the tim»s,

Draiu ... ~—.«-

The fenfe is this, How much wickednefi may a man hide tvithin,
tho' he appear an angel ivithout. How may that likenefs made
in crimes, i. e. by Hypocrify

;
[a pretty paradoxical expreffion,

an ar.gel made in crimes] by impofing upon the world [thus em-
phatically expreffed, making praBice on the times'] draw with its

falfe and feeble pretences [finely called fpide's' firings] the moft
ponderous and fubftantial matters of the world, as Riches, Honour
Power, Reputation, i^fn.

Draw
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Draw with idle fpidcrs* firings

Moft pond'rous and fubllantial things!

Craft againft vice I muft apply.

With Angela to night (hall lye

His old betrothed, but defpis'd ;

So difguife fhall by th' difguis'd

Pay with faKhood falfe exading

;

And perform an old contrading. jExrt,

ACT IV. SCENE I.

J GRANGE.
Enter Mariana, and Boy finghg.

SONG.
3 < r-jr^JKE, eh, take thofe lips anvay^

^ ' Thatfofioeetlyivereforfworn'y

* And thofe eyes, the break of day,

• Lights that do miflead the morn ;

• But my kiffes bring again,

• Seals of lo^ue, hut feaVd in vain.

Enter Duke.

Mart. Break off thy fong, and haile thee quick

away

:

Here comes a man of comfort, whofe advice-

Hath often ftiird my brawling difcontent.

I cry you mercy. Sir, and well could wilh,

" You had not found me here fo mufical

:

Let me excufe me, and believe me ib.

My mirth is much difpleasM, but pleas'd my woe.

Duke. 'Tis good ; tho' mufick oft hath fuch a charm

To make bad, good ; and good provoke to harm.

I pray you, tell me, hath any body enquired for me
_

here to day ? much upon this time, have I promised

here to meet.

I Take, ho, take, &c.] This is part of a little fonnet of SbaU^

ftear-'s own" writing, conMing of two Stanzas, and fo extremely

iweet, that the reader won't be difpleafed to have the other,

Hide, bo, hide thofe hilh of jnoiu.

Which thy frozen bofom bears,

Onnvhofe tops, the finis, that grow.

Are of thofe that April iQcars,

But my poor heart firji jet free,

£«und in try chains by thee.
^,

R A Man,
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Mart. You have not been enquir'd afcer: I have

fate here all day.

Enter Ifabel.

Puke. I do conftantly believe you : the time is come,
even now. I fliall crave your forbearance a little ;

may be, I will call upon you anon for fome advantage
to your felf.

Mari, I am always bound to you. \^Exit,

S C E N E II.

Duke. Very well met, and welcome :

What is the news from this good deputy ?

Ijah. He hath a garden circummur'd with brick.
Whole weftern fide .s with a vineyard backt

;

And ro th.it vineyard is a planched gate,

That makes his opening with this bigger key :

This other doth command a little door,

Which from the vineyard to the garden leads

;

There, on the heavy middleof the night.

Have I my promife made to call upon him.
Duke. But (hall you on your knowledge find this

way ?

Ifah. I've ta'en a due and wary note upon't j

With whifp'ring and moft guilty diligence,

» In adion all of precept, he did ihew mc
The way twice o'er.

Duke. Are there no other tokens

IBetween you "greed, concerning her obfervance ?

Ifab. No : none, but only a repair i'th' dark;
And that 1 have pofleft him, my moft ftay

Can be but brief; for 1 have made him know,
I have a fervant comes with me along,

That flays upon me ; whofe perfuafion is,

I come about my brother.

Duke. 'Tis well born up.

I have not yet made known to Mariana
A word of this. What, hoa ! within ! come forth

!

1 In aEiion all of precept ] /. e. fhewing the feveral

turnings of the way with his hand j which aftion contained fo

many precepts, being given for my diredion.

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Enter Mariana.

I pray you, be acquainted with this maid;

She comes to do you good.

Jfah. I do defire the hke.

Duke. Do you perfuade yourfelf that I refpefl you ?

Alari. Good Friar^ I know you do ; and I have

found it.

Duke. Take then this your companion by the hand.

Who hath a ftory ready for your ear

:

I fhall attend your leifure ; but make hafte ;

The vaporous night approaches.

Mart. Wilt pleafe you walk afide ?

[ Exeunt Mar. and Ifab.

Duke. 5 * O place and greatnefs ! millions of falfe

eyes

* Are ftuck upon thee : volumes of report

* Run with thefe falfe and moll contrarious que^s
* Upon thy doings : thoufand 'fcapes of wit

* Make thee the father of their idle dreams,
^ And rack thee in their fancies I welcome ; how

agreed ?

SCENE IV.

Re-enter MsLrid-nay andlhht\.

Ifab. She'll take the enterprize upon her, f?.ther.

If you advife it.

Duke. 'Tis not my confent,

But my intreaty too.

3 place and greatnefs ! &c.] It plainly appears that iix's.

nne fpeech belongs to that which concludes a preceding Scene,

between the Duke and Lucio. For they are abfolutely foreign to

the fubjeft of this, and are the natural refle£tions ariiing from

that. Befidrs, the very words, Runivith these falfe and n:ofl

contrarious quefis, evidently refer to Lucio'^s fcandals juft preced-

ing : which the Oxford Editor, \n his ufual way, has emended_,

by altering thefe to their.—But that fome time might be given.

to the two women to confer together, the players, I fuppofe, took

part of the fpeech, beginnin5 at No might ncr greatnefs. Sec,

.

and put it here, without troubling themfelves about its- pertinency.

However, wc are obliged to them for not giving us their own
impertinency, as they have frequently done in other places.

R 5 JM,
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Ifah. Little have you to fay.

When yoa depart fr©m him, but foft and low,
** Remembtr noKX) my brother.

Mari. Fear me not.

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all

:

. He is your hufband on a precontrafl

;

To bring you thus together, 'tis no fm ;

Sith that the jullice of your title to him
^ Doth flouriih the deceit. Come, let us go ;

Our corn's to reap; ^ for yet our tilth's to fow.

\^Exemt,

SCENE V.

Changes to the Prifon.

Enter Provoft and Clo^wn.

frov. f^ O M E hither, iirrah : can you cut off a

V_> man's head

:

Cloijun. If the man be a batchelor, Sir, I can : but if

he be a marryM man, he is his wife's head, and I can

never cut off a woman's head.

Proi). Come, Sir, leave me your fnatches, and yield

me a diredl anfwer. To morrow morning are to die

Ciaudio and Barnardine : here is in our prifon a com-

mon executioner, who in his office lacks a helper ; if

you will take it on you to affift him, it ihall redeem

you from your gyves : if not, you fhall have your

full time of imprifonment, and your deliverance with

an unpitied whipping ; for you have been a notorious

bawd.

Cioavn. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time

out of mind, but yet I will be contented to be a lawful

hangman : I would be glad to receive fome inllrudlion

from my fellow- partner.

Pro'v. What boa. Abhor/on / where's Abhorfony there ?

4 Doth flouriih the deceitj] A metaphor taken from embroi-

dery, where a coarfe ground is filled up and covered with figures

of rich materials and elegant workmanfhip.

5 I for yet our tythe's fo /ow.J As before, the blun-

dering Editors had made a prince of the priejily Angela, fo here

they have made z prieft of the prince. We fhould read tilth,
/. e. cur tillage is yet to make. The grain, from which we ex-

pe(fi pur harveft; is not yet put into the ground,

Enter
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Enter Abhorfon.

Ahhor. Do you call. Sir ?

Vrov. Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you to mor-

row in your execution ; if you think it meet, compound
with him by the year, and let him abide here with you ;

if not, ufe him for the prefcnc, and difmifs him. He
cannot plead his eftimation with you, he hath been a

bawd.

Abhor. A bawd. Sir? fie upon him, he will ^ dif-

credit our miftery.

Frov. Go to. Sir, you weigh equally ; a feather will

turn the fcale. \Exit,

Clonvn. Pray, Sir, by your good favour ; (for, fure-

ly, Sir, a good favour you have, but that you have a

hanging look ;) do you call, Sir, your occupation a

millery ?

Abhor, Ay, Sir ; a miftery.

Cloijon. Painting, Sir, I have heard fay, is a mise-
ry ; and your whores, Sir, being members of my oc-

cupation, ufing painting, do prove my occupation a
millery : but 7 what misery rhere fhould be in hang-

ing, if 1 (hould be hang'd, I cannot imagine. * * * *

down,
6 difcredit our myftery.] I think it jufl: worth while to obferve

that the word mijiery^ when ufed to fignify a trade or manual pro-

feflion, fhould be fpelt with an /, and not a y j becaufe it come*

not from the Greek Myri5^»a but from the French, Mejiier.

7 ivhat myjiery there Jhould be in hanging, if IJhould be hanged,

I cannot imagine.

Abhor. Sir, it is a mijiery.

Clown. Proof. • ••

Abhor. Every true man's apparelfits your thief.

Clown. Jf it he too littlefor your thief, your true man thinh it

big enough : if it be too big for your thief, your thief thinks it

Jittie enough : fo every true man''s apparel jits your thief. ^ Thus
it fiood in all the editions till Mr. ThecbaWs, and was methinks
rot very difficult to be underflood. The plain and humourous
feme of the fpecch is this. Every true man's apparel which
the thief robs him of, fits the thief. Why ? becaufe if it be
too little for the thief, the true man thinks it big enough : /. e. a
purchafe too good for him. So that this fits the thief in the opi-

nion of the true man. But if it be too big for the thief, yet the

thief thinks it little enough j /. e, of value httle enough. So that

this fits the thief in iiis own opinion. Where we fee that the

plcafantry of the joke confifts in the equivocal fcnfe of big enough

and
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C'oivn. Sir, it is a miftery.

Jbhor. Proof. .

Clo^n. Every true man*s apparel fits your thief. If

it be too little for your thief your true man thinks it

big enough. If it be too big for your thief, your thief

thi)iks it little enough; fo every true man's apparel fits

your thief.

Re- enter Provoft.

Pro'v. Are you agreed ?

Clcnjcn Sir, I will {trvt him : for I do find, your

hangman is a more penitent trade than your bawd ; he

doih of ner ailc forgivenefs.

Prov. You, firrah, provide your block and your ax

to-morrow, four o' clock.

and little enough. Yet Mr, Theohald fays, he can fee no fenfe

in all this, nnd therefore alters the whole thus.— A}oh.QX, E'very

tru.' n.ari's apparel Jits your thief. Clown. Jf it be too littlefor
ynur true man, you'' thief thinks it lig enough : if it be too big

for your iruf mav^ your thief thinks it little enough, < And for

his akeiat'cn p'ves this extrar.rdin?.ry reafon. / avfi Jatiified!

the poet intended a regular fyllogifm ; and I fubmit it to judg-

tnenr^ nuhaher my regulation has not reJlor''d that tt;it and hu-

mour iv^ich ivissquit^ tojl in the dcpra''jation. But the place

is corrupt, tho' Mr. Tkeabald could not find it out. Let us con-

fider it a little. The Hangman calls his trade a mifttry : the

Clotvn cannot cor'ceive it. The Hangman undertakes to prove it

in thef'' words, Ev ry true mans apparel. See, hut this proves

the thief'' f-'de a miftery, not the hangman %, Hence it appears

that the fpeech, in which the hangman proved his trade a miftery,

is loft. The very words it is impcffible to retrieve, but one may
eafily undeiftand what mediuin he employed in proving it : with-

out doubt the very fame the cloivn employed to prove the thief's

trade a miftery; namely, that all fort of clothsfitted the hangman.
The Clorvn, on hearing this argument, replied, I fuppofe, to this

effeft j ^hy, by the fame kind of reafoning, J can pro've the

thief's trade to be a miftery. The other aiks how, and the

Clown goes on as above, E'very true man''s apparel fits your thief
-y

if it be too little^ Sec. The jocular conclufion from the whole
l)eing an inilnuation that thief and hangman were rogues alike.

This conjedtute gives a fpirit and integrity to the dialogue, which,

in its prefent mangled condition, is altogether wanting : and ftjews

why the argument of erjery true man''i apparel, &c. was in all the

editions given to the Cloion, to whom indeed it belongs; and
]ikewife that the prefent reading of that argument is the true.

The loft fpeeches came ia at the place marked by the afterisks.
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Jhhor. Come on, bawd, I will inftrua thee in my

trade ; follow.

C/tfw«. I do defire to learn. Sir ; and I hope, if you

have occafion to ufe me for your own turn, you ihall

find me f«; yare : for, truly, Sir, for your kindnefs I

owe you a good turn. iExit»

Prov. Call hither Barnardine, and Claudia :

One has my pity ; not a jot the other.

Being a murth'rer, tho' he were my brother.

SCENE VI.

Enter Claud io.

Look, here's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death ;

»Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow

Thou muft be made immortal. Where's Barnardine f

Claud. As fall lockM up in fleep, as guihlefs kbour

When it lyes ftarkly in the traveller's bones :

He'll not awake.

Prav. Who can do good on him ?

Well, go. prepare your felf. [-£^;v// Claud.] But, hark,

what noife \ [Knock within,.

Heav'n give your fpirits comfort f by and by ;

I hope it is fome pardon, or reprieve.

For the moft gentle Claudia. Welcome, father.

Enter Duke.

Duke. The beft and wholefom'ft fpirits of the night

Invelop you, good Pronjoft t who call'd here of late ?

Pront. None, fmce the curphew rung.

Duke. Not Ifaben

Pronj. No.
Duke. They will then, ere't be long.

Prov. What comfort is for Claudia t

Duke. There is fome in hope.

Prov. It is a bitter deputy. .

Duke. Not fo, not fo ; his life is parallel'd

Ev'n with the ftroak and line of his great juftice |,

He doth with holy abftinence fubdue

That in himfelf, which he fpurs on his pow'r

To qualifie in others. Were he ^ mcal'd

% meal''d\ i. e. mingled.

[(a) yarn the old books. Vulg^j^oftr^J

With-
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With that, which he corredls, then were he tyrannous j

But this being fo, he'sjuft. Now they are come,
\_Knock again, ProvoA gotiS ouf.

This is a gentle Fro'voji ; feldom, when
The fteeled goaler is the friend of men.
How now ? what noife ? that fpirit's polTell with hade.
That wounds th' unrefilling pollern with thefe ftrokes.

[Provoft returns,

Prov. There he mull ftay, until the officer

Arife to let him in ; he is cali'd up.

Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudio yet.

But he mult die to-morrow ?

Pro'u. None, Sir, none.

Duke. As near the dawning, Provofi, as it is.

You fliall hear more ere morning.

Pron). Happily,

You fomething know ; yet, I believe, there comes
No countermand ; no fuch example have we ;

Befides, upon the very fiege of juftice.

Lord Angelo hath to the public ear

Profeft the contrary.

SCENE VII.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Duke. This is his lordihip's man.

Pro'v. And here comes Claudia's pardon.

Mef. My lord hath fent you this note, and by me
this further charge, that you fwerve not from the

fmalleft article of it, neither in time, matter, or other

circumftance. Good morrow j for, as I take it, it is

almoft day.

Pro'v. I (hall obey him. [Exit Mejfenger*

Duke, This is his pardon, purchased by fuch lin,

For which the pardoner himfelf is in :

Hence hath offence his quick celerity.

When it is borne in high authority ;

When vice makes mercy, mercy's fo extended.

That, for the fault's love, is th' offender friended.

Now, Sir, what news ?

Prov. I told you : lord Angela^ be-like, thinking

me remifs ia mine ofiice^ awakens me with this un-

wonted
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wonted putting on ; methinks, (Irangely j for he hath

not us'd it before.

Duke. Pray you, let's hear.

Provoft reads the letter.

Whatfoe'ver you may hear to the contrary, /^/Claudio

he executed by four of the clock, and in the afternoon

Barnardine : for my better fatisfaaion, let me ha^ve

Q\2.\i^\o' s head fent me by five, let this be duly per-

form'd, nxith a thought that more depends on it than nue

mujiyet deliver. Uus fail not to do your office, as you

will anpwer it at your peril.

What fay you to this, Sir ?
, . ,

Duke. WL t is that Barnardiney who is to be exe-

cuted in the afternoon ?

Prov. A Bohemian born ; but here nurlt up and

bred ; one, that is a prifoner nine years old.

Duke. How came it that the abfent Duke had not

either delivered him to his liberty, or executed him ?

I have heard, it was ever his manner to do To.

Prov. His friends ftill wrought reprieves for him,

and, indeed, his faft, 'till now in the government of

lord Angela, came not to an undoubtful proof.

Duke. Is it now apparent ?
, , , . , ,^

Prov. Moft manifell, and not deny'd by himfelf.

Duke. Hath he borne himfelf penitent in prifon ? how

feems he to be touch'd ?

Prov. A IVIan that apprehends, death no more dread-

fully, but as a drunken deep ; carelefs, recklefs, and

fearlefs of what's paft, prefent, or to come ; infenfible

of mortality, and dcfperately mortal.

Duke. He wants advice.

Prov. He will hear none ; he hath evermore had

the liberty of the prifon : give him leave to efcape

hence, he would not : drunk many times a day, if

not many days entirely drunk. We have very oft

awak'd him, as if to carry him to execution, and

fhew'd him a feeming warrant for it ; it hath not

mov'd him at all.

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in your

brow, Provofl, honefty and conftancy ; if I read it not

truly, my ancient fldll beguiles mc ; but in the boldnefs
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of my cunning, I will 9 lay myfelf in hazard. C/aw
dio, whom here you have warrant to execute, is no
greater forfeit to the law than Angela, who hath fen-
tenc'd him. To make you underftand this in a mani-
fefted efFeil, I crave but four days refpite ; for the
which you are to do me both a prefent and a dangerous
courtefie.

Pro'v. Pray, Sir, in what ?

T>uke, In fhe delaying death.

Prou. Alack ! how may 1 do it, having the hour li-

mited, and an express command, under penalty, to de-
liver his head in the view of Angela ? I may make my
cafe as Claudia''^, to crofs this in the fmalleft.

Duke, ^y the vow of m.ine order, I warrant you, if

my inftrudions may be your guide : let this Bamar-
dine be this morning executed, and his head borne to
Angela.

Pro'v. Angela hath feen them both, and will difcover
the favour.

Duke. Oh, death's a great difguifer, and you may
add to it ; fnave the head, and tie the beard, 'and fay
it was the defire of the penitent to be fo barb'd before
his death ; you know the courie is common. If any
thing fall to you upon this, more than thanks and good
fortune; by the faint whom i profefs, I will plead
agai«ft it with my life.

Pro^v, Pardon m.e, good father; it is againft my
oath.

Duke, Were you fworn to the Duke, or to the de-
puty ?

Pronj. To him, and to his fubilitutes.

Duke. You will think, you have made no offence, if

(the Duke avouch the jullice of your dealing ?

Pron). But V/'hat likelihood is in that ?

Duke. Not a refemblance, but a certainty. Yet fmcc
I fee you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor
my perfuafion, can with eafe attempt you, I will go
further than I meant, to pluck all fears out of you.
Look you, Sir, here is the hand and feal of the Duke

,

9 /<?> myself in baxani.} Metaphor fiom chefs-play.
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you know the charaaer, I doubt not ; and the fignet is

not ftrange to you.

Pro'v. I know them both.

Duke. The contents of this is the return ofthe Duke ;

you fhall anon over-read it at your pleafure ; where you

ihall find, within thefe two days he will be here. This

is a thing, which j4ngelo knows not, for he this very

day receives letters of ftrange tenor ; perchance, of the

Duke's death ; perchance, of his entering into feme

monaftery ; but, by chance, * nothing of what is here

writ. Look, the unl^lding ftar calls up the fhepherd ;

put not yourfelf into amazement how thefe things

fhould be ; all difficulties are but cafie when they are

known. Call your executioner, and off with Barnar-

dine% head : I will give him a prefent ihrift, and advife

him for a better place. Yet you arc amazM, but this

fhall abfolutely refolve you. Come away, it is almoft

clear dawn. {Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.

Enter Clonxjn.

Clonvn. " I am as well acquainted here, as I was in

" our houfe of profeflion ; one would think, it were

** miftrefs O'ver-done"^ own houfe ; for here be many
«* of her old cuftomers. Firft, here's young Mr. Rajhi

he's in for a commodity of brown Pepper and old gin-

ger, ninefcorc and feventeen pounds j of which he

made five marks ready money : marry, then, ginger

was not much in requeft : for the old women were all

dead. Then is there here one Mr. Caper, at the fuit

of mafter Uree-pile the mercer ; for fome four fuits of

peach-colour'd fattin, which now peaches him a beg-

gar. Then have we here young Dizzy, and young

Mr. Deep-'vo'w, and Mr. Copper fpur, and mafter Star've-

lacky the rapier and dagger-man, and young Drop heire

that kiird lufty Pudding, and Mr. Forth-right the til-

ler, and brave Mr. Shooter the great traveller, and wild

Half-canne that ftabb'd Pots, and, I think, forty more 5

T nothing of what is writ.] We fhould read—*^?v writ.

the Duke pointing to the letter in his hand.

all
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all great doers in our trade, and are now * in for the
Lord's fake.

Enter Abhorfon.
Abhor. Sirrah, bring Bamardine hither.

Clonvn. Maftcr Barnardiney you muft rife and be
hang'd, mafter Bamardine.

Abhor. What, hoa, Bamardine!
Barnar. [fwithin^ A pox o' your throats ; who

makes that noife there ? what are you ?

Clo'wn. Your friend, Sir, the hangman : you muft be
fo good, Sir, to rife, and be put to death.

Barnar. \fwithin.'\ Away, you rogue, away ; I am
fleepy.

Ahhor. TelJ him, he muft awake, and that quickly
too.

Clonvn. Pray, mafter Barnardiney awake 'till you are
executed, and fleep afterwards.

Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out.

Cloix:n. He is coming, Sir, he is coming j I hear the

ftraw ruftle

Enter Bamardine.
Abhor. Is the ax upon the block. Sirrah I

Cloivn. Very ready. Sir.

Barnar. How now. Abhor/on ? what's the news with
you ?

Ahhor. Truly, Sir, I would defire you to clap into

your prayers : for, look you, the warrant's come.
Barnar. You rogue, 1 have been drinking all night,

I am not fitted for't.

Clovjn. Oh, the better, Sir ; for he that drinks all

night, and is hang'd betimes in the morning, may fleep

the founder all the next day.

Eftfer Duke.
Abhor. Look you. Sir, here comes your ghoftly fa-

ther ; do we jeft now, think you ?

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how
haftjly you are to depart, I am come to advife you,
comfort you, and pray with you.

Barnar. Friar, not I : I have been drinking hard all

night, and I will have more time to prepare me, or

a infor the Lord's -fake.'} i, c, to beg for the reft of their lives.

they
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they ftall beat out my brains with billets :
I will not

confent to die this day, that's certain.

Duke. Oh, Sir, you mull ; and therefore, I befeech

you, look forward on the journey you (hall go.

Barnar. I fwear, I will not die to day for any man's

perfuafion.

Duke. But hear you, ••

Barnar. Not a word : if you have any thing to fay

to me, come to my ward ; for thence will not I to

day. [^^''•

SCENE IX.

Enter Provoft.

Duke. Unfit to live, or die : oh, gravel heart !

After him, fellows : bring him to the block.

Pron;. Now, Sir, how do you find the prifoner ?

Duke. A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for death;

And, to tranfport him in the mind he is.

Were damnable.

Prov. Here in the prifon, father.

There dy'd this morning of a cruel fever

One Ragozine, a moft notorious pirate,

A man of Claudia'^ years; his beard, and head,

Juft of his colour : What if we omit

This reprobate, 'till he were well inclined j

And fatisfie the deputy with the vifage

Of Ragozine, more like to Claudia ?

Duke. O, 'tis an accident, that heav'n provides

:

Difpatch it prefently ; the hour draws on

Prefixt by Angela : fee, this be done.

And fent according to command ; while I

Perfuade this rude wretch willingly to die.

Pro'v. This Ihall be done, good father, prefently :

But Barnardine muft die this afternoon :

And how fhall we continue Claudia,

To favc mc from the danger that might come.

If he were known alive ?

Duke. Let this be done ;

Put them in fecret holds, both Barnardine and Claudia:

Ere twice the fun hath made his journal greeting

(a) To
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fa) To th* under generation, you (ball find

Your fafety manifefted.

Pro-v. I am your free dependent.
-D«/f^. Quick, difpatch, and fend the head to JngeU.

[J?A^/VProvoft.
Now will I write letters to Angeloy

{The Prcvojj, he fhall bear them ) whofe contents
Shall witnefs to him, I am near at home ,-

And that, by great injundions, I am bound
To enter publickly : him I'll defire

To meet me at the confecrated fount,

A league below the city ; and from thence.
By cold gradation and weal balanc'd form.
We fhall proceed with Angela.

Enter Provoft.

Prov. Here is the head j I'll carry it myfelf.

Duke. Convenient is it : make a fwift return ;

For I will commune with you of fuch things.

That want no ears but yours.

Pronj. I'll make all fpeed. TExif,
Ifab I'vjithin.] Peace, hoa, be here !

Duke. The tongue of Ifahel.— She comes to know.
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither :

But 1 will keep her ign'rant of her good.
To make her heav'nly comforts of defpair.

When it is leait expedied.

SCENE X.

Enter Ifabel.

Ifah. Hoa, by your leave.-—

—

Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gracious
daughter.

Ifah. The better, giv'n me by fo holy a man :

Hath yet the deputy lent my brother's pardon ?

Duke. He hath releas'd him, Ifabely from the world;
His head is oir, and fent to Angela.

1/ab. Nay, but it is not fo.

Duke. It is no other.

Shew your wifdom, daughter, in your clofefl patience.

[ (0) Tot/y undfr generatiofj, Oxford Edition. Vu]g. To yon-
der generation,

"^

Ifab.
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Ifah. Oh, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes.

Duke. You (h ill not be admitted to his fight.

Ifab. Unhappy C/a«^/o / wretched Ifabel

!

Injurious world ! moft damned Avgeiol

Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot

:

Forbear it therefore, give your caufi; to heav*n :

Mark, what I fay ; which you (hall furely find

By ev'ry fyllable, a faithful verity.

The Duke comes home to-morrow ; dry your eyes 5

One of our convent, and his confcfTor,

Gives me this inftance : already he hath carry'd

Notice to Efcalus and Angelo,

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates.

There to give up their pow'r. Ifyou can, pace your

wifdom

In that good path that I would wifh it go.

And you (hall have your bofom on this wretch,

Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart.

And gen'ral honour.

Ifab. I'm direded by you.

Duke. This letter then to Friar Peter give ;

'Tis That he fent me of the Duke's return :

Say, by this token, I defire his company
At Marianas houfe to night. Her caufe and yours

ril perfed him withal, and he fliall bring you
Before tlie duke, and to the head of Angela

Accufe him home, and home. For my poor felf,

I am combined by a facred vow.
And (hall be abfent Wend you with this letter :

Command thefe fretting waters from your eyes

With a light heart ; truft not my holy Order,
If I pervert your courfe. Who's here ?

SCENE XI.

Enter Lucio.

Lucio. Good even ;

Triar, where's the Pronjoft ?
Duke. Not within, *^ir.

Lucio, Oh, pretty Ifabeila, lam pale at mine heart,

to fee thine eyes fo red ; thou mull be paucat ,•' J am
fain to dine and fup with water and braii i 'dare not

for
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for my head fill my belly : one fruitful meal would fet

me to't. But they fay the Duke will be here to morrow.

By my troth, Ifabely Ilov'd thy brother : if the old fan-

taftical Duke of dark corners had been at home, he had

liv'd. {Exit Ifabella.

Duke. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholden to

your reports ; but the beft is, he lives not in them.

Lucio. Friar, thou knoweft not the Duke fo well as I

do ; he's a better woodman, than thou tak'ft him for.

Duke. Well ; you'll anfwer this one day. Fare ye well.

Lucio. Nay, tarry. Til go along with thee : I can

tell thee pretty tales of the Duke.

Duke. You have told me too many of him already.

Sir, if they be true ; if not true, none were enough.

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a wench
with child.

Duke. Did you fuch a thing ?

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I ; but I was fain to forfwear

it ; they would elfe have marry'd me to the rottea

medlar.

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honed -, reft

you well.

Lucio. By my troth, I'll go with thee to the lane's

end : if bawdy talk offend you, we'll have very little

of it ; nay, Friar, I am a kind of bur, I {hall ftick.

{Exeunt.

SCENE XII.

Changes to the Palace.

Enter Angelo and Efcalus.

E/caL yj^VERY letter, he hath writ, hath difvouch'd

JlL other.

Jng. In moft uneven and diftradled manner. His

adlions fhew much like to madnefs : pray heav'n, his

wifdom be not tainted ! and why meet him at the

gates, and deliver our authorities there ?

Efcal. I guefs net.

Jng. And why (hould we proclaim it in an hour be-

fore his entering, that if any crave redrefs of injuftice,

they (hould exhibit their petitions in the ftreet ?

Efcal. He fhews his reafon for that ; to haveadif-

patch
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patch of complaints, and to deliver us from devices

hereafter, which (hall then have no power to ftand

againft us.

Ang, Well ; I befeech you, let it be proclaim'd be-

times i'th' morn ; I'll call you at your houfe : give no-

tice to fuch men'of fort and fait, as are to meet him.

Efcal I Hiall, Sir : fare youvi'ell. \_Exit,

AnZ' Good night.

This deed unfhapes me quite, makes me unpregnant.

And dull to all proceedings. A defloured maid I

And by an eminent body, that enforc'd

The law againft it ! but that her tender fhame

Will not proclaim againft her maiden lofs.

How might fhe tongue me ? ? yet reafon dares her No.
For my authority bears a credent bulk ;

That no particular fcandal once can touch.

But it confounds the breather. He (hould have liv*d.

Save that his riotous youth, with daiigerous fenfe.

Might in the times to come have ta'en revenge ;

By fo receiving a diftionour'd life.

With ranfom of fuch ihame. 'Would yet, he had liv'd ?

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot,

J^othing goes right ; we would, and we would not.

{Exit,

SCENE XIII.

Changes to the Fields nvithout the Toiun.

Enter Duke in his oivn habit ^ and Friar Peter.

Duke. 'TpHESE letters at fit time deliver me.
J- The Provojl knows ourpurpofe, and our

The matter being a-foot, keep your inftrudion, [plot:
And hold you ever to oar fpecial drift ;

Tho' fometimes you do blench from this to that.

As caufe doth minifter : go, call at FlaviuC houfe,
And tell him, where I ftay ; gi^ve the like notice

Unto Valentius^ Ronxilandt and to CraJfuSy
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate :

3 " y^f reafon dares her : ] The old Folio impreflions read,
--»—

—

yft reafon dares her No. And this is right. The mean-
rng is, the circumftances of our cafe are fuch, that fhe will never
vsntHre to contradidl me : dares her to reply No to me, what-
ever I fay.

But
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But fend me Flavins firft.

Peter, It (hall be fpeeded well. [Exit Friar.

Enter Varrius.

Duke. I thank thee, Varrim ; thou haft made good
hafte :

Come, we will walk. There's other of our friends

Will greet us here anon, my genilc Varrius. {Exeunt,

SCENE XIV.

Enter Ifabella and Mariana,

Ifah. To fpeak fo indiredlly, I am loth :

I*d fay the truth ; but to accufe him fo,

That is your part i yet I'm advis'd to do it,

^ He fays, to vail full purpofe.

Mari. Be rul'd by him.

Ifab. Befides, he tells me, that if peradventure

He fpeak againft me on the adverfe fide,

I ftiould not think it ftrange j for 'tis a phyfick.

That's bitter to fweet end.

Mari. I would. Friar Peter-

Ifab. Oh, peace ; the Friar is come.

Enter Peter.

Peter. Come, I have found you out a ftand moft fit,.

Where you may have fuch vantage on the Duke,

He fhall not pafs you. Twice have the trumpets

The generous and graveft citizens [founded.

Have hent the gates, and very near upon
The Duke is entring : therefore hence, away. \Exeunt,

ACT V. SCENE I.

A publick Place near the City,

£«/^r Duke, Varrius, lords^ Angelo, Efcalus, Lucio,

and Citizens at fe'veral Doors.

/)«i^.T\ yTY very worthy coufin, fairly met ;

JLVJL Our old and faithful friend, we're glad to

fee you.

4. He fays, to vail full purpofe.} Mr. Theobald zVitvs it to

He fays, fanjailful purpofe ; becaule he has no idea ofthe common
reading. A good reafon ! Yet the common reading is right. Full

is ufed for b.nejicial ; mnd the meaning is, He fays^ it is to bide a

beneficial purpofe^ tbat-mufi not be yet rtveahd,

Ang,
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j^ng. and Efcal. Happy return be to your royal Grace !

Duke. Many and hearty thanks be to you both :

We've made enquiry of you, and we hear

Such goodnefs of your jullice, that our foul

Cannot but yield you forth to publick thanks.

Forerunning more requital.

Jng. You make my bonds ftill greater.

Duke. Oh, your defert fpeaks loud j and I (hould

wrong it.

To lock it in the wards of covert bofom.

When it deferves with charaders of brafs

A forted refidence, 'gainfl the tooth of time

And razure of oblivion. Give m.e your hand.

And let the fubjeds fee, to make them know
That outward courtefies would fain proclaim

Favours that keep within. Come, Efcalus ;

You muft walk by us on our other hand ;

And good fupporters are you. \_As the Duke is going out,

SCENE II.

Enter Peter and Ifabella.

Peter. Now is your time : fpeak loud, and kneel
before him.

Ifab. Juftice, O royal Duke ! vail your regard

Upona wrong'd, I'd fain have faid, a maid :

Oh, worthy Prince, diflionour not your eye

Sy throwing it on any other objecl,

'Till you have heard me in my true complaint.

And given me jullice, juftice, jullice, juftice.

Duke. Relate your wrongs ; in what, by whom ? be
brief

:

Here is lord Angela (hall give you jullice

;

Reveal yourfelf to him.

Ifah. Oh, worthy Duke,
You bid me feek redemption of the devil :

Hear me your felf, for that which I mull fpeak

Mull either punilh me, not being believ'd,

Or wring redrefs from you ; oh, hear me, hear me.
Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm

:

She hath been a fuitor to me for her brother.

Cut off by courfe of jullice.

Vol. I. S lj*h.
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Ifah. Courfeof juftice !

Jng, And (he will fpeak moft bitterly, and ftrange.

Ifab. Moft ftrange, but yet moil truly, will I fpcak ;

That Jngclo's forfworn, is it not ftrange ?

That AngeW^ a murthVer, is't not ftrange I

That Angela is an aduk'rous thief.

An hypocrite, a virgin-violater j

Js it not ftrange, and ftrange ?

Duke Nay, it is ten times ftrange :

Ijab. It is not truer he is Angela^

Than this is all as true, as it is ftrange :

Nay, it is ten times truer , for truth is truth

To th' end of reckoning.

Duke, Away with her : poor foul.

She fpeaks this in ih' infirmity of fenfe.

Ijah. O Prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ'ft

There is another comfort than this world,

That thou negle6l me not ; with that opinion

That I am touch'd with madnefs. Make not impoflibic

That, which but feems unlike ; 'tis no-t impoftible.

But one, the vvicked'ft caitiff on the ground.

May feern asftiy, as grave, as juft, as abfolute.

As Angela ; even fo may Angela,

In all his drelTings, ciradls, titles, forms.

Bean arch -villain : believe it, royal Prince,

If he be lefs, he^s nothing ; but he's more.

Had I more name for badnefs,

Duke. By mine honefty,

Jf fhe be mad, as I believe no other,

Her madnefs hath the oddcft frame of fenfe ;

Such a dependency of thing on thing,

As e'er I heard in madnefs.

Ifah. Gracious Duke,

Harp not on That ; nor do not banifli reafon

For ineq-aality ; but let your reafon ferve

To make the truth appear, where it feems hid ;

« Not hide the falfe, feems true.

Duke. Many, that are not mad.

Have, fare, more lack of reafon.

.1 And hide the falfe, feems true.'] We fhould read Not hide.

What
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What would you fay ?

Ifab, I am the filter of one Claudioy

Condemn'd upon the a6l of fornication

To lofe his head ; condemn'd by Angelo :

I, in probation of a filkrhood,

Was fent to by my brother ; one Lucio,

As then the meffenger,-

Lucio. That's I, an't like your Grace :

I came to her from Claudio, and defir'd her

To try her gracious fortune with lord Jngelof

For her poor brother's pardon.

Ifab. That's he, indeed.

Duke. You were not bid to fpeak. [_To Lucio.'

Lucio. No, my good lord, nor wilh'd to hold my peace.

Du^e. I wilh you now then ;

Pray you, take note of it : and when you have

A bufmefs for yourfelf; pray heav'n, you then

Be perfedl.

Lucio, I warrant your Honour.

Duke. The warrant's for your felf ; take heed to't:

Ifab. This gentleman told fomewhat ofmy tale.

Lucio. Right.

Duke. It may be right, but you are in the wrong

To fpeak before your Time. Proceed.

Ifab. I went

To this pernicious caitiff Deputy.

Duke. That's fomewhat madly fpokcn.

Ifab. Pardon it

:

The phrafe is to the matter.

Duke. Mended again : the matter ;— proceed.

]fab. In brief ; (to fet the needlefs Proceis by.

How I perfuaded, how I pray'd and kneel'd.

How he repell'd me, and how I reply 'd ;

For this v^as of much length) the vile conclufioa

I now begin with grief and fliame to utter.

He would not, but by gift of my chafte body

To his concupifcent incempVate lull,

Releafe my brother ; and after much debatement,

My firterly Remorfe confutes mine Honour,

And I did yield to him ; But the next morn betimes.

His purpofe furfeiting, he fends a Warrant

S 2 Fot
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For my poor brother's head.

Duke. This is moft likely !

ifah. * Oh, that it were as like, as it is true !

i>uke. By heav'n, fond wretch, thou know'ft not what
thou fpeak'H,

Or elfe thou art fuborn'd againfl his honour

In hateful pradice. Firft, his integrity

Stands without blemifti ; next, it imports no reafon.

That with fuch vehemence he fhould purfue

Faults proper to himfelf : if he had fo offended,

He would have weigh'd thy brother by himfelf.

And not have cut him off. Some one hath fct you on i

Confefs the truth, and fay, by whofe advice

Thou cam'fl here to complain.

IJab. And is this all ?

Then, oh, you blelled minifters above I

Keep me in patience ; and with ripen'd time.

Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up
3 In countenance : Heav'n fhield your Grace from woe.

As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go.

Duke. I know, you'd fain be gone. An Officer j

To prifon with her. Shall we thus permit

A blading and a fcandalous breath to fall

On him fo near us ? this needs muft be a pradice.

Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ?

Jfah. One that I would were here. Friar Lodaivick,

Duke. A ghoftly father, belike :

Who knows ihat Lodoijuick f*

Lncio. My lord, I know him ; 'tis a medling Friar ;

I do not like the man ; had he been Lay, my lord.

For cei-tain words he fpake againfl ycur Grace

In your retirement, I had Iwing'd him foundly.

Duke. V/ords againft me ? this is a good Friar^ belike;

And to fee on this wretched woman here

Againll our Subfcicute ! let this Friar be found.

Lucio. But yefternight, my lord, fhe and that Friar

^

1 Oh, that it nvereas like, as it is true /] Like is not here ufed

ior probable, but for jeemlj. She catches at the Duke's word, and

turns it to another {&vS.z 5 of which there are a great many exam-

ples in Shakejpf'ar, and the writers of that time,

3 In CQuntenancc ;] /", e, in partial favour,

Ifaw
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I faw them at the prifon : a fawcy Friar,

A very fcurvy fellow.

Peter. Bleffed be your royal Grace !

I have ilood by, my lord, and I have heard

Your royal ear abus'd. Firfl, hath this woman
Moft wrongfully accus'd your Subftitute ;

Who is as free from touch or foil with her.

As fhe from one ungot.

Duke. We did believe no lefs.

Know you that Friar Lodoivicky which fhe fpcaks of?

Peter. I know him for a man divine and holy ;

Not fcurvy, nor a temporary medler,

As he's reported by this gentleman ;

And, on my Truft, a man that never yet

Did, as he vouches, mifreport your Grace.

Lucio. My lord, moft villainoufly ; believe it.

Peter. Well ; he in time may come to clear himfelf;

But at this inftant he is fick, my lord,

Of a ftrange fever. On his meer requeft,

(Being come to knowledge that there was Complaint

Intended 'gainft lord Angela) came I hither

To fpeak as from his mouth, what he doth know
Is true, and falfe ; and what he with his oath

By all Probation will make up full clear,

4- Whenever he's convented. Firft, for this woman ;

To juftifie this worthy Nobleman,

So vulgarly and perfonally accus'd.

Her Ihall you hear difproved to her QyQs,

'Till (he herfelf confers it.

Duke. Good Friary let's hear it.

4 Wheifever he's conven'd,] The firft Folio reads convint-
ED, and this is right : for to coni/^ns fignifies to affemble ; but con-

•vetjt, to cite, or fummons. Yet, becaufe connjented hurts the meafure,

the Oxford Editor fticks to corrvend^ tho' it be nonfenfe, and fig-

nifies. Whenever he is cjfembled together. But thus it will be, when
the author is thinking of one thing, and his critic of another. The
poet was attentive to his fenfe, and the Editor, quite throughout

his performance, to nothing but the meafure : which Shake/pear

having entirely neglecled, like all the dramatic v/riters of that ?.gr,

he has fpruced him up with all the exaftnefs of a modern meafure*

of Syllables. This being here taken notice of once for all, fhall,

for the future, be forgot, as if it had never been,

S3 Pa
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Do you not fmile at this, lord Angela ?

O heav'n ! the vanity of wretched fools !—

-

Give us feme feats ; come, Coufin /-Jngelo^

Jn this I'll be impartial : be you judge

Of your own Caufe. Is this the witnefs, Friar ?

[Ifabella h carried off, guardid.

SCENE III.

'Enter Mariana 'veiPd.

Firft let her iTiew her face ; and, after, fpeak.

Mari. Pardon, my lord, I will not fl]cw my facs.

Until my hufband bid me.

Duke. What, are you marry'd ?

Ivjari No, my lord.

Duke, Are you a maid ?

Mari. No, my lord.

Duke, A widow then ?

Mari. Neither, my lord.

Duke. Why, are you nothing then ? neither maii,

widov;, nor wife ?

Lucio. My lord, fhe may be a punk ; for many of

them arc neither mad, widow, nor v.'ife.

Duke. Silence that fellow : 1 would, he had fonie

caufe to prattle for himfelf.

LuciJ. Well, my lord.

JMari. M> lord, I do confefs, I ne'er was marr>-'d;

And, I confefs, befides, I am no maid ;

I've known my hufband ; yet my hufband knows not,

That ever he knew me.

Lucio.He was drunk then,my lord ; it can be no better.

Duke. For the benefit offilence, would thou wertfotoo,

Lucio. Well, my lord.

Duke. This is no witnefs for lord Angela,

Mari, Now I come to*t, my lord.

She, that accufes him of fornication,

Jn felf-fame manner doth accufe my hufband ;

And charges him, my lord, with fuch a time,

V/hen I'll depofe I had him in mine arms.

With all th'effea of love.

Jf:g, Charges fhc more than me ?

Marh
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iP/^n. Not that I know.
.

Duh. No ? you fay, your hufband. [To Mariana,

Mari. Why, j jft, my lord ; and that is Jngelo ;

Who thinks, he knows, that he ne'er knew my body ;

But knows, he thinks, that he knows Ifahers.

Aw. This is a flrange abufe ; let's ice thy face.

Mari, My hulband bids me ; now I will unmafk.

\lJn<vcUir.p

This is that face, thou cruel Angela,

Which, once thou fwor'ft, was worth the looking on :

This is the hand, which, with a vow'd contraO,

Was fail belock'd in thine : this is the body,

That took away the nutch from Jfahel ;

And did fupply thee at thy garden houfe

In her imagined perfon.

Duke, Know you this woman ?

hnciQ. Carnally, (he fays.

Duke. Sirrah, no more.

Ludo. Enough, my lord.

Ang. My lord, I mull confefs, I know tiiis womrai ;-

And five years fince there w.isfcsne fpeech of marringf^

Betwixt my felf and her ; which was broke oft.

Partly, for that her promifed proportions

Came fhort of compofition ; but, in chief,

For that her Reputation was difvalu'd

In levity ; fince which time of five years

I never fpake with her, faw her, nor heard from her,

Upon my faith and honour.

Maru Noble Prince, [breath.

As there comes light from heav'n, and words frons^

As there is fenfe in truth, and truth in virtue,

I am affiancM this man's wife, as ftrongly

As words could make up vows : and, my good lordj

But Ta^/^^j; night M gone, in's garden houfe,

He knew me as a wife ; as this is true,

Let me in fafety raifc me from my knees ;

Or elfe for ever be confixed here,

A marble monument \

Ang. I did but fmile 'till now.

Now, good my lord, give me the fcope of jufticc ;

My patience here is touch'd ; I do perceive,
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Thefe poor ^ informal women are no more
But inftruments of feme more mightier' member.
That fets them on. Let me have way, my lord.

To find this pradice out.

Duke. Ay^ with my heart

;

And punifh them unto your height of pleafure.

Thou fooIiOi Friar, and thcu pernicious woman,
Compaa with her that's gene ; think'ft thou, thy oaths,
Tho' they would fwear down each particular Saint,

Were teftimonies 'gainft his worth and credit.

That's feal'd in approbation ? You, lord E/caius,
Sit with my coufm ; lend him your kind pains
To find out this abufe, whence 'tis deriv'd.

There is another Friar, that fet them on j .

Let him be Tent for. [deed,
Peter. Would he were here, my lord ; for he, in-

Hath fet the women on to this complaint :

Your Pro'vojl knows the place, where he abides ;

i^nd he may fetch him.

Duke. Go, do it inilantly.

And you, my noble and well-warranted coafin.

Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth ;

Do with your injuries, as feems you beft.

In any chaflifement : I for a while

V/ill leave you ; but ftir not you, till you have well
Determined upon thefe flanderers. [Exif,

SCENE IV.

E/cal. My lord, we'll doit throughly. Signior Za-
do, did not you fay, you knew that Friar Lodo^^Jick

to be a dilhoneft perfon ?

Lucio. Cucullus non facit monachum 'y honeft in no-
thing, but in his cloaths ; and one that hath fpoke mod
villainous fpeeches of the Duke.

EfcaL We fliall intreat you to abide here 'till he

5 informal 'women,'\ i. e. women who have ill concerted their
ftory. Formal fignifies frequently, in our author, a thing put
into form or method : fo infcrmal, out of method, ill concerted.
How eafy is it to fay, that Shakejpear might better have wrote
informing, \. e. cccufing. But he\vho (as the Oxford Editor)
thinks he did write fo, knows nothing of the charader of his ftiJe.

come.
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come, and inforce them againft him ; we (hall find

this Friar a notable fellow.

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word.

Efcal. Call that fame Ifabel here once again : I would

fpeak with her : pray you, my lord, gi\eme leave to

queftion ; yoa fhall fee how I'll handle her.

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report.

Efcal. Say you ?

Lucio. Marry, Sir, I think, if you handled her pri-

vately, fhe fhould fooner confefs ; perchance, publick-

ly Ihe'llbeafham'd.

Enter Duke in the Friar s hahit^ and Provoft ; Ifabella

is brought in.

Efcal. I will go darkly to work with her.

Lucio. That's the way j for women are light at mid-

night.

Efcal. Come on, miftrefs : here's a gentlewoman

denies all that you have faid.

Lucio, My lord, here comes the rafcal I fpoke of,

here with the Pro'voji.

Efcal. In very good time : fpeak not you to him,

till we call upon you.

Lucio. Mum -
Efcal. Come, Sir, did you fet thefe women on to

ilander lord Angela ? they have confefs'd you did.

Duke. 'Tisfalfe.

Efcal. How ? know you where you are ?

Duke. Refped to your great place ; and let the devil

Be fometime honour'd for his burning throne.

Where is the Duke ? 'tis he fhould hear me fpeak.

Efcal. The Duke's in us 3 and we will hear you
fpeak :

Look, you fpeak juftly.

Duke. Boldly, at leaft. But oh, poor fouls.

Come you to feek the lamb here of the fox ?

Good night to )'Our redrefs ; is the Duke gone ?

Then is your caufe gone too. The Duke's unjuft.

Thus to retort your manifeft appeal ;

And put your trial in the villain's mouth.
Which here you come to accufe.

Lucio. This is the rafcal j this is he, I fpoke of.

Efal.
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EfcaL Why, thou unrev'rend and unhallow'd Triarr

Is't not enough thou hail fuborn'd thefe women
T* accufe this worthy man, but with foul mouth.

And in the witnefs of his proper ear.

To call him villain ; and then glance from him

To th' duke himfelf, to tax him with injuflice v

Take him hence j to th' rack with him : we'll touze yo*

Joint by joint, but we will know his purpofe :

What ? unjuil ?

Duke. Be not fo hot ; the duke dare no more flretch

This finger of mine, than he dare rack his own :

His fubje^l am I not,

Nor here provincial ; my bufinefs in this ftate

Made me a looker en here in Vienna ;

Where I have feen corruption boil and bubble,

'Till ito'er-run the flew : laws, for ail faults ;

But faults io countenanc'd, that the ftrong Hatutes

^ Stand like tiie forfeits in a barber's (hop,.

As much in mock as mark.

Ejcal Slander to ih' ilate ! away with him to prifoa.

Jng. What can you vouch againft him, fignior Lucio T
Is this the man, that you did tell us of? [bald-pats ;

Luck. 'Tis he, my lord. Come hither, goodman

Do you know me ?

Duke. I remember you, Sir, by the found of your

voice : I met you at the prifon in the abfence of the-

Duke.
Lucio. Oh, did you fo ? and do you remember what

you fa id of the Duke ?

Duke. Mofl notedly. Sir.

6 ^tand like theforfeits in a harber''sf>op,'\ Barbers fhops were,,

at all times, therefort of idle people.

Tonflrina erat qiio'dam : hicfolebamus fere

Plerumque earn opferiri -—— Which Donatui calls apta

fedes otiofs.. Formerly, With us, the better fort of people went to the

Barbers ihop to betrimm'd ; who t^en pradtifed the under parts of

Surgery : fo that he had occafion for numerous inftruments, which

lay there ready for uie j and the iirle people, with whom his fhop

was generally crowded, would be perpetually handling andmifufing

them. To remedy which, I fuppofe, there was placed up againlt

the wall a table of forfeitures, adapted to every offence of this

kind 5 which, it is not likely, would long preferve its authority.

Lucio i^
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Lucio. Do you {0, Sir ? and was the duke a flefK-

monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported

him to be ?

Duke. You mufl, Sir, change perfons with me, ere

you make that my report : you fpoke fo of him, and

much more, much worie.

Luch. Oh thou damnable fellow ! did not I pluck

thee by the nofe, for thy fpeeches ?

Duke. I proteft, I love the duke as I love my felf.

Jng. Hark ! how the villain would clofe now, after

his treafonable abufes.

EfcaL Such a fellow is not to be talk'd withal ; a-

way with him to priibn : where is the Pronjoft ? away
with him to prifon ; lay bolts enough upon him ; let

him fpeak no more ; away with thofe giglets too, and

with the other confederate companion.

Duke. Stay, Sir, ftay a while.

Jng. What ! refifts he? help him, Lucio.

Lucio. Come, Sir; come. Sir; come. Sir ; foh, Sir;

why, you bald-pated lying rafcal ; you muH be hood d,

mull: you ? {how your knave's vifage, with a pox to

you ; fhow your fneep- biting face, and be hang'd an

hour : will't not o;7 ?

[^Pulls off the Friar' J hcoJ, and difco-vers the Duke.

Duke. Thou art the firft knave, that e'er mad'll a

Duke.
Firft, Provoji, let me bail thefe gentle three.

Sneak not away, Sir ; for the Friar and you
Mufthave a word anon : lay hold on him.

Lucio. This may prove vvorfe than hanging.

Duke. What you have fpoke, I pardon ; fit you
down : [To Efcalus,

We'll borrow place of him. Sir, by your leave :

Haft thou or word, or wit, or impudence.

That yet can do thee office ? if thou haft.

Rely upon it 'till my tale be heard.

And hold no longer out.

^ng. O my dread lord,

I ftiould be guiltier than my guiltinefs.

To think 1 can be undifccrnable,

When I perceive your Grace, like pow'r divine

Hath
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Hath look'd upon my pafTes : then, good prince.
No longer feffion hold upon my fhamc;
But let my tryal be mine own confeflion :

Immediate fentence then, and fequent death.
Is all the grace I beg.

Duke. Come hither, Mariana :

Say ; waft thou e'er contraded to this woman ?

Ang. I was, my lord.

Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her inftantly.

Do you the office, Fnar ; which confummate.
Return him here again : go with him, Pro'voji.

\_Exeunt Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoft,

SCENE V.

Efcai. My lord, I am more amaz'd at his diftionour.

Than at the ftrangencfs of it.

Duke. Come hither, I/abel-,

Your Friar is now your prince : as I was then

Advertifiug, and holy to your bufinefs.

Not changing heart with habit, I am ftill

Attornied at your fervice.

Ifab. Oh, give me pardon,

That I, your vaffal, have employed and pain*d

Your unknown fovereignty.

Duke. You are pardon'd, Ifahel.

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us.

Your brother's death, I know, fits at your heart :

And you may marvel, why 1 obfcur'd myfelf.

Labouring to fave his life ; and would not rather

Make rafh remonftrance of my hidden power.

Than let him be fo loft : Oh, moft kind maid.

It was the fwift celerity of his death,

Which, I did think, with flower foot came on,

* That bain'd my purpofe : but peace be with him f

That life is better life, paft fearing death,

Than that which lives to fear ; make it your comfort

;

So, happy is your brother.

* ThiU Br ain'd my purpofe i\ We ihould read bain'd. i. e.

dcfcroy'd,

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Enter Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provofl:.

Ifab. I do, my lord,

Duke. For this new-marr'd man, approaching here,

Whofe fait imagination yet hath vvrong'd

Your well- defended honour, you muft pardon

For Mariana's fake : but as he adjudg'd your brother.

Being criminal, in double violation

Of facred chaility, and of promife-breach,

"^Thereon dependant for your brother^s life.

The very mercy of the law cries out

Moft audible, even from his proper tongue.

An Angelo for Claudia ; death for death.

Hafle ftill pays hafte, and leifurc anfwcrs leifure :

Like doth quit like, and f^leafure ftill for Meafure,

Then, Angela^ thy faults are manifefted ;

Which tho' thou would'ic ^twy, * deny thee vantage.

We do condemn thee to the very block,

Where Ciaudio iioop'd to death j and with like hafle j

Away with him.

Mart. Oh, my raoft gracious lord,

I hope, you will not mock me with a hufband ?

Duke. It is your hufoand mock'd you with a hufband.

Confenting to the fafeguard of your honour,

I thought your marriage fit; elfe imputation.

For that he knew you, might reproach your life.

And choak your good to come : for his poi'ielTions,

Altho' by confifcation they are ours,

We do enftate and v/idow you withal.

To buy you a better hufband.

Mart. Oh, my dear lord,

I crave no other, nor no better man.
Duke. Never crave him i we are definitive.

Nari. Gentle, my liege

Duke. You do but lofe your labour :

Away with him to death, Nov/, Sir, to you.

M^r/. Oh, my good lord ! fweet Ifahel, take my part

;

Lend me your knees, and all my life to come
I'll lend you all my life, to do you fervice.

* -"-^deny thee vantage.] Vantage^ for means, ooportunity.

Duke.
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Duke. 7 Againft all fenfe you do importune her j

Should fhe kneel down, in mercy of thisfadt.

Her brother's ghoft his paved bed would break.

And take her hence in horror.

Mari, Ifabely

Sweet Ifahsl, do yet but kneel by me ;

Hold up your hands, fay nothing \ I'll fpeak all.

They fay, beft men are moulded out of faults j

And, for the moft, become much more the better

For being a little bad : fo may my hufband.

Oh^ Ifabel ! will you not lend a knee ?

Duke. He<lies for Claudia's death.

Jfab. Mofl bounteous Sir, [Kneelini^

Look, if it pleafe you, on this man condemn'd,

As if my brother liv'd : I partly think,

A due iincerity govern'd his deeds,

'Till he did look on me ; fmce it is fo.

Let him not die. My brother had but juftice.

In that he did the thing for which he dy'd ;

For Angela, his aft did not o'ertake his bad intent i

And murt be bury'd but as an intent,

That periQ-i'd by the way : thoughts arc no fubjeds

;

letents, but meerly thoughts.

Mart. Meerly, my lord.

Duke. Your fuit's unprofitable ; ftand up, I fay :

I have bethought me of another fault.

Pron)oJi^ how came it, Claudio was beheaded

At an unufual hour ?

Prov. It was commanded fo.

Duke. Had you a fpecial warrant for the deed ?

Pron). No, my good lord ; it was by private meflage,

Duke For which I do difcharge you of your office :

Give up your keys.

Pi on). Pardon me, noble lord.

I thought, it was a fault, but knew it not ;

Yet did repent me, after more advice :

For teftimony whereof, one in the prifon.

That fhould by private order elfe have dy'd,

I have referv'd alive.

7 Againji all fenfe jo« do importune her.'] The meaning required

is, againft all reafon and natural affeftion 3 Shakeffear, therefore,

judicioufly ufes a fingle word that implies both j
iS'f«/ir-fignifyinS

both reafon and aifettion. Duke*
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^uke. What's he ?

Pro^. His name is Bamardine.

Duke. 1 would, thoa had'ftdonefo by Claudk:

Go, fetch him hither ; let me look upon him.

Efcal. Tm forry, one fo learned and fo wife

As you, lord Angela, have Hill apprear'd,

Should flip fo grofsly both in heat of blood,

And lack of temper'd judgment afterward.

Ang. I'm forry, that fuch forrow I procure

;

And fo deep flicks it in my penitent heart.

That I crave death more willingly than mercy :

'Tis my deferving, and I do intreat it.

SCENE VJI.

£»/^rProvoft, Barnardine, Claudio, «ff^ Julictta,"

Vuke. Which is that Barnardine ?

Prov. This, my lord.

Duke. There was a Friar told me of this man:

Sirrah, thou'rt faid to have a ftubborn foul.

That apprehends no further than this world ;

And fquar'ft thy life accordingly : thou'rt condemn'd ;

But for thofe earthly faults, I quit them all :

I pray thee, take this mercy to provide

For better times to come : Friar^ advifc him ;

I leave him to your hand. What muffled fellow's that ?

Prov. This is another prifoner, that I fav'd,

Who fhould have dy'd when Claudio loft his head ;

As like almoft to Claudio, as himfelf.

Duke. If he be like your brother, for his fake [To Ifab.

Is he pardoned ; and for your lovely fake,

Give me your hand, and fay, you will be mine.

He is my 'brother too ; but fitter time for that.

By this, lord Angela perceives he's fafe ;

Meihinks, I lee a quickning in his eye.

Well, Angela, your evil quits you well

;

[yours.

Look, that you love your wife ; (a) her worth works

I find an apt remiflion in myfelf.

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon.

You, firrah, that knew me for a fool, a coward, [To Luc.

\(a) herivorth works yours, Oxf. Edit. Vulg. ber worth

'worth ycurs.J
'' One
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One of all luxury, an afs, a mad-man

;

Wherein have I deferved fo of you.
That you extol me thus ?

Lucio. *Faith, my lord, I fpoke it but ^ according to

the trick ; if you will hang me for it, you may : but I

had rather it would pleafe you, I might be whipt.

Duke. Whipt fiiil. Sir, and hang'd after.

Proclaim it, Proi/^*", round about the city ;

If any woman, wrong'd by this lewd it^o"^^

(As I have heard him fvvear himfelf, there's one
Whom he begot with child) let lier appear.

And he {hall marry her; the nuptial iinifti'd.

Let him be whipt and hang'd.

Lucio. I befeech your highnefs, do not marry nje to

a whore : your highnefo faid even now, I made you a

duke; good my lord, do not recompenceme, in making
me a cuckold.

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou (halt marry her

:

Thy llanders I forgive, and therewithal

Remit thy other forfeits ; take him to prifon :

And fee our pleafure herein executed.

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is prcffing to

death ; whipping and hanging.

Duke. Slandering a prince deferves it.

She, Claudioy that you wrong'd, look, you rcftore.

Joy to you, Mariana : love her, Angela :

I have confefs'd her, and i know her virtue.

Thanks, good friend E/calus, for thy much goodnefs

:

There's more bshind, tnat is more gratuiate.

Thanks, Pro^joJ, for thy care and fecrefie ;

We (hall imploy thee in a worthier place :

Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home
The head of Ragozi?ie for Claudto'^s ;

Th' offence pr.rdcns itfelf. Dear I/abel,

I have a motion much imports your good.

Whereto if you'll a willing ear incline.

What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine :

So bring us to our palace, where we'll Ihow

What's yet behind, that's meet You all flioald know.

[ Exeunt,

8 according to the trick ;] z. e. the fafhion. So to trUk up, fig-

nifics to dicfs in the mode.

Tht End of tht Tirfi V L UM 1
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